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INTRODUCTORY REMARKS. 


4 Tub Tmgedie of Macbeth* was first published in the 
folio collection of 1623. Its place in that edition is 
between * Julius Ceesar 1 and ( Hamlet. 1 And yet, in 
the modem reprints of the text of Sbakspere, * Macbeth' 
is placed the first amongst the Histories. This is to 
convey a wrong notion of the character of this great 
drama. Siiaksperes Chronicle-histories are essentially j 
conducted upon a different principle. The interest of 
* Macbeth' is not an historical interest. It matters not 
whether the action is true, or has been related as true : 
it belongs to the realms of poetry altogether. We might 
as well coll 1 Lear’ or * Hamlet' historical plays, be- 
cause the outlines of the story of each are to be found in 
old records of the past Our text is, with very few ex- 
ceptions, a restoration of the text of the original folio. 

In Coleridge's early sonnet 1 to the Author of the 
Robbers,' his imagination is enchained to the most ter- 
rible scene of that play ; disregarding, as it were, all 
the accessaries by which its horrors ore mitigated and 
rendered endurable : — 

** Schiller 1 that hour I would have wish'd to die. 

If through the shuddering mldulght I had sent 
TTom the dark dungeon of the tower time-rent 
That fearful voice, a famish'd father’s cry — 

Lest in some after- mo meat aught more mean 
Might stamp me mortal I A triumphant shout 
Itlaek Horror scream'd, and all her goblin roai 
Diminish’d shrunk from the more withering aosae!" 
vox- zx. n 2 
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it was in a somewhat similar manner tliat Shakspere’* 1 
representation of the murder of Duncan affected the 
imagination of Mn. Siddons “ It was my custom to 
study my characters at night, when all the domestic ; 
cares and business of the day were over. On the night 
preceding that on which I was to appear in this part for 
the first time, I shut myself up, as usual, when all tlie 
family were retired, and commenced m^lstndy of Lady 
Macbeth. As the cliaracter is very short, I thought 1 
| should soon accomplish it. Being then only twenty 1 
yean of age, 1 believed, as many others do believe, ilial ! 
I little more was necessary than to get the words into 
| my head ; for the necessity of discrimination, and the j 
' development of cliaracter, at that time of my lift^ had j 
scarcely entered into my imagination. But, to pro- 
j coed. I went on with tolerable composure, in the si- 
lence of the night, (a night 1 can never forget,) till I 
came to the assassination scene, when the horrors of the 
scare rose to a degree that made it impossible for me to 
get farther. I snatched up my candle, and hurried out 
of the room in a jiaroxysm uf terror. My dress was of 
silk, and the rustling of it, as I ascended the stairs to go 
to bed, seemed to my panic4truck fancy like the move- 
ment of a spectre pursuing me. At last I reached my 
chamber, where 1 found my husband fast asleep. 1 
clapped my candlestick down upon the table, without 
the power of putting it out ; and I threw myself on my 
bed, without daring to stay even to take off my clothe*.”* 

If the drama of 4 Macbeth’ were to produce the same 

* Memoranda I*} Mrs. fflddott. Inserted In her * Life* tty Mt. 
Campbell* 
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effect upon tlie miml of an imaginative reader a* that 
described by Mrs. Siddons, it would not lie tl*e great 
work of art which it really is. If our poet had resolved, 
using the words of his own 4 Othello,’ to 

14 abandon nil remorse. 

On horror’* head horror* accumulate," 

the midnight terrors, such as Mrs. Siddons has de- 
scribed, would have indeed lieen a tribute to power , — 
but not to the power which has produced ‘ Macbeth.’ 
The paroxysm of fear, the panic-struck fancy, tlie pros- 
trated senses, so beautifully described by this impas- 
sioned actress, were the result of the intensity with which 
she had fixed her mind upon that part of the play which 
•he was herself to act In tlie endeavour to get the 
wards Into her head her own fine genius was naturally 
kindled to behold a complete vision of the wonderful 
scene. Again, and again, were the words repeated, on 
that night which she could nevetfbrget, — in the silence 
of that night when all about her were sleeping. And 
then she heard the owl shriek, amidst the hurried steps 
in the fatal chamber, — and she saw the bloody hands 
of the assassin, — and, personifying the murderess, site 
rushed to dip her own hands in the gore of Duncan. It 
is perfectly evident that this intensity of conception lias 
Carried the horrors far beyond tlie limits of pleasurable 
emotion, and has produced all the tenors of a real 
murder. No reader of the play, and no spectator, can 
regard this play as Mrs. Siddons regarded it On that 
night die, probably for the first time, had a strong though 
imperfect vision of the character of Lady Macbeth, 
such as she afterwards delineated it ; and in that oase^ 
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t yhat to ail of us must, under any circumstances, be a 
WO ck of art, however glorious, was to her almost a j 
reality. It was the isolation of the scene, demanded 
by her own attempt to conceive the character of Lady 
Ifocbeth, which made it so terrible to Mrs. Stddons. 
The reader has to regard it as a part of a great whole, 
which combines and harmonises with ail around it j for 
which be is adequately prepared by whatftas gone be- j 
fore; and which, — even if we look at it as a picture j 

! which represents only that one portion of the action, lias 
still its own repose, its own harmony of colouring, its 
own chiaroscuro, — is to be seen under a natural light. 
There was a preternatural light upon it when Mrs. 
Siddons saw it as she has described. 

The leading characteristic of this glorious tragedy 
is, without doubt, that which constitutes the essential 
difference between a work of the highest genius and a 
work of mediocrity. Without power — by which wo 
here especially mean the ability to produce strong ex- 
citement by the display of scenes of horror — no poet of 
the highest order was ever made ; hut this alone does 
not make such a poet. If he is called upon to present 
such scenes, they must, even in their most striking forms, 
be associated with the beautiful. The pre-eminence of 
his art in this particular can alone prevent them affect- 
ing the imagination beyond the limits of pleasurable 
emotion. To keep within these limits, and yet to pre- 
serve all the energy which results from the power of 
dealing with the terrible apart from the beautiful, be- 
longs to few that the world has seen : to Shakipero it 
helongl surpassingly. 
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PERSONS REPRESENTED. 


Duncan, King of Soetlatrf. 

Appear i . Aet I. sc. 2; sc. 4 ; sc. 6. 

Malcolm, ton to Duncan. 

Appears, A at I. so. S : sc. 4 ; «tc 6. Act II. sc. 3. Act IV 
sc. 3. Act V. sc- 4 ; bc. 6 ; sc 7. 

Don alb ain, son to Duncan. 

Appears, Act I. sc. 8 ; sc. 4 ; sc. C. Act II. sc. 3. 

Macbeth, general of the King's army. 

Appears, Act I. sc. 3 ; sc. 4 ; sc. ft ; sc. 7. Act II. sc. 1 ; sc. C: 
sc. 3. Act III. sc. 1 ; sc- 2 ; sc. 4. Act IV. sc. 1. Act A • 
sc. 3 ; sc 5; sc. 7. 

Banqlo, general of the King* amy. 

Appears, Act I. so. 3 ; sc. 4 ; sc. G. Act II. sc. 1. 

Act III. ac. 1 ; sc. 3. 

Macduff, a nobleman of Scotland. 

Appears, Act I. sc. 6. Act II. bc. 3; sc. 4. Act IV. sc. 9. 
Act V. sc. 4 ; sc. 6 ; sc. 7. 

Lenox, a nobleman of Scotland. 

Appears, Act I sc. 2; sc. 4 ; sc. 6. Act II. sc. 3. Act III. sc. I , 
sc. 4 ; sc. 6. Act IV. sc. 1. Act V. sc. 2 ; sc. 4; sc. 7. 

Rosse, a nobleman of Scotland. 

Appears , Act I. sc. 8 ; sc. 3 ; sc. 4 L ac. 6. Act II. sc. 4 . Art II I 
•C. 1 J sc. 4. Act IV. sc. 2 ; sc. 3 ; sc. 4. Act V. sc. 7. 

Menteth, a nobleman of Scotland. 

Appears , Aot V. sc. 2 ; sc. 4 j sc. 7. 

Angus, a nobleman of Scotland. 

Appears, Act I. so. 8 ; so. 4 ; sc. 6. Act V. so. 2 ; *c, 4 ; k. 7. 

Cathness, a nobleman of Scotland. 

Appears, Act V. sc. 2 ; sc. 4 ; so. 7. 

Flbanob, son to Banciuo. 

Appears, Act II. sc. 1. Aet ill. sc. 3. 
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StWAAiiy Earl of A umber land, general if (he 
English forces. 

Appeart, Act V. ac. 4 ; ac. 0 ; ac. 7. 

Young Si w vhu, son to the Earl of Northumberland. 

Appear!, Act V. ac. 4 ; ac. 7. 

Ski ton, an officer attending on Macbeth. 
stjfpeart. Act V. ac. 3 ; ac. ft. 

Son to MacdufT. 

Appear! , Act IV. ac. >. 

An Engl tab Doctor. 

Appear t. Act IV. ac. 3. 

A Scotch Doctor. 

Appear i. Act V. ac. 1 } ac. 3. 

A Soldier. 

Appear », Act I. ac. 3. 

A Porter. 

Appear i. Act 11. ac. S. 

An old Mon. 

Appear i, Act II. ae. 4. 

Lady Macbeth. 

itfjfMtrt, Art I. ac. ft; ac. 6; ae 7. Act tl. ac. S; *r. 3. Act ill 
ao. 1 ; ac. 8; ao. 4. ActV. ae. 1. 

Lady Macduff. 

Appear t, Act IV. ac. S. 

Gentlewoman, attending on Lady MarVtli. 
Appeart , Act V. ac. I . 

Hecate. 

Appean, Act III. ae. ft. 

Three Witcbea. 

Appear, Act I. ac. 1 ; ac. S. Acl III. ac. 1. Act IV. ae. 1. 
Lords, Gentlemen, Officers, Soldiers, Murderer's, At- 
tendants, and Messengers. The Ghost of Banquo, 
and other Apparitions. 

SCENE,— In the end of Act IV. in England; 
THROUGH THE REST OF TUB PLAY IN SCOTLAND. 


1 



MACBET II. 


ACT I. 

SCENE I . — An open Place. Thunder and Lightning. 
Enter three Witcher 

1 Witch. When shall we three meet again 
In thunder, lightning, or in rain f 

2 Witch. When the hurl y burl y '»* done, 

When the battle '• Inst and won : 

3 Witch. That will be ere tlie set of sun. 

1 Witch. Where the place f 

2 Witch. Upon the lieoth : 

3 Witch. There to meet with Macbeth. 

1 Witch. I come, Graymalkin ! b 

All. Paddock calls : — Anon. — 

Fair is foul, and foul is fair : 

Hover tlirough the fog and filthy air. [Witches vanish. 

SCENE II. — A Camp near Forres. Alarum within. 

Enter King Duncan, Malcolm, Donalbain, Lknox, 
with Attendants, meeting a bleeding Soldier. 

Dun. What bloody man is that ? He can report. 

As seemeth by his plight, of the revolt 
The newest state. 

B Hurlyburly. In Peaoham’s * Garden of Eloquence/ 1677, 
Utts worn is given as an example of that ornament of lan< 
Huge which consists in 14 a uume intimating the sound of that 
it slgnifleth, as hurtyburly, for an uproar and tuan/tu out «tfr. n 
b OraymcUtim is a cat; Paddock, a toad. 

B 3 
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[Act 1. 


MmL Tbit it tlte sergeant, 

Who, like a good and hardy soldier, fought 
'Gainst my captivity : — Bail, bra\ e friend ! 

Say to the king the knowledge of the broil, 

A a thou didst leave it. 

Sold. Doubtful it stood; 

As taro spent swimmers, tliat do ding together, 

And choke their art. The merciless Macdonwald 
(Worthy to be a rebel ; for, to that, 
foe multiplying villainies of nature 
Do swarm upon him) from the western islet 
Of* kernes and gallowglasses is supplied : 

And fortune, on his damned Quarry* 1 smiling, 

Show'd like a rebel’s whore : But all 'a too weak : 

For brave Macbeth, (well he deserves that name,) 
Disdaining fortune, with his brandish'd steel, 

Which smok'd with bloody execution, 

Like valour’s minion, carv'd out his passage, 

Till he fac’d the slave ; 

Which ne’er sliook hands, nor bade farewell to him, 
Till he unseam'd him from the nave to the chaps, 
And fix’d his head upon our battlements. 

Dun. O, valiant cousin ! .worthy gentleman ! 

Sold. Aa whence the sun ’gins his reflection 
Shipwracking storms and direful thunders break ; c 
Bo from that spring, whence comfort seem'd to come, 
Discomfort swells. Mark, king of Scotland, mark : 
No sooner justice had, with valour arm’d, 


* Of is hers used In tlie sense of with. 
b Quarry.— So the original. The c 


b common reading, on the 
emendation of Johnson, is quarrel. We conceive the! the 
original word is tint used by Shakspere » the “ damned 
quarry" being the doomed army of kernos and g&l low glasses, 
who, although fortune deceitfully smiled on them, (led before 
the sword of Macbeth, and became his quarry — his prey. 

• The word break is not In the original. The second folio adds 
hreaUag. Borne verb is wanting { and the reading of the saeond 
folio is some sort of authority tar the introduction of Inal. 
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Compel I'd these skipping kernes to trust their lieel^ 

But tlie Norweyan lord, surveying vantage, 

With furbish'd arms, and new supplies of men, 

Began a fresh assault. 

Dun. Dismay'd not this our captains, Macbeth and 
Bonquof 

So/d. Yes : As sparrows, eagles ; or the hare, the lion. 
If 1 say sooth, I must report they were 
As canuuns overcharg'd with double cracks; 

So they doubly redoubled strokes upon tlie foe : 

Except they meant to bathe in reeking wounds. 

Or memorize another Golgotha, 

I cannot tell : 

But I am faint, my gashes cry for help. 

Dun. So well thy words become thee as thy wounds; 
They smack of honour both : — Go, get him surgeons. 

[Exit Soldier, attended. 
Enter Rome. 

Who comes here ? 

Mai. The worthy thane of Roue. 

Len. What a haste looks through his eyes I 
So should he look that seems to speak things strange. 
Rosae. God save the king ! 

Dun. Whence cam’st thou, worthy thane? 

Rosae. From Fife, great king, 

Where the Norwevan banners flout the sky, . 

And fan our people cold. 

Norway himself, with terrible numbers, 

Assisted by that most disloyal traitor 
The thane of Cawdor, began a ’dismal conflict t 
TUI that Bellona's bridegroom, 1 lapp'd in proof, 
Confronted him with self-comparisons, 

Point against point, rebellious arm Against arra, b 

* BsUona't bridegroom U here undoubtedly Macbeth. 

* This t* the original punctuation, which we think, with 
Tfaek, Is better than 

** Point against point rebellious, arm 'gainst am." 
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Curbing hie lavieh apirit : And, to conclude, 

The victory fell on ui ; — 

Dun. Great happiness ! 

Amm. That now 

Sweno, die Norway*' kiug, craves composition; 

Nor would we deigu him burial of his men, 

Till lie disbursed, at Saint Colmes' inch, 

Ten thousand dollars to our general use. 

Dun. No more that thane of Cawdor gjpall deceive 
Our bosom interest : — Go, jmmounce his present deatli, 
And with his former title greet Macbeth. 

Roue. I 'll see it done. 

Dun. What he hath lost noble Macbeth hath won 

[ Exeunt. 

SCENE III.— A Heath. Thunder. 

Entei’ the three Witches. 

1 Witch. Where hast thou been, sister T 

2 Witch. Killing swine. 

3 Witch. Sister, where thou ? 

1 Witch. A sailor's wile had chesnuis in her lap. 
And mounch'd, and mounch'd, and mouncb'd ; — “ Give 

me," quoth I ; 

“ Aroint thee, witch !" the rump-fed rouyon b cries. 
Her husband 's to Aleppo gone, master o' the Tiger s 
But in a sieve I '11 thither sail, 

And like a rat without a tail, 

I ’ll do, I '11 do, and I ’ll do. 

2 Witch. I '11 give thee a wind. 

I Witch. Th’ art kind. 

3 Witch. And I another. 

1 Witch. I myself have all the other ; 

And the very ports they blow, 

All the quarters that they know , 

* thee— See King 1*sr, Act IIL Scene 4 

b Htmyoe .— See As You Like It, Act II. Scene f. 
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1' the sliipman’s card. 

I 'll drain him dry a* hay : 

Sleep shall neither night dot day 
Hong upon his pent-house lid ; 

He snail live a mau forbid : 
i Weary sev’n-nights, nine times nine, 

Shall be dwindle, peak, and pine : 

Though his bark cannot be lost, 

Yet it shall be terapest-toss’d. 

Look what I have. 

2 Witch. Show me, sIhiw me. 

~ 1 Witch. Here 1 have a pilot’s tliuml), 

Wrack’d, as homeward he did come. [ Drum «r*7JMt. 

3 Witch. A drum, a drum : 

Macbeth doth come. 

All. The weird* sisters, hand in band, 

Posters of the sen and land, 

1 Thus do go about, about ; 

Thrice to thine, and thrice to mine, 

And thrice again, to make up nine : 

Peace ! — the charm ’s wound up. 

Enter Maobbth and Banquo. 

Macb. So foul and fair a day I have not seen. 

Ban. How for is ’t call’d to Forres f — What are these, 
So wither’d and so wild in their attire ; * 

That look not like the inhabitants o’ the earth, 

And yet are on ’i f Live yon t or are you aught • 
i That man may question ? You seem to understand me. 
By each at once her choppy finger laying 
Upon her skinny lips -You slumld be women, 

And yet your beards forbid me to interpret 
That you are so. 


* Weird. There cad be no doultt that this term Is derived 
from the Anglo-Saxon tryrtf, word spoken j and in the same 
way (hat the word flu* is anything Spoken, ttefrd mad fatal are 
synonymous, and equally applicable to such m) stertoas beings 
as MacbefliV Witches. 
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Mtacb. Speak, if you cut ; — What are you f 

1 Witch. All hail, Macbdh ! hail to thee, thane of 
GlamU! 

% Witch . All hail, Macbeth ! hail to thee, thane of 
Cawdor! 

3 Witch. All hail, Macbeth ! that shalt be king 

hereafter. 

Ban. Good sir, why do you start ; and seem to fear 
Tilings tliat do sound so fair f— F the name of truth, 
Are ye fantastical,* or that indeed 
Which outwardly ye show ? My noble partner 
You greet with present grace, and great prediction 
Of noble haring, and of royal hope, 

That he seems rapt witlial ; to roe you speak not : 

If you can look into the seeds of time, 

And say, which grain will grow, and which will not, 
Speak then to me, who neither beg, nor fear, 

Your favours nor your hate. 

1 Witch. Hail! 

2 Witch. Hail ! 

3 Witch. Hail! 

1 Witch. Lesser than Macbeth, and greater. 

2 Witch. Not so happy, yet much happier. 

3 Witch. Thou shaft get king*, though thou be none : 
So all hail, Macbeth and Benquo 1 

1 Witch. Banquo, and Macbeth, all hail ! 

Mach. Stay, you imperfect speakers, tell roe more : 
By 8 tnel*s death, 1 know I am thane of Glamis 5 
But how of Cawdor f the thane of Cawdor lives, 

A prosperous gentleman ; and, to be king, 

Stands not within the prospect of belief , 1 ■ ^ 

No more than to be Cawdor. Say, from vbtihoe 
You owe this strange intelligence f or why 
Upon tins blasted heath you stop our way 
With such prophetic greeting t — Speak,! charge jcm.. 

[Witches WMfsA 

* Fantastical — belonging to fonUsy— iiakftaart. 
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| Bow. The earth hath bubbles, as the water has, 
j Ami these are of them : Whither are they vanish'd ? 

I Macb. Iuto the air: and what seem'd corporal, 
melted 

i As breath into the wind. — ’Would they had staid ! 
j Ban. Were such tilings here as we do speak about t 
! Or have we eaten on the insane root,* 

That takes the reason prisoner! 

Macb. Your children shall be kings. 

Ban. You shall be king. 

| Macb. And 1 bane of Cawdor too ; went it not so! 

I Ban. To the self-same tune, and words. Who's 
j here! 

Enter Rossk and Angus. 

Roue. The king hath happily receiv'd, Macbeth, 
The news of thy success : and when he reads 
Thy persona] venture in the rebels' fight, 

1 His wonders and his praises do contend, 

Which should be thinl, or his : Silenc'd with that 
In viewing o’er the rest o' the self-same day, 

He finds thee in the stout Norweyan ranks, 

Nothing afeard of what thyself didst make, 

Strange images of death, as thick as tale 
Can post with post; and every one did bear 
Thy praises in his kingdom's great defence, 

And pour'd them down before him. 

Ang. We are sent, 

To give thee(j;frotn our royal master, thanks ; 

Only to herald thee into his eight, not pay thee. 

Roste. And, lor an earnest of a greater honour, 

He bade me, from him, call thee thane of Cawdor : 

In which addition, hail, most worthy thane ! 

For it is thine. 

Ban. What, can the devil speak true! 

• Bmbme h bua*a In an old book oT WhWi 

Nhakspere wight ha*s eoesaheft. 
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Mack, The thane of Cawdor lim : Why do you 
i drat me 

! lu borrow'd robot t 

Ang. Who wot tlie thane, lira yet ; 

But under heavy judgment bean that life 
Which he deserve* to lose. 

Whether he was combin'd with Uwee of Norway ; 

Or did line the rebel with hidden help 
And vantage; or that with both lie labour'd 
In hit country's wrack, I know not ; 

But treasons capital, confess'd, and prov'd, 

Have overthrown him. 

Mach. Glamit, and thane of Cawdor : 

The greatest is behind. — Tl tanks for your pains — 

Do you not I tope your children shall be kings, 

’ When those that gave the thane of Cawdor to me. 
Promis'd no less to them ? 

Ban. Tliat, trusted home. 

Might yet enkindle you unto tlie crown, 

Besides the thane of Cawdor. But 't is strange : 

And ofteutimes, to win us to tour barm, 

Tlie instruments of darkness tell us truths ; 

Win us with honest trifles, to betray us 
In deepest consequence. — 

Cousins, a word, I pray you. 

Macb. Two truths are told, 

As happy prologues to the swelling act 

Of the imperial theme. — I thank you, gentlemen. — 

This supernatural soliciting 

Cannot be ill ; cannot he good : — If ill, 

Why tiRlh it given me earnest of success, 

Commencing in a tmth ? Iam thane of Cawdor : 

If good, why do I yield to that suggestion 
Whose horrid image doth unfix my liair, 

And make my rated heart knock at my ribs, 

Against the use of nature f Present tears 
Are Ira than horrible imaginings ; 
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My thought, whose murther yet is but fontastical, 

Shakes so my single state of man, that Amotion 
Is smother'd in surmise ; and nothing is 
But what is not. 

j Ban. Look, how our partner s rant 

Macb. If cliance will have me king, why, chanoe 
may crown me, 

; Without my stir. 

i Ban. New honours oome upon him, 

; Like our strange garments, cleave not to their mould, 

1 But with the aid of use. 

I Macb. Come what come may, 

j Time and the hour runs through the roughest day. 
j Ban. Worthy Macbeth, we stay upon your leisure 
Macb. Give me your favour : — 

| My dull brain wus wrought with tilings forgotten. 

| Kind gentlemen, your pains are register’d 

Where every day I turn the leaf to read them. — 

Let us toward the king. — 

Think upon what hath chanc'd ; and, at more time, 

The interim having weigh’d it, let us speak 
Our free hearts each to other. 

Ban. Very gladly. 

4 Macb. Till then, enough.— Come, friends. [Exeunt 

SCENE IV. — Forres. A Room in ike Palace. 

Flourish. Enter Duncan, Malcolm, Donai.bain. 

Lenox, and Attendants. 

Dun. Is execution done on Cawdor f Are not 
’ Those in commission yet return'd f , 

Mol. My liege, * 

They ore not yet come back. But I have spoke 
Witu one that saw him die : who did report, 

That very frankly he confess'd his treasons ; 

Implor'd your highness’ pardon ; and set forth 
A deep repentance : nothing in his life 
VOL. ix. c 
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IV«— Jum like the leering it} he diet! 

Am one that had been studied in hie death, 
To throw away the dearest thing ha ow’d. 
As *t were a careless trifle. 

Dun. - There s no art 

fa And the mind's construction in the face : 
He was a gentleman on wltom I built 
An absolute trust — O worthiest cousin ! 


I Enter Macbeth, Bakquo, Rossk, and A#a v£ 

; The sin of my ingratitude even now 

Was heavy on me : Thou art so far before, 

! That swiftest wing of recompense is slow 
i To overtake thee. ’Would thou badst less deserv'd ; 

That the proportion both of thanks and payment 
| Might hare men mine ! only I have left to say, 

More is thy due than more than all can pay. 

— T TacS r Ttewytesma the loyally 1 4. owe, 

In doing it, pays itself. Your highness’ part 
Is to receive our duties : and our duties 
Are to your throne and state, children and servants ; 
Which do but what tiiey should, by doing everything 
I Safe toward your love and honour. 

I Dun. Welcome hither ; 

I have begun to plant thee, and will labour 
To make thee full of growing.— Noble Banquo, 

That hast no less deserv’d, nor must be known 
No less to have done so, let me enfold thee, 

And hold thee to my heart 

Ban , There if J grow. 

The harvest is your own. 

^ r Dim. My plenteous joys, 

Wanton in fulness, seek to hide themselves 
In drops of sorrow. — Sons, kinsmen, thanes, 

1 And you whose places are the nearest, know, 

We will establish our estate upon 

Our eldest, Malcolm j whom we name hereafter 
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Tbe prince of Cumberland : which honour mutt 
Not, unaccompanied, invert him ouly. 

But bLimMmMI 1iU " "*""1 ~*“n mX \m 
Un all dmerven.— -From hence to Inverness, 


Mack. The regt it labour, which it not ui‘d for you ; 
I *11 be myself the harbinger, and make joyful 
The hearing of my wife with your approach ; 

So humbly take my leave. 

Dun. My worthy Cawdor ! 

Macb. The prince of Cumberland! — That is a step 
On which I must tall down, or else o'er-leap, [Aside. 
For in my way it lies. fim™. vm.r J 
Let not light «ee mT-bln* and d«n <le.i«. ; 


to eee mT blech end da 
ink at Ore hyd I yet let 
eye fears, when it is don 


— -- Jiat l_, 

t which tne eye fears, wlienlt is done, to see. [ Exit. 

* Dun. True, worthy Banquo ; he is full sc valiant; 
And in his commendations I am fed ; 

It is a banquet to me. Let ’s after him, 

Whose care is gone before to bid us welcome : 

It is a peerless ltinsman. [Flourish. Exeunt. 


SCENE V.— Inverness. A Room in Macbeth*# 
Castle. 

Enter Lady Macbeth, reading a letter. 

Lady 3f. “.They met me in the day of success ; and I i 
have learned by the pertotest report, they have more In them ( 
than mortal knowledge, when I burned In deeire to question 
them further, they made themselves air, into which they 
vanished. Whiles I stood rapt in the wonder of it, came mis- 
sives ftom the king, who all hailed me, * Thane of Cfcwdor 
by which title, before, these weird sisters saluted me, and re- 
ferred me to the coming on of time, with ' Hail, king that 1 
•halt be F This have I thought good to deliver thee, my dearo»t 
partner of greatness i that tnou migbtest not lose the dues of 
rejoicing, by being ignorant of what greatuen is promised thee. 
Lay it to thy heart, and farewell.* 

Glamis thou art, and Cawdor ; and shalt be 
What thou art promis'd : — Yet do I fear thy nature; 

c 2 
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SO 

It is too full o' die milk of human kuulneM, 

To catch Hie nearest way : Tliou wouldst be gnat ; 

Ait not without ambition ; but without 
The illness should attend it What tliou would*! ~ 
I highly, 

That w ouTdsttbou holily ; wouldst not play fain, 

{ And~yVt wuuldil wrongly win : thou ’ust liave, great 
Glam is, 

'riiat which cries, “ Thus tliou must do, ifdhou lugro its 
And that which rather thou dost fear to d<^ 4 - 
Than wishest should be undone." Hie thee hither, 

That I may pour my spirits m thine ear ; 

And chastise with the valour of my tongue 
All that impedes thee from the golden round. 

Which fate and metaphysical ■ aid doth seem 
To have thee crown'd withal. What is your tidings) 

Enter an Attendant 


Attn. The king comes here to-night 
Lady Af. Thou Vt mad to say it : 

Is not thy roaster with him f who, wer ’t so. 

Would have inform’d for preparation. 

Atten. So please you, it is tfue; our thane is coming : 
One of my fellows had tl?e speed of him s 
Who, almost dead hi breath, ^ad scarcely more 
Than would make up his message. 

Lady M. Give him tending, 

He brings greet news, te raffen himself is bourse 

[Exit Attendant 

That croaks the fatal entrance of {toucan 
Under my battlements. * “ 

3 on mortal 




I 

I 




er m your sigmlea »n 
ou wait on nature's mischief! Come, thick nigl 
11 thee in the dunnest n non or neiii 


1 1 TBit my Keen knife see not the wound it makes ; 
i Nor heaven peep through the blanket of the dark, 

1 To cry, “ Hold, bold ! ” Great Glamis, worthy 

I Cawdor! 

Enter Maobbth. 

Greater than both, by the all-hail hereafter ! 

Thy letters hare transported me beyond 
| Thu ignorant present^ and I feel now 
The fhture in the instant. 

Mad>. My dearest love, 

Duncan comes here to-night. 

Lady M. And when goes hence f 

Macb. To-morrow, ^-as he purposes. 

Lady M. O, ne ver 

Shall sun that n.urrow see ! ~ — 

If our face, thy thane, is as a book, where men 
May read strange matters tTo beguile the tig e, 

Laok ^itiimc? Vnr welcome in f 8M ly©T 
i our hand, you? tongue: l ook rate the mnoom * 

But be fl^ wmmtnrul^ it. He that's coming 
'Titust be proTraWPRJffarki you shall put 
This night's great btpinem into thy dispatch ; 
i Which shall to all our frights and days to oome 
Give solely sovereign stray and masterdom. 

Mad). We krill speak further. 

• If fear, compasskm, or any ethes eooqnaatioas vktttas*, 
stand between a cruel purpose and he realisation, they mtj be 
said to keep peace between them, as oqjp who interfere* be 
tween a violent maa tad the object of h|a wrath keeps peas e. 


IS 
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Lady If. Only look tip clear | 

To altar fovoor ever is to fear : 

Leave all the rest to me. [Gamut 


SCENK \l.— Ttu tarn*. Before ike Cottle. 
Hautboy*. Servants of Macbeth^ attending. 

„der Dime ait, Malcolm, Don alba nr, Banouo, 
Lnrox, Macduff, Rosas, Angus, and Attendmi. 

Dun. This castle hath a pleasant seat ; Hie air 
Nimbly and sweetly recommends itself 
Unto our gentle senses. 

Ban. This guest of summer, 

The temple-haunting martlet, does approve, 

By his lov'd mansionry, that the frypnrti 

Sm ells wooingly here : no jutty, Iriexe] 

Buttress, nor coign e of vantage, but this bird 
Hatn made his pendent bed, and p roc reant crmdlo : 
Where they most breed and haunt, I have observ’d, 
Tbe^ajLkjlflioftte. 

Enter Lady Macbbtm. 


Dun. See, see ! our honour’d liostets ! 

The love that follows us sometime Is our trouble, . 
Which still we thank as love. Herein 1 teach yon, 
How you shall bid God-eyld us for your pains, 

And thank us for your trouble.* 

Lady M. All otir Service 

In every point twice done, and thsta done double, 

Were poor and single business, to lontend 


* We have restored the old familiar e x p re ss i on Qod+ytd, as 
suiting better with the playfn lmo s of Danem's speech than the 
Gad yield meat the modern text. There is great refinement m 
the sentiment of the passage* but the meaning is tolerably clear. 
The leva which follows us is sometimes troabteeome i so we give 
you trouble, but look you only at the love we bear to you, and 
so bless os and thank us. 


Against these honouia deep and broad, wbetewith 
Tour malcety loads our bouse : For those of old. 

And the late dignities heap'd up to them, 

We rest your hermits.* 

Dun. Where ‘s the thane of Cawdor f 

We cours'd him at the heels, and had a purpose 
To be his purveyor ; but he rides well ; 

And his great love, sharp as his spur, hath holp him 
To his home before us : Fai^and noble hostess, 

We are your guest to-niglit. 

'■HFS35T3(r* = Your servants ever 

Have theirs, themselves, and what is theirs, in oompt, 
To make their audit at your highness' pleasure, 

Still to return your own. 

Dun. Give me your hand : 

Cond uct me to mine host; welgyj^biBpiigt^y, 

And shall continue our graces towards mm. / 

By your leave, hostess. [Exeunt 

SCENE VII. — The earns. A Room in ths Castle. 

Hautboys and torches. Enter , and pass over the stays, 
a Sewer, and dicers Servants with dishes and ser 
vies. Then enter Maobbtb. 

Mask. If it were done, when 't is done, then ’t wav 
well 

It were done quickly : If the assassination 
Could trammel up the oar J 11 


With his surcease, success 


nice, and catch, 
t but this blow 


TOE E2SMU2 


— But in these earns, 


* Sermllt btfudnflen — bound to pray far a benefactor. 
w Shoal— in the oitgtaat, tchoois. Theobald corrected the 
word to modi, " by which,'* says Stsevens, ‘ 1 our author means 
the shallow ford of life.” We shall not disturb the received 
lauding, which Is unquestionably the safest. 

o 2 


4 



M 


MACBETH. 


fAr-rl, 


! 

! 


W« aUH hare Judgment here j that we but tench 
Bloody inatroc&ms, which, being taught, return 
To plague the inventor : This even-handed justice 
Commeuds the ingredients of our jiouoo'd chalice 
To our own lips. He 's here in double trust : 
First, as I am his kinsman and his subject. 

Strong both against the deed : then, as his host, 
Who should against his murtherer shut fire door, 
Not bear tlie knife myself. Besides, this Duncan 
Hlth borne his faculties so meekT’haTii been * 
So clear in his great office, that his \ irtnes 
Will p lead like appelo, trumpe t-ton guedg a gainst 

An d pity , lik e a naked new^bom babe, 

Striding the UlUlt, orlieavcn s CIlBIlbini, hors'd 
Upon the sightless couriers of the air, 

Shall blow the horrid deed in every eye, 


That tears shall drown the wind. — 1 have no b/iii 
T o prick the sides of my intent, hut only 
l Vaulting ambition, which o'erleaps itself," 

Ahd IMU Ull Ihe other b — How now, wliat news ? 

■ It has treed proposed to read, instead of itteff, it* tell, tin 
■addle. However clever mivtw the notiou, we can scarce!) 
admit the necessity for the cltange of the original. A person 
(and vaulting ambition is personified) might be said to uoerlea/i 
himself, as well os ovcrtislunre liimseir, or overcharge blmselt, 
or oserlalmur himself, or oiermensure himself, or overreach 
himself. The word otwr in all these cases Is need in (lie sense of 
too much. 

k After other Ilaomer introduced tide. Tlie commentators 
say that the addition is unnecessary, inasmuch as the plural 
noun, tides, occurs lust before. Hut suiMPthls notion is to pro- 
duce a jumble of me metaphor. Macbeth compares his intent 
to a courser; I have no spur to arge Mm on. Unprepared I 
am about to vault into ray seat, but I overleap myself and fall. 
It appears to ns that the sentence is broken by the entrance 
of the messenger ; that it is not complete in fteelf ; and would 
not have been completed with tide* 


* 
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i Enter Lady Macbbtu. 

Lady M. He has almost tupp'd : why have you left 
llie chamber 1 

Mach. Hath he ask'd for me! 

| Lady M. Know you not be has t 

1 Macb. We will proceed no further in this business : 

! He hath lionour'd me of late ; and I have bought 
i Golden opinions from all sorts of people, 

Which would be w#ra now in their newest gloss, 

Not cast aside so soon. 

Lady M. Was the hope drunk, 

Wherein you dress'd yourself! hath it slept since! 
And wakes it now, to look so green and pale 
At what it did so freely ! From this time. 

Such I account thy love. Ait thou afeard 
To be the same in thine own act and valour, 
i As thou art in desire ! Wouldst thou have that 
| Which thou esteem'st the ornament of life. 

And live a coward in thine op esteem : 

! Letting I dare not wait upon I would, 

Like the poor cat i* the adage !* 

Macb. Prithee, peace : 

I dare do all that may become a man ; 

Who dares do more, is none. 

Lady M. What beast was ’t then. 

That made you break this enterprise to me f , 

I When you durst do it, then you w ere a man ; 

And, to be more than what you were, you would 
Be so much more the man. Nor time, nor place, 

Did then adhere, antryet you would make both : 

They have made themselves, and that their fitness now 
Does unmake you. 

intell f» to lflg tnatmiiks ae: 

L would, while it was smiling in my face, 

*• We find die adugo In Haywood's Proverbs, 156# “The cat 
would eat Ash and would not wut her feat.” 
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| Have pluck'd my nipple Crum his boneless gums, 
i And dash'd the brains out, had I so sworn, 
j As 1*0 bM done to tWd 

Mmdb. If we (ail,—— 

U*t M. W. fail. 

Bui dN e yottr courage to tlie sticking place, 

And are *H not fail When Duncan ts asleep, 
rWhereto the rather shall his day's hard journey 
S oundly invite him,) his two chamberlains 
Will 1 with wine and waste! so 'convince, ■ 

That memory, tlie warder of the brain, 

Shall be a fume, and the receipt of reason 
A limbeck b only : When in swinish deep 
Their drenched natures lie, as in a death, 

What cannot you and I perform upon 
The unguarded Duncan f what not put upon 
His spongy officers ; who shall bear the gnilt 
Of our great quell?* 

Macb. Bring forth men-children only, 

For thy undaunted mettle should compose 
Nothing hut males. Will it not be receiv’d. 

When we have mark'd with blood those sleepy two 
Of his own chamber, and us'd their very daggers, 

That they have done ’t t 

Lady M. Who dares receive it other, 

As we shall make onr griefs and clamour roar 
Upon his death 1 


know. 
[Exeunt. 

■ Coed sos— overpower. k fJmbeck— alembic. 

• Qmli— morder. 


I am settled, and bend up 
t to thit tewrihU 
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ACT II. 

J SCENE l.—The tame. Court *UMn the M. j 

j Enter Banqlo and Fleawos, and a Servant with a 
torch before them. 

I Ban. How goer the. night, boy ! 

I Fie. The moon is down ; I have not heard the clock* 

! Ban. And she goes down at twelve. J 

| Fie. I take t, 't it later, sir. j 

j Ban. Hold, take my sword. — There ’s husbandry 

in heaven, j 

Their candles are all oat. — Take thee that too. 

A heavy summons lies like lead upon me, I 

And yet I would not sleep : Merciful powers ! 

Restrain in me the cursed thoughts tliat nature 
Gives way to in repose ! — Give me my sword j — 

Enter Macbeth, and a Servant with a torch. 

Who ’s there! 

Mach. A friend. 

Ban. What, sir, not yet at rest! The king ’la-bed i 
He hath been in unusual pleasure, and 
Sent forth great largess to your offices : 

This diamond he greets your wife withal. 

By the name of most kind hostess j and shnt up 
In measureleM content. 

Macb. Being unprepar’d, 

Our will became the servant to defect j 
Which else should free have wrought. 

Ban < All ’s well. 

I dreamt last night of the three weird sisters : 

To you they have sbow’d some truth. 

Macb. I think not of them : 

1 Huibaairy— frugality. 
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Yet, when we can to treat an hour to serve, 
j We would spend it in aotne words upoo that business, 
If you would grant the time. 

Ben. At your kind's! leisure. 

MmA. If you sliall cleave to my consent,* — when ’f 

i*» 

It shall make Iranour for you. 

Ban. So 1 lose none, 

In seeking to augment it, but still keep 
llv bosom franchis'd, and allegiance clear, 

I shall be counsell'd. 

JMacb. Good repose, the while ! 

Ban. Thanks, sir; the like to you ! [Exit Uanquo. 
i llacb. Go, bid thy mi st ress, wlieu my drink is ready, 
i Site strike u]»on the hell. Get thee to bed. [ Exit Scrv. 
i Is this a dagger which I see before me, 
i The handle toward my hand 1 Come, let me clutch 
f thee: 

I have tliee not, and yet I see thee still. 

. Art thou not, fatal vision, sensible 
I To feeling, as to sight ? or art thou but 
! A dagger of the mind, a false creation, 

| Proceeding from the heat-oppressed brain ? 

1 see thee yet, in form as jutpable 
j As this which now I draw. 

Thou marsbaU'st me the way that I was going, 

And such on instrument I was to use. 

Mine eyes are made the fools o' the other senses, 

Or else worth all the rest : 1 see thee still ; 

And on thy Made, and dudgeon,* gouts of blood. 
Which was not so before. — Tk — 'll •‘^Tnrtr rtrrg L' 
lit is the bloody business which informs 
[Thus to mine eyes. — Now o'er the one half world 
mature seems dead, and wicked dreams abuse 
The curtain'd sleep : witchcraft celebrates 

, * Content — onion. 

^ updgeon — the handle of the dagger. 
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Pale Hecate's offerings ; and wither’d murther, 
Alarum 'd by his sentmel y the wolf, 

Whose howl 's his watch, thus with his stealthy pace, 
With Tarquin's ravishing sides,* towards hi s titpign- 

Moves like a gh ost. Thou surflTtnd finn^e* flfljth, 

I HeSP lihi Tnysteps, whicli way they walk, for fear 
| Thy very stones prate of my wbere-abgtnt, 

"A nd tatg thg TOBBHt imnui ftgtrnffT tmie, 

Which now suits with it. — Whiles 1 threat he lives : 
Words to the heat of deeds too cold breath gives. 

" [A beU mips. 

I go, and it is done ; the bell invites me. 

\Hear it not, Duncan,; for it is a knell 

(That summons thee to heaven, or to hell. [ Exit. 

SCENE II.— The same . 

Enter Lady Macukth. 

Lady M. That which hath made them drunk hath 
made me bold : 

What hath quench’d them hath given me fire : — 

Hark ! Peace ! It was the owl thAt shriek'd, 

The fatal bellman whicli gives the stern’st good night. 
He is about it : The doors are open ; 

And the surfeited grooms do mock their charge with 
snores: 

I have drugg’d their possets, 

That death and nature Jo contend about them, 

Whether they live, or die. 

Macb. [Within.'] Who ’s there? — what, hoa! 

Lady M. Alack ! I am afraid they have awak'd, 

* Sides. — This is the word of the old copies ; but Pope change I 
it to strides. A doubt arises whether this word is compatible 
wiik "stealthy pare." The word, in its usual acceptation, and 
looking at its etymology, does not convey the notion of stealthy 
and silent movement. Can we reconcile then the word sides 
with the context ? Ticck contends that sides baa been reoeived 
as the seat of the passions, and is so hero poetically used. 
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And ’t i« not dona i — the attempt, and not the deed, 
Confounds us : — Hark ! — 1 laid their daggers ready, 
Be eonld not aim them. — Had he not resembled 
My fothm a* ho slept 1 had done ’t — My husband l 
EmUt Macbeth. 

Macb. I have done the deed : — Didst thou not hear 
a noise? 

Lady M. I heard the owl scream, apd the crickets 
cry. 

Did not you speak t 

Macb. When! 

Ladu if. Now. 

MaX. As I descended f 

Lady if. Ay. 

Macb. Hark ! — 

Who lies i’ the second chamber f 

Lady if. Danalbain. 

Macb. This is a sorry sight. [Looking on his hands. 
Lady M. A foolish thought, to say a sorry sight. 
Macb. There ’s one did laugh in his sleen, 

And one cried, “ murthar! ” that they did wake each 
other; 

I stood and heard them ; but they did say their prayers, 
And address’d them agara to sleep. 

Lady if. There ore two lodg'd together. 

Macb. One cried, “ God bless us ! ” and “ Amen,” 
the other; 

As they had seen me, with these hangman's hands. 
Listening their fear, I could not say, amen, 

When they did say, God bless us. 

Lady M. Consider it not so deeply. 

Macb. But wherefore could not I pronounce, ament 
I had most need of blessing, and omen 
Stuck in my throat. 

Lady M. These deeds must not be thought 
After these grays; so, it will make us mad. 
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Mach. Methougbt, I baud a voice cry, ** Sleep w 
more! 

Macbeth does murther sleep, the innocent sleep ; 

Sleep, that knits up the ravell’d sleeve* of care, 

The death of each day's life, sore labour’s hath. 

Balm of hurt minds, great nature's second course, 

Chief nourisber in liie’s feast.* 1 
Lady M. What do you mean t 

i >, Macb. Still it cried, “ Sleep no more ! H to all the 
house : 

“ Glam is hath murtber’d sleep : and therefore Cawdor 
Shall sleep no more, Macbeth shall sleep no more ! ” 
Lady M. Who was it that thus cried 1 Why, worthy 
thane, 

You do unbend your noble strength, to think 
So bramsickly of things : — Go, get some water. 

And wash this fllthy witness from your hand. — 

Why did you bring these daggers from tire place? 

They must lie there : Go, carry them ; ana smear 
The sleepy grooms with blood. 

Macb, I H go no more : 

I am afraid to think what I have done ; 

Look on 't again I dare not. 

Lady M. Infirm of purpose ! 

Give me the daggess : The sleeping, and the dead, 

Are but as pictures j 't is the eye of childhood 
That fears a painted devil. If he do bleed, 

I '11 gild the faces of the grooms withal, 

For it must seem their guilt [Exit. Knocking within 
Mach. Whence is that knocking f 

l How is 't with me, when every noise appals met 
What hands are here t Ha! they pluck out mine 
eyes! 

Will all great Neptune’s ocean wash this blood 
Cleon from my band 9 No ; this my hand will rather 

* Sleave — un wrought silk— the ilenua of the Italians. 
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Dm multitudinous mm incarnadine, 

I Making the green— one red.* 

Re-enter Lm Macbsth. 

! Lady M. My hands are of your colour ; but I shame 
* To wear a heart to white. [JGuodfc.] I hear a knocking 
At the south entry : — retire we to our chamber : 

A little water clean ut of this deed : 
i How easy is it than ! Your constancy 
I Hath left you unattended. — [Knocking. ~L Hhrk ! more 
i knocking: ' ,* 

| Get an your nightgown, lest occasion call us, 

And show us to be watchers : — Be not lost 
So poorly in your thoughts. 

Macb. To know my deed, 't were best not know 
myself. [Knock. 

Wake Duncan with thy knocking; I would thou 
couldst ! [Exeunt 

SCENE III.— The tame. 

* Enter a Porter. [ Knocking within. 

Porter. Here ’■ a knocking, indeed ! If a man wen 
I porter of hell-gate, be should have old turning the key. 
! [Knocking. Knock, knock, knock : Who ’s there, 

* The ides of this passage, and, in some degree, the expras 
■ion, is to be found ia a lino of Heywood (j Robert Bari ot 
Huntingdon ’) 

” The vuhituda ot seas dyed red with blood.” 

This gives us, we think, ths meaning ot multitudhum. Upon 
i the mode ot readiug the following line ths commentators an at 
| variance. In ihe original it stands 
j “ Making the green one, red.” 

j This M.iione adopts. The ordinary reading, 

*' Making the green— one red,” 

was suggested by Murphy, and adopted by Bteevens, There 
can be Utile doubt, we apprehend, of the propriety of the altera- 

H o n . 
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i' the name of Belzebuh ? Here ’ a a farmer, that hanged I 
bimeelf on the expectation of plenty : Come in time ; | 

have napkins enough a boat you ; here you 11 sweat j 
for 't. (Knocking.'] Knock, knock : Who ’■ there, | 
i’ the other devil's name f ’Faith, here ’s an equivo- i 
cator, that could swear in both the scales against either 
scale , who committed treason enough for God’s sake, 
yet could not equivocate to heaven : O, come in, equi- 
vocator. [Knocking.'] Knock, knock, knock : Who *s i 
there f 'Faith, here a an English tailor come hitlier, | 
for stealing out of a French hose : Come in, tailor ; 
here you may roast your goose. [Knocking.] Knock, 
knock : Never at quiet ! What are you ? — But this 

{ lace is too cold for bell. 1 ’ll devil-porter it no further : 

had thought to have let in some of all professions, 
that go the primrose way to the everlasting bonfire. 
[Knocking.] Anon, anon ; I pray you, remember the 
porter. [Opens the gate . 

Enter Macduff and Lknox. 

Macd. Was it so late, friend, ere you went to bed. 

That you do lie so late ? • 

Port ’Faith, sir, we were carousing till the second 
cock : and drink, sir, is a great provoker of three things; 

Macd. What three things does drink especially pro- 
voke? 

Port Marry, sir, nose-painting, sleep, and urine. 
Lechery, sir, it provokes, and unprovokes : it prorokes 
the desire, but it takes away the performance : There- 
fore, much drink may be said to be an equivocate with 
lechery : it makes him, and it mars him ; it sets him 
on, and it takes him off ; it persuades him, and dis- 
heartens him ; makes him stand to, and not stand to : 
in concfusion, equivocates him in a sleep, and, giving 
him die lie, leaves him. 

Macd. I believe, drink gave thee the lie last night. 

Port Tluit it did, sir, v die very throat o' me ; But 

VOL. IX. d 
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I r eq ui te d him for hit lie ; and, I think, being toostfon 


made a shift to cast him. 

Mood. It thy master stirring f — 

Our knocking has a wait'd him ; here he comet. 

Enter Maobuth. 

Len. Good morrow, noble sir ! 

Macb. Good morrow., both ! 

Macd. Is tiie king stirring, worthy tha nap 
Macb. Hit yet 

Macd. He did command me to call timely on him , 
I have almost slipp'd the hoar. 

Macb. 1 11 bring you to him. 

Macd. I know this is a joyful trouble to you ; 

But yet *t is one. 

Macb. The labour we delight in physics pain. 

This is the door. 

Macd. 1 11 make so hold to call. 

For 't is my limited ■ service [Exit Macduff. 

Len. Goes the king hence to-day f 
Macb. He does : — he did appoint so. 

Len. The night has him unruly : Where #e lay, 
Our chimneys were bkrwh down : and, as they say, 
Lamenting* heard V the air ; strange screams of math : 
And prophesying with’ accents terrible, 

Of due combustion and confas’d events, 

NeW hatch’d to the woeful time, 

The obsctati bird clamour'd the live-long fright r 
Some Say the earth was feverous, and did shake,* 

Macb. T was a rough night 
Len. My young remembrance cannot parallel 
AfeDorftoft. 

• Limited— appointed. 

* We here follow the regulation ot the flrWnaL Bat #* feftt 
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| Hornier Macduff. 

. Macd. Q horror 1 liQB0»J-4iuttB» 

I tongue, nor hemt t cannot conceive, nor tiame (dee . ! 

T Mach., Len. What ’s the matter? I 

1 \ Macd. Conf usion ngy lul ttflltfifcBfctgl 

MoBt sacrilegious murthcr hath broke ope i 

The Lord's anointed temple, ami stole thence 
The life o' the building. 

Mach. What is ’( you say? the life? 

Len. Mean you his majesty ? 
j Macd. Approach the chamber, and destroy your Sight 
j With a new Gorgon : — Do not bid me speak ; j 

See, and then speak yourselves. — Awake ! awake? — ! 

j [. Exeunt Macbeth and Lenox j 

j Ring the alarum-bell ; — Murther ! and treason ! j 

Banquo, and Donalbain ! Malcolm ! awake ! 

Shake off this downy sleep, death’s counterfeit, 1 

And look on death itself. — up, up, and see , 

The great doom’s imape Malcolm ! fianquo ! j 

'As from your graves rise up, and walk like sprites, j 

To countenance this horror ! Ring the bell." [Bell rings, j 

Enter Lau* Macbeth. 

Lady M. What ’s the business, J 

That such a hideous trumpet calls to parley 
The sleepers of the house ? speak, speak ! i 

Macd. Q, gentle lady, | 

T is not for you to hear what 1 can speak : ! 

The repetition, m a woman’s ear, * j 

Would murther as it fell. 

* The. words “ rime the beU" form port of the original text: 
nod the stage direction, " belt rings ,' ’* Immediately fbilbv.S, 

The commentator* h trike crat •' ring the fceft, 1 ’ contending diet 
these words also Were a stag* direction. Bat how ArtcrttU Is It 
that Macduff, having previously cried ** rind the alarun-bett,'’ 
should repeat the ordor ! 

d 2 
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Enter Banquo. 

0 Banquo ! Banquo ! our royal master ’• murtber’d ! 
Lady M. Woe, alas! what, in our bouse f 

Ban. Too cruel, anywhere 

Dear Duff, I prithee contradict thyself, 

And say, it is not so. 

lie-enter Macbeth and Lsnox. 

Macb. Had 1 but died an hour before t^s chance, 

1 had liv’d a blessed time ; for, from this instant, 

\ There 's nothing serious in mortality : 

I All is but toys : renown, and grace, is dead ; 

I The wine of life is drawn, and the mere lees 
| Is left tliis vault to brag of. 

Enter Malcolm and Donaibain. 

! Don. What is amiss ? 

| Macb. You are, and do not know t, 

I The spring, the head : the fountain of your bloou 
{ Is stopp'd ; the very source of it is stopp’d. 

I Macd. Your royal father '■ murther a. 

\ Mai. O, by wliom ! 

Len. Those of his chamber, as it seem'd, had done *t 
Their hands and faoes were all bodg’d with blood, 

So were their daggers, which, unwip'd, we found 
Upon their pillows : they star'd, and were distracted ; 
No man's life was to lie trusted with diem. 

Macb. O, yet I do repent me of my fbry, 

That 1 did lull them. 

Macd. Wherefore did you so 1 

Macb. Who can be wise, amaz'd, temperate, and fii- 
rious, 

Loyal, and neutral, in a moment ? No man : 

The expedition of my violent love 

Outran the pauser reason. — Here lay Duncan, 

1 His silver skin lac'd with his golden blood ; 
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And his gash’d stabs look'd like a breach in nature 
For ruin's wasteful entrance : there, the murtheren, 
Steep'd in the colours of their trade, titeir daggers 
Unmannerly breech’d with gore : Who could refrain 
That liad a heart to love, add in tiiat heart 
Courage to mnke his love known ? 

Lady M. Help me hence, hoa ! 

Macd Look to the lady. 

Mai. Why do we hold our tongues, 

That most may claim this argument for ours ? 

Don. What should be sjjoken here, 

Where our fate, hid in an auger-hole, 

May rush, and seise us ¥ Let 's away ; our tears 
Are not yet brew'd. 

MaL Nor our strong sorrow 

Upon the foot of motion. 

Ban. Look to the lady : — 

[Lady Macbeth is carried out. 
And when we have our naked frailties hid. 

That suffer in exposure, let us meet, 

And question this most bloody piece of work. 

To know it further. Rm * scrujjefrahafcfrjus : 

In the great hand of ttoU 1 stand ; aridTthence. 

g 'd^pretawcel fight 
Of treasonous malice. 

Macd. And so do I.* 

All. So all. 

Macb. Let 's briefly put on manly readiness, 

And meet i' the hall together. 

All. Well contented. [ Exeunt all but Mal. and Don 

Mai. What will you cTo? Let ’a not consort with 
them ; 

To show an unfelt sorrow is an office 

Which the false man does easy : I 'll to England. 

• This speech In the original belongs to Macduff; but, with- 
out any explanation, it is given by all the modern editors to 
Macbeth. 
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UaL ' TiiU murtberous shaft that ’• shot 

Hath not yet lighted ; and our safest tray 
Is to avoid the aim. Therefore, to hone ; 

And let us not be dainty of leavo- taking, 

But shift away : There s warrant in that theft 
Which steals itself, when there '« no tnercyfteft. [Ext. 


SCENE IV. —Without the Cattle, 
Enter Rosse and an Old Man* 


Old M. Tlireescore and ten I can remember well : 

1 Within the volume of which time, 1 have seen 
. Hours dreadful, and things strange ; but this sore night 
| Hath trifled former knowings. 

| Hosee. Ah, good father, 

Thou seest, the heavens, as troubled with man's act, 

1 Tlireaten his bloody stage : by the clock, 't is day, 

And yet dark night strangles the travelling lamp : 

Is 't night's predominance, or the day’s shame, 

That darkness does the face of earth intomb, 

When living light should kiss it? 

Old M. T is unnatural. 

Even like the deed that 's done. On Tuesday last; 

A falcon, tuw’ring in her pride of place, 

Was by a mousing owl hawk'd at aud kill'd. 

Roue. And Duncan's horses, (a thing most strange 
and certain,) 

Beauteous and swift, the minions of their race, 

Turn'd wild in nature, broke their stalls, flung out, 
Contending 'gainst obedience, as they would 
l$ake war with mankind. 

Old If. T 19 laid, they eat each Qiliejr 
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) Rosse. They did so ; to tlie amazement of mine eyes, 

! Tliat look'd upon 't Here comes the good Macduff:— 

| Enter Macdu vy. 

j How goes the world, sir, now ? 

Macd. Why. see you not ? 

j Rossc. Is 't Known who did this more than bloody 
deed f 

Macd. Those that Macbeth hath slain. 

Rosee. Alai, the day ! 

What good could they pretend 1 n 
Macd. They were suborp’d : 

Malcolm, and Donalbain, the king's two song, 

Are stol'n away and fled ; which puts upon them 
Suspicion of the deed. 

Roste. 'Gainst nature still : 

Thriftless ambition, that; wilt ravin up 

Thine own life’s means ! — Then ’t is most like 

The sovereignty will fall upon Macbeth. ! 

Macd. He is already nam'd ; and gone to Some, ' 
To be invested. 

Roue. Where is Duncan's body ? 

Macd. Carried to Colmes-kill ; 

The sacred storehouse of his predecessors, 

And guardian of their bones. 

Rosee. Will you to Scone f 

Mqcd. No, cousin, I ’ll to Fife. 

Roese. We)l, I will thither. 

Mood. Well, may you see things well done there : — 
adieu! 

Lest out old robes sit easier than our new ! 

Roese. Farewell, father. I 

Old M. God's benison go with you, and with those 
That would make good of bad, and friends of foes ! I 

[. Exeunt. I 

■ Preten ef— propone. ! 
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ACT III. 

SCENE I. — Form. A Room in the Palace. 

Enter Bahquo. 

Ban. Thou hast it now, king, Cawdor, (Ham is, all, 
As the weird women promis'd ; and 1 fear 
Tbou play'dst most foully for t : yet it was said. 

It should not stand in thy posterity ; 

But that myself should be the root, and lather 
Of many kings. 1 f tliere come truth from them, 

(As upon thee, Macbeth, tlieir speeches shine,) 

Why, by the verities on thee made good, 

May they not be my oracles as well, 

And set me up in liope f But, hush ; no more. 

Send sounded. Enter Macbeth, as King; Lad* 

Macbeth, as Queen J Lenox, Rowe, Lords, 

Ladies, and Attendants. 

Macb. Here ’s our chief guest. 

Lady M. If he bad been forgotten 

It had been as a gap in our great feast, 

And all-thing unbecoming. 

Macb. To-night we hold a solemn supper, sir, 

And 1 11 request your presence. 

Bon. Let your highness 

Command upon roe; to the which, my duties 
Are with a roost indissoluble tie 
For ever knit. 

Macb. Ride you this afternoon ¥ 

Ban. Ay. my good lord. 

Macb. We should have else (lesir d your good advice 
(Which still hath been both grave and prosperous) 
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In thifl days council ; bat we 11 take * to morrow. 

Is ’t far you ride ? 

Ban. A a far, my lewd, as will fill up the time 
'Twixt thi* and supper : go not my hone tl»e better, 

1 must become a borrower of the night, 

For a dark hour, or twain. 

Macb. Fail not our feast 

Ban. My lord, I will not 
Macb. We hear, our bloody cousins are bestow’d 
In England, and in Ireland ; not confessing 
Their cruel parricide, filling their heaxerr 
| With strange invention : But of that to-morrow ; 

When, therewithal, we shall have cause of state. 
Craving us jointly. Hie you to horse : Adieu, 

Till you return at night Goes Fleance with you ? 

| Ban. Ay, my good lord : our time does call upon us. 

i Macb. I wish your horses swift and sure of foot ; 

And so I do commend you to their backs, 
i Farewell. [Exit Banqdo. 

! Let every man be master of his time 
Till seven at night ; to make society 
Tlie sweeter welcome, we will keep ourself 
Till supper-time alone : while then, God be with you. 

[ Exeunt Lady Macbeth, Lords, Ladies, &c. 
| Sirrah, a word with you : Attend those men our 
pleasure? 

Attend. They are, my lord, without the palace gate. 
Macb. Bring them before ui.~ [Exit Atten.] To be 
thus, is nothing ; 

But to be safely thus :~Our featfs in Banquo 
Stick deep ; and in his royalty of nature 
Reigns that which would be fear'd : ’t is much he dams ; 
Ami, to that dauntless temper of his mind, m 

p he. This is generally altered to tapt. It is difficult to taw 

8 Ion u more uuneoeseary change* Who could doubt our moan- 
ig if we were to say, “ Well, sir, If you cannot come Bui 
afternoon, we will tofr* tomorrow i’’ 
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He hath a wisdom that doth guide his valour 
To act in safety. There is none but he 
Whose being 1 do tear ; and under him 

u 5 — - - J "* L, d } asJTfis salfi,~ 

'by Cesar. He chid the si 
MVGn TSr§r they put riienSffi? of king ujon me. 

And bade them speak to him ; th em, pruphet- hke, 

They hail’d him father to a line of kings: " 

Upon my bead they plac’d a fruitless crown. 

Arid put a barren sceptre in my gripe, * 1 
Thence to be wrench'd with an un lineal hand. 

No son of mine succeeding. If it be so^ 

For Banquo's issue have I fil’d * my mind ; 

Fen* them the gracious Duncan have I murtiier’d : 

Put rancours m the veswl of my peace. 

Only for them; and mine eternal jewel 
Given to the common enemy of man, 

To make them kings, the seal of Banquo kings ! 
Bather than so, come, fate, into the list, 

And champion me to the utterance i b — Who ’s there t- 

Re-enter Attendant, « mtk two Murderers. 


Now go to the door, and stay there till we call. 

[Exit Attendant. 

Was it not yesterday we spoke together f 
1 Mur. It was, so please your highness. 

Macb. Well then, pow 

Have yon consider’d of my speeches f Know, 

That it was he, in the times past, which held you 
Bo under fortune ; which, you thought, had been 
Our innocent self : this I made good to you 
In our last conference ; pass'd iu probation with you. 
How you were borne in hand ;° how cross’d ; the in* 

• struments; 

• Fitd — defiled. 

fc Utterance. — The French oontUU-i-cmtrnnea. 

• Borne in hand — encouraged by faJw? boppt. 
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Who wrought with them ; and all things else, that migb^ 
To half a soul, and to a notion eras’d. 

Say, Thus did Banquo. 

1 Mur. You made it known to us. 

Macb. I did so ; and went further, which is now 
Our point of second meeting. Do you find 
Your patience so predominant in your nature. 

That you can let this go f Are you so gospell’d, 

To pray for this good man, and for his issue, 

Whose heavy hand hath bow’d you to die grave, 

And beggar’d yours for ever ? 

1 Mur. We are men, my liege. 

Macb. Ay, in the catalogue ye go for men ; 

As hounds, and greyhounds, mongrels, spaniels, ours. 
Shoughs, water-rugs, and demi-wolves, are cleped 
All by the name of dogs : the valued file 
Distinguishes the swift, the slow, die subtle, 

The housekeeper, the hunter, every one 
According to the gift which bounteous nature 
Hath in him clos’d ; whereby he does receive 
Particular addition, from the bill 
That writes them all alike : and so of men. 

Now, if you have a station in the file, 

Not in the worst rank* of manhood, say it ; 

And I will put that business in your bosoms 
Whose execution takes your enemy off ; 

Grapples you to the heart and love of us, 

Who wear our health but sickly in his life, 

Which in his death were perfect 

2 Mur. 1 am one, my liege, 

a In the preceding part of this speech a distinction is drawn 
between the catalogue and the valued file. The catalogue con- 
tains die names of all ; the valued file, select names. So in 
these lines there may he a " station in the Ale" above that of 
the “ worst rank." The rani, then, is the row, — ths fie, those 
set npart from die row, for superior qualifies. Is not this the 
meaning of the military term, rank and Ale, which Is pfiU j» 
use } 
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Whom the vile blows and buffets of the world 
• Hare so incens'd, that 1 am reckless what 
, I do, to spite the world. 

1 Mur. And I another, 

< So weary with disasters, tugg'd with fortune. 

That 1 would set my life on any cliance, 

To mend it, or be rid on ‘t. 

Macb. Both of you 

Know, Banquo was your enemy. ft . 

j 2 Mur. True, ray lord. 

! Macb. So is be mine j and in such bloody distance, 
That every minute of his being thrusts 
I Against my near'st of life : And though 1 could 
' With baie-fac'd power sweep him from my sight, 

And bid my will avouch it, yet 1 must not, 

For* certain friends that are both his and mine, 

Whose loves 1 may not drop, but wail his fall 
Whom 1 myself struck down : and thence it is 
That I to your assistance do make love ; 

Masking die business tVom the common eye, 

For sundry weighty reasons. 

2 Mur. We shall, my lord, 

Perform what you command us. 

1 Mur. Though our lives 

Macb. Your spirits shine through you. Within this 
hoar, at most, 

I will advise you where to plant yourselves. 

Acquaint you with the perfect spy o' the time, 

Tlie moment cm ’t ; for must be done to-night,* 

And something from the palace ; ulways thought 

, ■ For— on account of— because of. 

b We understand this passage as follows. Macbeth has laid, 
*' I will advise you where to plant yourselves:” 
he then odds, " Acquaint you ’’—inform yourselves — “ with the 
perfect spy ’’—with a uoet careful inquiry—" o' the time ”—tlw 
expected time of Banquo’s return ; — 

" The moment on 't ; for 't must be done to-night." 
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That I require a clearness : Anil with him, 

(To leave uo rubs, nor botches, in the work,) 

Pleance his son, that keeps him company, 

Whose absence is no less material to me 
Than is his father's, must embrace the fate 
Of that dark hour. Resolve yourselves apart ; 

I 'll come to you anon. 

2 Mur. We are resolv'd, my lord. 

Mach. I 'll call upon you straight ; abide within. 

| [t is concluded Ban uuo. thy soullijligh t. 

[f it find heaven, must flna it out to-night. [Exeunt. 

i 

i SCENE II. — The same. Another Room . 

1 Enter Lady Macbeth and a Servant 


Lady M. Is Banquo gone from court f 
Serv. Ay, madam, but returns again to-night 
Lady M. Say to the king, I would attend his leisuro 
For a few words. 

Serv. Madam, I will. [Exit. 

Lady M. Nought 's had, all *s spent, 

Where our desire is got without content : 

T is safer to be tliat which we destroy, 

Than, by destruction, dwell in doubtful joy. 

Enter Macbeth. 


How now, my lordf why do you keep alone, 

Of sorriest fancies your companions making f 
Using those thoughts which should indeed have died 
With them they think on 1 Things without ail re medy , 
Should urifrhnnf; pfgftid - uMtf L dgS rtnng 
~ Maco. We have g cQtch'df ne snake, n ot kill’d it j 
She ’ll clotfj khd benerself ; whilst our poor malice 
Remains in danger of her former tooth. * 

But let the frame of things disjoint, both the worlds suffer, 
Ere we will eat our meal in fear, and sleep 

In the aflUotion of these terrible dreams, 
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JOutf shake us nightly : Bettri be with die dead, 
[Whom we, to gain our neSEeJ'have sent to peace, 

1 Than on the torture of me mind to lie 
tin restless ecstacy. Duncan is in his grave ; 
lAfter life's fitful fever he sleeps well ; 

Treason lias done his worst : nor steel, nor poison, 
Malice domestic, foreign levy, nothing, 

Can touch him nirtlier ! 

Lady M. Come on ; 

Gentle my lord, sleek o'er your rugged lndls ; 

Be bright and jovial among your guests to-night. 

Macb. So shall 1, love ; and so, I pray, be you . 
Let your remembrance apply to Banquo; 

Present him eminence, both with eye and tohgue : 
Unsafe the while, that we 

Must lave our honours in these flattering streams; 
And make our faces vizards to oar hearts, 

Disguising what they are. 

Lady M. Ton must leave this. 

Macb. O, f uU of scorpions is hiy mind, dear tfife ! 
Thou know’st mat Banquo, SR His Fieauce, lives. 
Lady M. But in them nature's copy 's not eterne. 
Macb. There ’s comfort yet ; they are assailable ; 
Then be thou jocund: Ere the bat hath flown 
His cloister'd flight j ere, to black Hecate's summons, 
The shard-borne beetle,'’ with his drowsy hums, 

Hath rung night's yawning peal. 

There shall be done a deed of dreadful note. 


• Place.— Fdf thts word of the original the editor of ttarseoond 
folle substituted place ; and It has been adopted by all succeed- 
ing editors. The repetition of the word peace seems very orach 
in Sbaiupere’s mauner; and U every one who oommite a Crime 
# such as mat of Macbeth proposes to himself, in the result, hap- 
piness, which is another word for peace, — as the very prompt- 
mgs to (he crime disturb his peace, — we think there is soifcethfng 
much higher in (he sentiment conveyed by the original word 
than in that of place. 

h Skard-borae beetle— the beetle borne on Us shards, or scaly 
wing-cases. 
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Lady M. What ’» to be (lone f 
Mad). Be innocent of the knowledge, dearest ohuck, 
Till thou applaud the deed. Come, seeling * night 
Skarf up the tender eye of pitiful day ; 

And, with thy bloody and invisible hand, 

Cancel, and tear to pieces, that great bond 

Which keeps me pale ! — Light thickens ; and the order 

Makes wing to the rooky wood ; 

Good things of day begin to droop and drowse ; 

Whiles night's black agents to tbeir prey do rouse. 
Thou marvell’ft at my words : but hold thee still ; 
Things bad begun make strong themselves by ill : 

So, prithee, go with me. [ El tumt. 


SCENE III. — The same. A Park or Lawn, with a 
Gate leading to the Palace. 

Enter thme Murderers. 

1 Mur. But who did bid thee join with usf 

3 Mur. Macbeth. 

2 Mur. He needs not our mistrust ; since he deBvera 
Our offices, and what we have to do, 

To the direction just. 

1 Mur. Then stand with us. 

The west yet glimmer* with some streaks of day : 

Now spurs the lated traveller apace, 

To gain the timely inn ; and near approaches 
The subject of our watch. 

3 Mur. Hark [ I hear horses. 

Ban. [Within.] Give us a light there, hoa. r 

2 Mur. Thfn ’t is he ; the test 

That are within the note of expectation, 

Already are i’ the court. 

I Mur. His hones go about 

3 Mur. Almost a mile ; but he does usually, 

• Swtafr— blinding. 
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So all bmd d<v4mn hence to Hie palace gate 
Make it their walk. 

I Alter Bawquo and Flxawcb, a Servant with a torch 
preceding them, 

1 Mur . A light, a light! 

3 Mur. Tube. 

1 Mur. Stand to t 

Ban. It will be rain to-night 

I Mur. Let it cAae e down. 

[Assaults IBanquo. 
Ban. O, treachery ! Fly, good FWnce, fly, fly, fly ; 
Thou mayit revenge. — O slave! 

[Diet. Flkancb and Servant escape. 
3 Mur. Who aid strike out tlie light? 

1 Mur. Was ’t not tlie way Y 

3 Mur. There 's but one down ; the son is fled. 

. % Mur. We have lost best half of our afiair. 

! 1 Mur. Well, let ’* away, Ad say how much is done. 

\ [ Exeunt . 

SCENE IV . — A Room qf State in the Palace. 

A Banquet prepared. 

Enter Macbbth, Lady Macbbtk, Rome, Lbnox, 
Lords, and Attendants. 

Macb. You know your own degrees, sit down; at 
first 

And last, the hearty welcome. 
horde. Thanks to your majesty. 

Macb. Ourself will mingle with society, 

And play the hnmble host 

Our hostess keeps her state ; but, in best time, 

We will require her welcome. 

Lady M. Pronounce it for me, sir, to all oar friends) 
For my heart speaks, they are welcome. 



4CKNI lV.] 


MACBETH. 


4* 


Enter Jint Murderer, to the door. 

Macb. See, they encounter thee with their liearts’ 
thanks : 

Both sides are even : Here I 'll sit i’ tlie midst . 

Be large in mirth ; anon, we *11 drink a measure 
The table round.. — There ’s blood upon thy face. 

Mur. T is Bonquo's then. 

Macb . *T is better thee without, than he within. 

Is he despatch’d f 

Mur. My lord, his throat is cut; that I did for him. 
Maob. Thou art the best o’ the cut-throats : Yet lie '■ 
good, 

That did die like for Fleance : if thou didst it, 

Thou art the nonpareil. 

Mur. Most royal sir, 

Fleance is ’scap’d. 

Macb. Then comes my fit again : I had else been 
perfect ; * 

Whole as the marble, founded as the rock : 

As broad and general as the casing air : 

But now, I am cabin’d, cribb'd, confin'd, bound in 
To saucy doubts and fears. But Banauo ’s safe 1 
Mur. Ay, my good lord : safe in a ditch be bidet 
With twenty trenched gashes on his head ; 

The least a death to nature. 

Macb. Thanks for that : 

There the grown serpent lies ; the worm, that *■ fled, 
Hath nature that in time will venom breed, 

No teeth for the present — Get thee gone ; to-morrow 
We 'll hear, ourselves again. [Exit Murderer. 

Lady M. My royal lord, 

You do not give the cheer ; the feast is sold 
That is not often vouch’d, while ’t is a making, 

’T is given with welcome : To feed, were best at bonne ; 
From thence, the sauce to meat is ceremony, 

Meeting were bare without it 

VOL. IX. E 
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! Macb. Sweet remembrancer ! — 

i Now, good digestion wait on appetite, 

I And neal th on both ! 

I Lett. May it please your highness, oil f 

| Enter the Ghost of Banquo and site in Macbeth'* 

j P 1 *™- 

! Macb. Here had we now our country's honour roof'd, 
j Were the grac'd penon of our Banauo present ; 
j Who may 1 rather challenge for ludcinaness ft - 
j Than pity tor mischance ! 
j Roue. His absence, sir, 

j Lays blame upon his promise. Please it your highness 
. To grace us with your royal company f 
Macb. The table 's full. 

Len. Here is a place reserv'd, sir. 

! Macb. Where 9 

Len. Here, my good lord. What is ’t tliat 

moires your highness t 
Macb. Which of you have done this f 
Lords. What, my good lord ? 

Macb. Thou caSst not my I did it : never shake 
, Thy gory locks at me. 

| Roue. Gentlemen, rise ; his highness is not well. 

Lady M. Bit, worthy friends my lord is often thus, 
And hath been from his youth : 'pray you, keep seat j 
The fit is momentary ; upon a thought 
He will again be well t If much you note him, 

Ton shall offend him, and extend bis passion ; 

Feed, and regard him not.—. Are you a man f 
Macb. Ay, and a bold one, that dare look on that 
Which might appal the devil. 

Lady M. O proper stuff 1 

This is the very painting of your fear « 

This is die air-drawn dagger, which, you said, 

Led you to Dunoan. 0, these flaws, and start* 
(Impostors to true fear/) would wall become 
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A woman's story, at a winter's fire, 

Authoriz'd by her grondam. Shame itself! 

Why do you make such faces ¥ When all '• done, 
You look but on a stool. 

Mach. Prithee, see there ! behold ! look ! lo ! how say 
you ¥ 

Why, what care 1 f If thou canst nod, speak too. — 

If charnel-houses, and our graves, must send 
Those that we bury, back, our monuments 
Shall be the maws of kites. 

Lady M. What ! quite unmann’d in folly 1 

Alacb. If I stand here, I saw him. 

Lady M. Fie, tor shame ! 

Mach. Blood hath been shed ere now, i’ the olden 
time, 

Ere human statute purg'd the gentle weal ; 

Ay, and since too, murthers have been perform'd 
Too terrible for the ear : the times have been, 

That when the brains were out the man would die, 

And there an end : but now, they rise again, 

With twenty mortal murthers on their crowns, 

And push us from our stools : This is more strange 
Than such a murther is. 

Lady M. My worthy lord, 

Your noble friends do lack you. 

Macb. I do forget : — . 

Do not muse at me, my most worthy friends ; 

I have a strange infirmity, which is nothing 

To those that blow me. Gome, love and health to all , 

Then I 'll sit down : — Give me some wine, fill frill i— 

Enter Ghost 

I drink to the general joy of the whole table, 

And to our dear friend Banquo, whom we miss ; 

Would he were here ! to all, and him, we thirst 
And Ji to all. 

horde. Ova duties, and the pledge. 
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MaA. Avaunt ! and quit my sight ! Let tha earth > 
hide thee! 

Thy bones an marrowleea, thy blood is cold ; 

Thou hast no speculation in those eyes 
Whieh thou dost glare with ! , 

Think of this, good peers, 

But as a thing of custom : *t is no other ; 

Only it spoils the pleasure of the time. 

MmA. What man dare, I dare : 

Approach thou like the rugged Russian hear. 

The arm'd rhinoceros, or the Hyrcan tiger, 

Take any shape but that, and my firm nerves 
Shall never tremble : Or, be alive again. 

And dare me to the desert with thy sword ; 

If trembling I inhabit then,* protest me 
The baby of a girl. Hence, horrible shadow ! 

[GAosI disappears. 

Unreal mockery, hence! — Why, so; — being gone, 

I am a man again. — Pray you, sit still. 

Lady AT. You h tave displac'd the mirth, broke the | 
good meeting, j 

With most admir'd disorder. 

Maob. Can such things be, 

And o ve rcome us like a summer's cloud, 

I Without our special wonder t You make me strange 
Even to the disposition that I owe, 

When now I think you oan behold such sights, 

And keep the natural ruby of your cheeks, 

When mine am blanch’d with fear. 

Rosso. What sights, my lord f 

Lady M. I pray you, speak not; be grows worse and 
worse} 

Question enrages him : at once, good night : — 

* InUbit ties.— This Is the original reeding, which has been 
changed Into faJUWttfoe. Horne Tooke wee the that to denounce 
this alteration ; contending that the true meaning Is, that If he 
wan dared to t)£ desert he would not skulk within his house. 



#»N* 1V.1 


MACHETH. 


63 


Stand not upon the order of your going, 

But go at once. 

Len. Good night, and better health 

Attend his majesty ! 

Lady M. A kind good night to all ! 

[Exeunt Lords and Attendants. 
Mach. It will have Mood ; they say, bl ood will lia ve 
blood: 

StoneshaMTbecn known to move, and t rees to q rn 1 ' ; 
'Ttogui^'ancT nnderstood reTaTTo m, 1 h a fte 
By magot-pies, and clioughs, and rooks, brought 
forth 

The secret'st man of blood. — Wliat is tlie night f 
LttSiJ AT. Almost ur'odds with moniing, which is 
which. 

Macb. How say st thou, that Macduff' denies bis 
person, 

At our great bidding ? 

Lady M. Did you send to tpm, sirt 

Macb. I hear it by the way ; but 1 will send : 

There ’s not a one of them, but in his house 
I keep a servant fee’d. I will to-morrow 
(And betimes I will) unto the weird sisters : 

More shall they speak ; for now I am bent to know. 

By the worst means, the worst : for mine own good. 

All causes shall give way ; I am in blood 
Stepp'd in so far, tliat, should 1 wade no more, 
Returning were as tedious as go o'er : 

Strange things I have in head, that will to hand ; 
Which must be acted, ere they may be sconn'd. 

Lady M. You lack the season of all natures, sleep. 
Macb. Coined we '11 to sleep : My strange and self- 
abuse 

Is the initiate fear, that wants hard use : — 

We ore yet but young in deed. 


* 


f Exeunt. 
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i SCKNK V.— The Tlcath. Thunder. 

| Enter H sc ate, meeting the three Witcher 

l I Witch- Why, how now, Hecate? you look angerly. ! 
J Uec. Have 1 not reason, beldams as you are, 

Saucy, and over-bold 1 How did you dare j 

( To bide and traffic witli Macbeth, 

| In riddles, and affairs of dead] ; 

I And I, the mistress of your charms, j 

The close contriver of all harms, I 

Was never call'd to bear my part, 

Or show the glory of our art t 

And, which is worse, all you have done 

Hath been but for a wayward son, 

Spiteful, and wrathful ) who, as others do, 

Loves for his own ends, not for you. 

But make amends now : Get you gone, 

And at the pit of Acheron 

Meet me i’ the ’morning ; thither he 

Will come to know his destiny. 

Tour vessels, and your spells, provide, 

Your charms, and everything beside : 

I am for the air ; this night 1 ’ll spend 
Unto a dismal and a fatal end. 

Great business must be wrought ere noon t 

Upon the comer of the moon 

There hangs a vaporous drop, profound ; 

1 11 catch it ere it come to ground : 

And that, distill’d by magic slights, 

Shall raise such artificial sprites. 

As, by the strength of their illusion, 

Shall draw him on to his confusion : 

He shall spurn fate, scorn death, and bear 
His hopes *bove wisdom, grace, and fear : 

And you .all know, security 
Is mortal’s chiefest enemy. 
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I Song. \Wiihin.\ “ Come away, oomc away,” &c. 
Hark, I am call’d ; my little spirit, »ee 9 
Site in a foggy cloud, and stays for me. [Exit, 

1 Witch. Come, let ’s make haste : she ’ll soon tie 
back again. [Exeunt. 

| SCENE VI. — Forres. A Boom in the Palace. 
Enter Lbnox, and another Lord. 

Len. My former speeches hare but hit your thought^, 
Which can interpret farther : only, I say, 

Things hare been strangely borne: The gracious 
Duncan 

Was pitied of Macbeth: — marry, he was dead : — 

And the right-valiant Banquo walked too late ; 

Whom, you may say, if ’t please you, Flcance kill'd, 
For Fleance fled. Men must not walk too late. 

Who cannot want the thought, how monstrous 
It was for Malcolm, and for Donalbain, 

To kill their gracious father 1 damned fact ! 

How it did grieve Macbeth ! did he not straight, 

In pious rage, the two delinquents tear, 

That were the slaves of drink, and thralls of sleep : 

Was not that nobly done ? Ay, and wisely too ; 

For ’t would have anger’d any heart alive 
To hear the men deny it. So that, I say, 

He has borne all things well : and I do think, . 

That, had he Duncan’s sons under his key, 

(As, an ’t please heaven, he sliall not,) they should find 
What ’t were to kill a father ; so should Fleance. 

But, peace ! — for from broad words, and ’cause l*e fail’d 
His presence at the tyrant's feast, I hear, 

Macduff lives in disgrace : Sir, can you tell 
Where he bestows himself ? 

Lord. The son of Duncan, 

from whom this tyrant holds the due of birth, 

Lives in the English court ; and is receiv’d 

x 2 
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Of the most pious Edward with tucli grace. 

That the malevolence of fortune nothing 
Takes from his high respect : Thither Macduff 
Is gone to wsy the holy king, upon his aid 
TV) wake Northumberland, and warlike Siward : 

That, by the help of these, (with Him.above 
To ratify the wmfc,) we may again 
Give to our tables meat, sleep to our nights ; 

Free from our feasts and banquets bloody knives; 

Do faithful homage, and receive free honours fl - 
AU which we pine for now : And this re))ort 
I Hath so exasperate the king, that lie 
Prepares for some attempt of war. 

Sent he to Macduff? 

| Lord. He did : and with an absolute. “Sir, not 1,” 

! The cloudy messenger turns me, his back, 

And hums; as who sliould say, u You ’ll me the time 
That clogs me with this answer.*’ 

Len. And that well might 

Advise him to a caution, to hold what distance 
His wisdom can provide. Some holy angel 
Fly to the court of England, and unfold 
His message ere he come ; that a swift blessing 
J May soon return to this our suffering country 
Undo 1 a hand accurs'd 1 

Lord. I ’ll send my prayers with him ! 

r&rvtrtrt. 
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ACT IV. 

SCENE I .-A dark Caw. In the middle, a Caldron 
boilhuj. Thwider. 

Enter the three Witches. 

1 Witch. Thrice the brinded cat luttli mew'd. 

2 Wuch. Thrice ; and once the hedge-pig whin'd. 

3 Witch. Horpier cries : — ’T is time, 't is time. 

1 Witch. Round about the caldrun go ; 

In die poison'd entrails throw. 

Toad, mat under cold stone, 

Days and nights hast thirty-one 
Swelter'd venom sleeping got, 

Boil thou first i' the charmed pot ! 

All. Double, double, toil and trouble} 

Fire, burn ; and, caldron, bubble. 

2 Witch. Fillet of a fenny snake, 

In the caldron boil and bake : 

Eye of newt, and toe of frog, 

Wool of bat, and tongue of dog, 

Adder's fork, and blind-worm's sting, 

Lizard's leg, and owlet's wing, 

For a charm of powerful trouble ; 

Like a hell-broth boil and bubble. 

All. Double, double, toil and trouble ; 

Fire, bum ; and, caldron,* bubble. 

3 Witch. Scale of dragon, tooth of wolf; 

Witches’ mummy ; maw, and gulf, 

Of the ravin'd salt-sea shark ; 

Root of hemlock, Uigg'd i’ the dark ; 

Liver of blaspheming Jew ; 

Gall of goat, and slips of yew, 
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j Slivar’d in the moon's eclipse ; 

I Note of Turk, and Tartar's lips , 

Finger of birtlt-strangled babe, 

Ditch -deliver’d bv a drab, 

Make the gruel thick and slab ; 

Add thereto a tiger's chaudrun,* 

For the ingredients of our caldron. 

All. Double, double, toil and trouble ; 

Fire, burn ; and, caldron, bubble. 

2 Witch. Cool it with a baboon's blood. 

Then the charm is firm and good. 

Enter H&catk, and the other three Witches. 

Hec. O, well done ! I commend your pains ; 

| And every one shall share i’ the gains, 

; And now about the caldron sing, 

Like elves and fairies in a ring, 

1 Enchanting all that you put in. 

\Mutic and a Song , ‘ Black spirits.' 

2 Witch. By the pricking of my thumbs, 

Something wicked this wav comes 
Open, locks, whoever knocks. 

Enter Magbkth. 

Mach. How now, yon secret, black, and midnight 
hag*, 

What is *t you dot 

AM. A deed without a name. 

Mach. I conjure you, by that which you profess, 
(Howe’er you come to know it,) answer me : 

■ Ckaudrm — entrails . 

b this is the original stage direction. The modern editors 
have inserted four dees of a song, which they find in Middle- 
ton’s ' Witch,' but without any authority for their Introduction 
here, beyond the stage-direction. In the Witch scene of Act m. 
we have mention of a sung "Come away.” These words are 
also in Middleton. If the soog of the fourth act should bo in- 
sorted in the teat, why not that of the thim set? 
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Though you untie the winds, and let them fight 
Against the churches : though the yesty waves 
Confound and swallow navigation up ; 

Though bloded com be lodg’d, and trees blown down ; 
Though castles topple on their warders’ heads ; 

Though palaces, and pyramids, do slope 

Their heads to their foundations ; though the treusure 

Of nature’s germ ins* tumble all together, 

Even till destruction sicken, answer me 
To what I ask you. 

1 Witch. Speak. 

2 Witch. Demand. 

3 Witch. We 11 answer. 

I Witch. Say, if thou ’dst rather hear it from o»ir 
4/ioutlw, 

Or from our masters'! 

Mach. Call them, let me see them. 

1 Witch. Pour in sow’s blood, that hath eaten 
Her nine farrow ; grease, tliat ’s sweaten 
From the murderer’s gibbet, throw 
Into the flame. 

All. Come, high, or low ; 

Thyself, and office, deftly show. 

Thunder. An Apparition of an armed Head rises. 

Mach, Tell me, thou unknown power, — 

1 Witch. He knows thy thought ; 

Hear his speech, but say thou nought. 

App. Macbeth! Macbeth! Macbeth! beware Mac- 
duff; 

Beware the thane of Fife. — Dismiss me : — Enough. 
f - I Descends, 

Mach. Whate’er thou art, for thy good caution, 
thanks ; 

Fhou hast hatp'd my fear aright : — But one word more : — 

* Gcrmim — the original is germafne. Gembu are seeds; $er- 
■wise, kindred, something closelj related to another. 
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1 H’Uck, lie will not be commanded : Here T s an- 
otiier, 

More ]mtent than tin* first. 

Thunder. An Apparition of a bloody Child rises. 

App. !- 

Mach. Had I three ears, 1 ’d hear thee. 

App. Be Moody, bold, and resolute j laugh to scorn 
Tlie power of man, for none of woman bom 
Shall barm Macbetli. WeScends. 

Mach. Then live, Macduff: What need I fear of J 
thee? 

But yet I 'll make assurance double sure. 

And take a bond of fate : thou slialt not live ; 

That 1 may tell pale-hearted fear it lies, 

And sleep in spite of thunder. — What is this, 

Thunder. An Apparition of a Child crowned with a j 
Tree in his Hand, rises. j 

That rises like the issue of a king ; } 

And wears upon his baby brow the round i 

And top of sovereignty 1 | 

All. Listen, but speak not to ’t. 

App. Be lion-mettled, proud ; and take no care 
Who chafes, who frets, or where conspirers are : 

Macbeth shall never vanquish'd be, ufltil 

Great Bimam wood to high Dunsinane hill 

Shall come against him. [ Descends. 

Mach. ' That will never be ; 

Who can impress the forest ; bid the tree I 

Unfix his earth-bound root ? sweet bodements ! good ! 

Rebellious bead, rise never, trii me woodT w 

Of Biroam rise, and our high-plac'd Macbeth 

Shall live the lease of nature, pay his breath 

To time, and mortal custom. — Yel ray heart 

Throbs to know one thing : Tell me, (if your art 

Gan tell so much,) sliall Banquo’s issue ever 

Reign in this kingdom t I 
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AIL Seek to know no more. 

Macb. I will be satisAed ; deny me this, 

And an eternal curse fall on you ! Let me know : — 
Why links that caldron f and what noise" is this) 

[Hautboys. 

1 Witch. Show! 2 Witch. Show! 3 Witch. Show! 
AIL Show his eyes, and grieve his heart ; 

Come like shadows, so depart. 

Eight Kings appear , and pass over the Stage in order; 
the last with a Glass in his hand ; Banquo follow- 
ing. 

Macb. Thou art too like the spirit of Banquo; 
dowQ ! 

Tiiy crowra does sear mine eyeballs : — And thy hair, 1 * 
Thou other gold-bound brow, is like the first : — 

A third is like the former : — Filthy hags ! 

Why do you show me this ¥ — A fourth ¥ — Start, eyes ! 
What ! will the line stretch out to the crack of doom ¥ 
Another yet! — A seventh ? — I ’ll see no more : — 

And yet the eighth appears, who bean a glass 
Which shows me many more ; and some I see, 

That two-fold balls and treble sceptres carry : 

Horrible sight ! — Now, I see, 't is true; 

For the blood-bolter’d 0 Banquo smiles upon me, 

And points at them for his. — What, is tins so ¥ 

1 Witch. Ay, sir, all fins is so : — But why 
Stands Macbeth thus amaxedly ¥ 

« 

* Noise . — ThU is the sutfie of the hautboys, the word neks 
being synonymous with the sound of instruments. It wss so 
little understood, even by John Kemble, that under his manage- 
ment a shriek was here heard. 

fc Hair . — This is the original word ; but the modern reeding 
Is (fir. Monck Mason acutely defends the old readings “It 
implies that their hair was of the same colour, which is more 
Likely to mark a family likeness titan the air, which depends 
on habit." 

• Blcod-beber’ds— Baiter* d is a word of the midland eonnUee, 
meaning begrimed, besmeared. 
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Gome, listen, cheer we up hie sprites, 

And show die best of our delights ; 

1 ’ll chirm the air to give a found, 

While jou perform your antique round : 

That this groat king may kinoly say, 

Our duties did his welcomeuay. 

[Mujir. The Witches dance, and*aani*h. 
Mach. Where are they ? Gone 9 — Let this pgftioious 
hour ^ * 

Stand aye accursed in the calendar !— ' m 

Come in, without there! 

Enter Lbhox 

Lett. Wbat ’• your grace's will 9 

Ma6b. Saw you the weird sisters 9 

Lett. No, my lord, 

MatA. Came they not by you f 

Lew. No, indeed, my lord. 

Mad. Inisetsd be the.fjr whereon they ride ; 

And daran'd *ll those thaMjust them I— I did hear 
The gallopinftnf home ; W|^was ’t came by 9 
Lett. T is two oi 

Macduff is fled to 1 , 

Macb. ^Pled to England! 

Len. Ar, my rood lord. 

Macb. Time, thou ooticipgt'st my dread exploits i 
The flighty purpose never is o'eitook, 

Unless the deed go with it : From this moment, 


that bring you word. 


The very firstlings of my heart shall be 
9 ffnuingfl of my bond. 


Tbe 


And even now, 


SIH UJ mj AUU BTWI UVW, 

Tq niewn rnj tho ughts with acts , be It thought A nd 

The castle of Macduff I will surprise i 

fleioa upon Fife : give to tbe edge o’ me sword 

His wife, his babes, and all unfortunate sends " 

That trace him hr Ms line, flfo fad f 

yh isdecd l 11 do jjfiai this puijiiiinrool r “ 
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But no more lights ! — Where ue then gentlemen f 
Come) bring me where they we. \EaommL 

SCENE II— Fife. A Room in Macduff’* Costf*. 
Enter Lm Macduff, her Son, and Rots*. 
Lady Macd. What had he done to make him fly the 
land? 

Rote! You must have patience, madam. 

L. Macd. He had none t 

His flight was madness : When our actions do not, 
Our fears do make us traitors. 

Roaae. You know not 

Whether it was his wisdom, or his fear. 

L. Maid. Wisdom! to leave his wife, to leave his 
babes, 

His mansion, and his titles, in a place 

From whence himself does fly ? He loves us not ; 

He wants the natural touch t for the poor wren, 

The most diminutive of birds, will fight, 

Her young ones in her nest, against the owl* 

All is the fear, and nothing is the love ; 

As little is the wisdom, where me flight 
So runs against all reason. 

Roaae. My dearest cos, * 

1 pray you school yourself : But, for your husband, 

He is noble, wise, judicious, and best knows 

The fits o' the season. I dare not speak much further s 

But cruel are the times, when we are traitors, 

And do not know ourselves $ when we hold rumour 
From what we fear; vet know not what we (ear; 

But float upon a wild and violent sea, 

Each way, and move— I take my leave of yon : 

Shall not be long but I 'll be hem again t 
Things at the wont will cease, or else climb upward 
To what they wen before— My p r etty cousin, 

Blessing upon you 1 
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L. Mood. Father'd be is, and vet lie a fatherless. 
Roue. I am so much a fool, should 1 a lay longer, 

It would be my disgrace,' and your discomfort : 

1 take my leave at once. [Exit Rossa. 

L. Hood, Sirrah, your father 'a dead ; 
j And wbaAwill you do now ? How will you live? 

| Son. As birds do, mother. 

| L. Macd. What, with worms and flies ? 

| Son. With what I get, 1 mean ; and so do they. 

L. Macd. Poor bird ! thou ’dst never %ar tlie net, 
J nor lime, 

I The pit-fall, nor the gin. 

I Son. Why should I, mother? Poor birds they ore 
not set for. 

My father is not dead, for all your saying. 

L. Macd. Yea, he if dead; how wilt thou do for a 
father t 

j Son. Nay, how will you do for a husband ? 

L. Mood. Why, I can buy me twenty at any market. 

| Son. Then you *11 buy 'em to sell again. 

L. Macd, Thou speak'st with all thy wit ; and yet, 
i i* faith, 

I With wit enough fbr thee, 
i Son. Was my father a traitor, mother ? 

L. Macd. Ay, that he was. 

Son. What is a traitor? 

L. Macd. Why, one that swears and lies. 

Son. And be all traitors that do so ? 

L. Macd. Every one that does so is a traitor, and 
must be hanged. 

Son. And must they all be hanged that swear and lie? 
L. Macd. Every one. 

Son. Who must bang them ? 

L. Macd. Why, the honest men. 

Son. Then the liars and swearers are fools : for there 
are liars and swearers enough to beat the honest men, 
and hang up them. 


I 
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L. Mood . Now God help thee, poor monkey ! Bat 
how wilt thoa do for a father t 

Bern. If be were dead, you ’d weep for him : if you 
would not, it were a good sign that I ebould quickly 
have a new father. 

L. Macd. Poor prattler ! bow thou talketf I 
Enter a Messenger. 

Mem. Bleu you, fair dame ! I am not to you known, 
Though in your state of honour I am perfect 
I doubt, some danger does approach you nearly : 

If you will take r. homely man’s advice, 

Be not found here ; hence, with your little ones. 

To fright you thus, methinks, 1 am too savage ; 

To do worr$ to you were fell cruelty, 

Which is too nigh your person. Heaven preserve you! 
I dare abide no longer. [Exit Messenger. 

L. Macd. Whither should I flyf 

I have done no harm. But I remember now 
I am in this earthly world ; where, to do harm, 

Is often laudable ; to do good, sometime, 

Accounted dangerous folly : why then, alas ! 

Do I put up that womanly defence, 

To say, I have done no harm 1 What are these fLcesf 


Enter Murderers. 

Mur. Where is your husband t 

L. Macd. I hope, in no place so unsanctifled, 

Where such os thou mayst find him. 

Mur. He ’■ a traitor. 

Son. Thou liest, thou shag-ear'd* villain. 

Mur. What, you egg ! [Stabbing him . 

Young fry of treachery ! 

Son. He has kill’d me, mother : 

Bun away, I pray you. [Dm*. 

[Mxit Lady Macduff, crying ° Murder, and 
pursued by the Murderers. 

. * Shag-ear* 4 .— This should be probably ihag-haVd, a ten of 
abuse found In old plsys, and even in law reports. 

_ VOL. IX, * 


m a ueun. {*• tj?. 

SCENE HI— England. X Bwww to Mt King*. 

Patoce. 

Enter Malcolm and Macduff. 

Jfal Let us seek out eome desolate shade, and there 
Weep our end bosoms empty. 

JuactL * Let us rather, 

Hold fart die mortal sword ; ami, like good men, 
S eO H de our down-fall'n birtbdom : Bach note mom, 
New widows howl ; new orphans cry ; nAr sorrows - 
Strike heaven dh llie face, that it resounds 
As if it felt with Scotland, and yell’d out 
Like syllable of dolour. 

MaL What I believe I ’ll wall j 

What know, beliere ; awl, what I can redress, 

As I shall find the time to friend, I will. 

What you hare spoke, it may be so, perchance. 

This tyrant, whose sole name blisters our tongues, 

Was once thought honest ; you have lov'd him well ; 
He hath not touch’d you yet. 1 am young, but some- 
thing 

You may deserve of him through me ; and wisdom 
To offer up a weak, poor innocent lamb, 

To appease an angry God. 

Mood. I am not treacherous. 

Mol. But Macbeth is. 

A good and virtuous nature may recoil, 

In an imperial charge. But I shall crave your pardon } 
That which you are my thoughts cannot transpose : 
Angels are bright still, though the brightest fell : 
Though all things foul would wear the brows of grace, 
Yet grace must still look so. 

Macd. I have lost my hopes. 

Mai. Perchance, even there, where I did find my 
doubts. 

Why in that rawness left you wife and child, 

{Those precious motive^ those strong knots of lorej 
Without leave-taking T— I pray you, 
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Let oot my jealousies be your dishonour*, 

But mine own safeties : — You may be rightly just. 
Whatever I shall think. . 

Macd. Bleed, bleed, poor country 1 

Great tyranny, lay thou thy basis sure, 

For goodness dares not check thee ! wear thou thy wipugs. 
The title is affeer’d. ‘—Fare thee well, ]oM : 

1 would not be the villain that thou think'st 
For the whole space that 's in the tyrant's grasp, 

Abd the rich East to boot 

Mai. Be not offended ; 

1 speak not as in absolute fear of you. 

1 think, our couDtiy sinks beneath the yoke; 

It weeps, it bleeds : and each new day a gash 
Is added tu her wounds : I think, witlial, 

There would be hands uplifted iu my right ; 

And here, from gracious England, have I offer 
Of goodly thousands : But, for all this. 

When I Bhall tread upon the tyrant's head. 

Or wear it on my swoid, yet my poor country 
Shall have more \ ices than it had before ; 

More suffer, and more sundry ways than ever, 

By him that shall succeed. 

Macd. What should he be ? 

Mai. It is myself I mean : in whom I know 
All the particulars of vice so grafted, 

That, when they 9hall be open’d, black Macbeth' 

Will seem as pure os bhow ; and the poor state 
Esteem him as a lamb, being compared 
With my coniineless harms. 

Macd. Not in the legions 

Of horrid hell, can come a devil more damn’d 
In evils, to top Macbeth. 

Mai. I grant him bloody, 

Luxurious, avaricious, false, deceitful, 

* The title is affect' confirmed — admitted-**! fcflbtrors 
deride upon a claim, end terminate a dispute. 

F 2 
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Sadden, malicious, smacking of every tin 
That has a name : But there's no bottom, none, 

In my voluptuousness : your wives, your daughters, 
Your matrons, and your maids, could not fill up 
The cistern of my lust ; and my desire 
All continent impediments would o’erbear. 

That did oppose my will : Better Macbeth, 

Than such a one to reign. 

Macd. Boundless intemperance 

In nature is a tyranny ; it hath been " * . 

The untimely emptying of the happy throne. 

And fell of many kings. But fear not yet 
To take ujmn you what is yours : you may 
Convey your pleasures in a spacious plenty, 

And yet seem cold, the time you may so hoodwink. 
We have willing dames enough ; there cannot be 
That vulture in you, to devour so many 
As will to greatness dedicate themselves, 

Finding it so inclin'd. 

Mai. With this there grows, 

In my most ill- compos’d affection, such 
A stanch] ess avarice, that, were I king, 

I should cut off the nobles for their lands ; 

Desire his jewels, and this other's house : 

And my more-having would be as a sauce 
To make me hunger more ; that I sliould forge 
Quarrels unjust against the good, and loyal, 
Destroying them for wealth. 

Macd. This avarice 

Sticks deeper ; grows with more pernicious root 
Than summer-seeming lust ; ana it hath been 
The sword of our slain kings : Yet do not fear ; 
Scotland hath foysons * to fill up your will, 

.Of your mere own : All these are portable, 

With other graces weigh'd. 

Mai. But I have none : The king-becoming graces, 
• Foy w m abundant provision. 





MACBETH. 


C J 


As justice, verity, temperance, stableness. 

Bounty, perseverance, mercy, lowliness, 

Devotion, patience, courage, fortitude, 

I have no relish of than ; but abound 
In the division of each several crime, 

Acting it many ways. Nay, hod 1 power, 1 should 
Pour the sweet milk of cot cord into hell, 

Uproar the universal peace, confound 
All unity on earth. 

Macd. O Scotland ! Scotland J 

Mai. If such a one be fit to govern, speak : 

I am as I have spoken. 

Macd. Fit to govern ! 

No, not to live. — O nation miserable, 

With an untitled tyrant bloody-sceptre’d, 

When shalt thou see thy wholesome days again ? 
Since that the truest issue of thy throne 
By his own interdiction stands accurs'd, 

And does blaspheme his breed f — Thy royal father 
Was a most sainted king : the queen, that bore thee 
OPt’ner upon her knees than on her feet, 

Died every day she lived. Fare thee well ! 

These evils thou repeat’st upon thyself 

Have banish'd me from Scotland.— O, my breast. 

Thy hope ends here ! 

Mai. Macduff, this noble passion. 

Child of integrity, hath from my soul 
Wip’d the black scruples, reconcil'd my thoughts 
To thy good truth ana honour. Devilish Macbeth 
By many of these trains liath sought to win me 
Into his power *, and modest wisdom plucks me 
From over-credulous haste : But God above 
Deal between thee and me ! for even now 
I put myself to thy direction, and 
Unspeak mine own detraction ; here abjure 
The taints and blames I laid upon myself , 

For strangers to my nature. I am yet 
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Unknown to woman j never was fcnwotn ; 

Soucdy hart coveted what wai mine own ; 

At no time broke my (kith ; would not betray 
The dorfl to hu fellow ; and delight 
No leal in tenth, than life : my first false ipnkiog 
Was this upon myself : What I am truly, 

Is thine, and my tmor country's, to command : 

Whither, indeed, before thy bere-amiroach. 

Old Siward, with ten thousand warlike men. 

All reaily at a point,* was setting forth : 

Now we 11 together : And die chance, of goodness, 
lie like our warranted quarrel ! Why are you silent ? j 
Macd. Such welcome and unwelcome things at onre, ! 
J *T is hard to reconcile. j 

j Enter a Doctor. | 


lied. Well ; more anon. — Conies the king forth, 1 
pay you I 

Doct. Ay, sir : there are a crew of wretched souls 
Tliat stay his cure : their malady convinces 
The great assay of art ; but, at his touch. 

Such sanctity hath heaven given his hand, 

They pesently amend. 

Mol 1 thank you, doctor. 

[Exit Doctor. 

Macd. What 's Use disease lie means 1 

Mai . *T is call’d the evil ; 

A most miraculous work in this good king : 

Which often, since my here-remain in England, 

I have seen him do. How be solicits heaven, 

Himself best knows : but strangely-visited people, 

All swoln and ulcerous, pitiful to the eye, 

The mere despair of surgery, he cures ; 

* I* it not that the " ten thousand warlike men" were already 
assembled “at a not at?” — at a particular spot whan they had 
settected-a point of spare. 
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Hanging a golden aUmp about tbeir necks, 

Put on with holy prayers : and ’t b spoken, 

To die succeeding royalty be leaves 

The healing benediction, With this strange virtue, 

He hath a heavenly gift of prophecy ; 

And sundry blowings haug about his throne^ 

Tliat speak him full of grace. 

Enter Rossa. 


Macd. Bee, who comes here f 

Mol. My countryman ; but yet I kuow him not. 
Mard. My ever-gentle cousin, welcome hither. 

MaL I know him now : Good God, betimes remove 
The means that make us strangers ! 

JioMse. Sir, Amen. 

Macd . Stands Scotland where it did f 
Roue- Alas, poor country ; 

Almost afraid to know itself! It cannot 
Be call'd our mother, but our gfave : when nothing, 
But who knows nothing, is oncg, seen to smile ; 

Wlwre sighs, and groans, and sltrieks that rent the air. 
Are made, not mark'd ; where violent sorrow seems 
A modern ecstacy ; the dead man’s knell 
Is there scarce ask’d, for who ; and good meu's lives 
Expire before the flowers in their caps, 

Dying, or era they sicken. 

Macd. 0, relation. 

Too nice, and yet too true ! 

MaL What a the newest grief f- 
Boise. That of an hour’s age doth bin the speaker j 
Each minute teems a new (me. 

Macd . How does my wife f 

Boss#. Why, well. 

Macd. And all my children t 

Boss#. Well too. 

Mood . The tyrant has not batter'd at their peace f 


Ham, No } they ware well at peace, when 1 did 
leave tin. 

Msnrf. Be not a niggard of your speech : IIow goat 
it! 

Nome. When I came hither to transport the tidings, 
Which I have heavily borne, there ran a rumour 
Of many worthy fellows that were out ; 

Which was to my belief witnees'd the rattier, 

For that 1 av the tyrant's power a-foot : 

Now is the time of help j your eye in Scotland 
Would create soldiers, make our women fight 
To doff their dire distremes. 

Mol Be *t their comfort, 

We are coming thither : gracious England hath 
Lent us good Si ward, and ten thousand men ; 

An older, and a better soldier, none 
That Christendom gives out * 

Bone. ’Would 1 could answer 

This comfort with the like ! But 1 have words 
That would be bowl'd out in the desert air, 

Where hearing should not latch them.* 

Maed. What concern they f 

The general cause t or is it a fee-grief, 

Due to some single breast 1 

Basse. No miud tliat ’s honest 

But in it shares some woe ; though the main part 
Pertains to you alone. 

Macd. If it be mine, 

Keep it not from me, quickly let me have it 

Iiosse. Let not your ears despise my tongue for ever, 
Which shall poasem them with the heaviest sound, 

That ever yet tliey heard. 

Macd. Humph ! I guess at it 

Bone. Your castle is surpris’d; your wife, and 


B Latah s k ew — l ay hold of them* 
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Savagely slaughter'd : to relate the manner, 

Were, on the quarry of tire* murder'd deer, 

To add the death of you. 

Mai. Merciful heaven ! — 

What, man ! ne'er pull your hat upon your brows ; 
Give tonow words : the grief that does not speak 
Whispers the o'erfnuight heart, and bids it break. 
Macd. My children loo 1 

Roue. Wife, children, servants, all that could be 
found. 

Macd. And I must be from thence ! My wife kill'd 
too? 

Roue. I have said. * 

Mai. Be comforted : 

Let 's make us med Vines of our great revenge, 

To cure this deadly grief. 

Macd. He has no children. — All my pretty onesf 
Did you say, all ? — O, hell-kite ! — All ? 

What, all my pretty chickens, and their dam, 

At one fell swoop f 

Mai. Dispute it like a man. 

Macd. I shall do so ; 

But I must also feel it as a man : 

1 cannot but remember such tilings were, 

That were most precious to me. — Did heaven look on. 
And would not take their partf Sinful Macduff, 

They were all struck for thee ! naught that I am, 

Not for their own demerits, but for mine, 

Fell slaughter on their souls : Heaven rest them now 1 
Mai. Be this the whetstone of your sword : let grief 
Convert to anger ; blunt not the hearty enrage it. 

Macd. O, I could play the woman with mine eyes, 
And braggart with my tongue! — But gentle heavens, 
Cut short all intermission ; front to front, 

| Bring thou this fiend of Scotland, and myself ; 

' Within my sword's length set him ; if he ’seapi^ 
Heaven forgive him too ! 


MmL . TUt tint a gMt manly. 

Okm, «> vt to tfat king ) our power is vtady j 
Oar lia it nothing bat oar lenra : Mgg bgh 
Iudm far Aakhn. tad tWnojrersJSDW^— 


' Pat an tfia-tUKIWgi^S . Iwow vital cbter you 
The night it ton y that pg r tr flitdt tho d ay. 

* ehaagrd thu to Mac. Oiflbrd hu atom*. hi , 

a note on Mudam, that the tvo wont« v«ia oaea •vdmfyM'ic 
t ia a aeahal aratpUtioa; and that na was Um vara uflUt 
o4mum lam. 
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i ACT V. 

, SCENK 1.— Dunsinone. A Room in the Cattle. 

1 Enter a Doctor of Physic, and a uniting Gentlewoman. 
It VocL 1 have two nights watclied with you, but can 
perceive no truth in your report. When was it she lost 
walked ? 

Gent. Since his majesty went into the field, I have 
seen her rise from her tied, throw her nightgown upon 
her, unlock tier closet, take forth pajier, fold it, write 
ujjon t, read it, afterwards seal it, and again return to 
* bed ; yet all this while in a most that sleep. 

| Doit. A great perturbation in nature l to receive at 
once the benefit of sleep, and do the effects of watching. 

< — In this slumbery agitation, besides her walking and 
' other actual performances, what, at any time, have you 
j heard her say t 

i Gent. Thiatjsir, wliich I will not report after lier. 

' Doct. You may, to me ; and 't is most meet you 

I •tauld. 

I Gent . Neither to you, nor any one ; having no witp 

ness to confirm my speech. 

Enter Ladt Macbeth, with a taper. 

♦ Lo you, liere site comes ! Tliis is her very guise: and, 
upon my life, fast asleep. Observe her : stand close. 

Doct. How came she by that light t 

Gent. Why, it stood by her : she has light by her 
continually j *t is her command. 

Doct You see, her eyes are open. 

Gent. Ay, but their sense is snut. 

Doct. What is it she does now f Look how she mbs 
her bunds. 
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GmL It ic an accustomed action with her, to seem 
dais wnhing her hawk I hare bom her continue in 
Uric a quarter of an hour. 

JLnay M . Yet here • a apot 

Doet. Hark, she speaks : 1 will aet down what cornea 
from her, to satisfy my remembrance the more strongly. 

Lady hi. Out, daiiined «|tof ! out, I say ! — On** : 
Two: Why, then ‘t i» time to do 't HeU u murky! 
•—Vie, my lord, fie! a soldier, and afeard f Wfrat need 4 
we fear who lcnoifs it, when none can cell car j outer to 
account? — Yet wl»o would have thought the old man 
j to have had au much blood iu him ! 

{ DocL Do you mark dial 1 

| Lady M. The thane of Fife bad a wife ; Where ia 

she now? — AVhat, will these hauda iie’er be clean? — 
No more o' dist, my lord, no more o’ that : you mar 
all with this starting. 

DocL Go to, go to; yon liavc known what you 
should not 

Gent. She has spole wliat ahe sliould not, I am sure 
of that : Heaven knuwa what she has known. 

Lady M. Here 'a die smell of the blood still: all 
the perfume* of Arabia will not sweeten this little hand. 
Ob! oh! oh! 

Doct. What a sigh ia there! The Itaart ia sorely 
charged. 

Gent I would not have such a heart in my bosom) 
for the dignity of die whole body. 

DocL Well, well, well, — 

Gent. 'Pray God, it be, sir. 

Doet This disease ia beyond my practice: Yet I 
have known thorn which have walked in their sleep who 
have died holily in their beds. 

Lady M. Wash your hands, put on your night-gown ; 
look not so pale : — I tell you yet again, Banquo ’s 
buried ; he cannot come out on ’s grave. 

DocL Even so? 
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tsadf M. To bed, to bed ; there ’• knocking at the 
gate. Come, come, cootr, come, give me your haqd. 
What *s done cannot lie undone : To bed, to bed, to bed. 

[Exit Lady M acuta. 
Doct. Will d»e go now to bed ¥ 

Gent. Directly. 

Doct. Foul whisperings are abroad : Unnatural deeds 
Do breed unnatural troubles : Infected minds 
To their deaf pillows will discharge Uteir secrets. 

More needs she the divine than the iibysician. 

God, God, forgive us all ! Look after her; 

Remove from Tier the means of all annoyance. 

And still keep eyes upon her : — So, good night : 

My mind she has muted, n and ainax'd my sight : 

1 thiflk, but dare not sjxvik 

Gent. Good night, good doctor. 

SCENE II. — The Country near Dunsinane. 

Enter , i eith drum and colours , Mkntkth, C a tun ass, 
Angus, Lenox, and Soldiers. 

Ment. Tlie English jxiwer is near, led on by M&lcolm, 
His uncle Si ward, and the good Macduff. 

Revenges bum in them : for their dear causes 
Would, to the bleeding anil the grim alarm. 

Excite the mortified man. b 

Any. Neas Bimam wood 

Shall we well meet them; that way are they coming. 
Cath. Who knows if Donalbain be with his brotherf 
Len. For certain, sir, he is not : I liave a file 
Of all the gentry : there is Siward’s son, 

• Afoted— amated— dismayed. 

b Uortijfo sum.— W e think, with Warburton, that the pool 
here means a hermit or religious unco tic, —one indifferent to tlw 
concern* of die world, hot who would be excited to tight by such 
" oauses ” of reveuge ss Macduff comes with. 
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Aad many un re ag fa youths, that cm now \ 

|Mait their flnt of manhood. ! 

MenL What does (lie tyrant! I 

CM. Great Dunsinane lie strongly fortifies : 

Some say he i uad ; others, that lever hate him. 

Do call it valiant fury : but, for certain, 

He cannot buckle hit distemper'd cause 
Within tike belt of rule. j 

i Ang. Now does lie feel i 

Hu secret murthers sticking oti his hands ; * 

Nov minutely revolts upbraid his faitinbreach ; } 

Those tie commands move only in command, 

Nothing in lore : uow does lie feel his title 
Hang loose about him, like a giant's robe 
Upon a dwarfish thief. 

Ment. Who then sluill blame 

His poster'd senses to recoil, anil start, 

When all that is within him dues condemn 
Itself for being there 1 

Cath. Well, march we on, 

To give obedience where ’t is truly ow'd : 

Meet we the medicine of the sickly weal ; 

And with him pour we, im our country's purge, 

I Each drop of us. 

’ Jjen. Or so much as it needs, 

To dew the sovereign flower, and drown the weeds. 

Make we our march towards Bimam. 

[Exeunt, marching, 

SCENE III. — Dunsinane. A Room in the Cattle. 

I Enter Macbeth, Doctor, and Attendants. 

' Macb. Bring me no more reports ; let them fly all ; 

Till Bimam wood remove to Dunsiiiaue, 

[ cannot taint with fear. What ’s the boy Malcolm f 
Iff as be not bom of woman ! The spirits that know 
All mortal consequences have pronounc'd me thus ; 
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'Fear not Macbeth; do man that ’• bon of woman 
Bull e'er have power upon thee." Then fly, felt* 
thanes, 

And mingle with the English epicures t 
Hie mind I sway by, and Ute heart I bear, 

Shall never sagg* with doul*, nor ahake with fear. 

Enter a Servant 

The devil damn thee black, thou cream-feo'd loonj 
When gott'st thou that gooee look ? 

Serv. Then ie ten thousand — 


Mach. Geese, villain I 

Serv. Soldiers, sir. 

Macb. Go, prick thy face, and over-red tliy fear, 
Thou lily-livsr'd boy. What soldiers, patch? 

Death of thy soul ! those linen clieeks of thine 
Are counsellors to fear. What soldiers, whey-fhoef 
Serv. The English force, so please you. 

Macb. Take thy face hence. — Seyton ! — I am sick 
at heart, 

When I behold— Seyton, I say !— 1 This push 
Will cheer me ever, or dis-eeat me now. 

I have liv’d long enough : my wav of lift * 
la fallen into the sear. the yellow tear: 

AH3TE3T alilull lhoald accompany old age. 

As honour, love, obedience, troops of friends, 

I must not look to have ; but, in their stead. 

Curses not loud, but deep, mou^-honour, breath. 
Which the poor heart would fain deny, and dare not 
Sey tun ! — 

Enter Sbytow. 

Sey. What '• your gracious pleasure 

Macb. Wnat news morvf 

■ Save — link down. 

I Gdfford «s>s, 1* neither Mors gag lees than a 

P«riphr«U brV H 
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Say. All U omfirtuM, my lord, which was reported. 
Maeb. I *11 fight, till from my boom my flesh be 
hack'd. 

Girt me ay armour. 

T is not needed yet 
Maeb. 1 11 put it on. 

Send out more Imrses, »ktr a the country round j 
Bang those that talk of fear.— Gire me mine armour s— 
Hew does your patient, doctor 1 A 

Doct. Not ao sick, my lord, 

As die is troubled with tin ck -coming fancies, 

That keep her from her rest 
! Maeb. Cure her of tliat : 

Canal thou not minister to a mind diseas’d : 

Pluck from the memory a rooted sorro w ; 

Rase out the written troubles of tlie brain ; 

And, with some sweet oblivious antidote, 

Cleanse the stuff’d bosom of that perilous stuff. 

Which weiglis upon the heart f 
Doct. Therein the patient 

Must minister to himself. 

! Maeb. Throw physic to (he dogs, I 11 none of it.— 
Come, put mine armour on ; give me my staff :— 
Seyton, send out. — Doctor, the thanes fly from me * — 
Come, sir, despatch : — If thou couldst, doctor, cast 
The water of my land, find lier disease, 

And purge it to a sound and pristine health, 

I would applaud thee to the very echo, 

That should applaud again. — Pull ’t off, I say. — 
What rhubarb, senna, v or what purgative drug, 

Would scour these English hence f— Heorest thou of 
them 7 

Doct. Ay, my good lord ; your royal preparation 
Makes ns hear something. 

a SWr— sour— scour.. 

Sanaa.— Wo are not m» about 'this word, lbs original 
reads qpas. 
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Mttcb. Bring it after me. — 

J will not lie afraid of death and bane, 

TUI Bimam forest come to Dtmeinane. [EMfc 

Doct. Were I from Dunsinaoe away and clean 
Profit again should 'lardly draw me here. [Bat. 

SCENE IV .— Country near Dunsmane. A Wood 
in view. 


Enter, with drum and colour t, Malcolm, old Siwamd 
and his Son, Macduff, Mentkth, CATUNiaa, 
Anous, Lenox, Rosas, and Soldiers, marching. 

Mai. Cousins, I hope tlse days are near at hand, 

That chambers wUl be safe. 

AlenL We doubt it nothing. 

Siw. What wood is this before us 1 

Merit. The wood of Bimam. 

Mol. Let every soldier hew him down a bough, 

And bear ’t before him ; thereby shall we shadow 
The numbers of our host, and make discovery 
Err in report of us. 

Sold. It shall be done. 

Siw. We leam no other, but the confident tyrant 
Keeps stiU in Dunainane, and will endure 
Our setting down before *1. J 

^ Mai. T is his main hope : 

For where there is advantage to be given, 

Both more and lees • have given him the revolt j j 

And none serve with him but constrained things, j 

Whose hearts are absent too. 

Mood. Let our just censures 

Attend the true event, and put we on 
Industrious soldiership. 

Sms. The time approaches, 

* Mart end Iss^—Shakspete tuec these words, u Chaaim 
add Speastr ust them, for greater and km. 

vol. ix. a 
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T fcni vfll with due decision make os know 
What wo ahall my we hare, and what we owe. 

! TWqftts speculative their unsure In^oi relate \ 

But certain tome ettokm moat arbitrate : 

| Towards which adranoe the war. [JSseurt, MmrdUaf* 

j SCENE V. — Dunainaoe. WUMin On CtutU. 

1 Eater, wiA drums and colour*, Mac bit ik Srtom, 
i and Soldiers. , 

l Uacb. Hang out our banpem on the outward walls f 
The cry is siillj M They oosne Our eastie's strength 
| Will laugh a siege to scorn : here let them lie, 
j Till fktnine, and the ague, eat them up : 
j Were they not forc'd with thorn that should be ours, 
j We might hare met them dareful, beard to beard, 

| And beat them backward home. What is that noise f 
I [A cry mMin, of women. 

Sey. It b the cry of women, ray good lord. 

Macb. I hare almost forgot the ta ste of fears j 
The time ItUTMUl, rnj suiete IWUM1 lttli WBHT 
To hear a night-shriek j and my fell of hair 
Would at a dismal treatise rouse, and stir 
As life were In *t : I have sopp'd fall with horrors : 

I Direness, familiar Jo ray sWgm l rous (noughts, 

Cannot once start me. — Wherefore was that cry I 

Sey* Tbs queen, my Ion!, is dead. 

Afacft.* fife# should have died hereafter j 
There would have been a time for such a word.— 
To-morrow, and to-morrow, and to-morrow, 

Creeps in this petty pace from day to day, 

To the last syllable of recorded time ; 

And all ous yesterdays have lighted fools 

The way to dusty* death. -Qu^ out, hrirf eandla t 

* Dwte^-Daum he* the following valuable Ulastratkn nf 
tfes aaaem: * Perhaps ao quotation eaa be Utter SalcuUM 
to show the propriety of thb •ftthst thautbo following fraud 
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* Life ■ but f T • V*" I #*T«f 

i TfuU IlfUYi and TM« Ins boor upon the stage, 

| Anti titan n board no more : it It a tale 
, Told by an idiot, full of aound and fory, 

I Signifying nothing.— 

j KnUr m Me sse nger . 

! Tbou oom'rt to uie thy tongue ; thy story quickly. 

Jfas*. Gracious my lord, 

' I should rej»>rt limt which 1 say I uv, 

| But know not how to do it 
| Mach, Well, tay, air. 

Afeti. As 1 did stand my watch upon tlie hill, 
j 1 look'd towaid Biniam, and, anon, mcthuught, 

The wood began to move. 

I Mach: Liar, and slave ! 

him. 

! Me**. Let me endure your wrath if *t be not so j 

Within this three mile may you see it coming ; 

I say, a moving grove. 

Macb. If thou speak’st false, 

Upon die next tree shalt thou hang alive, 

Tul famine cling thee : if thy speech be sooth : 

I care not if thou duet for me as much. — 

I pull in resolution and begin 
To doubt the equivocation of foe fiend, 

That lies like truth : “ Fear not, till Bimaimwood 
Do come to Duusinane — and now a wood 

lines Id * The Vision of Plcree Plowman,’ a work which Sliek 
spare might have seen 

* Death cams drtvynge*a(fer, end all to du* pashed 
Kyngee sod keysets, knlghtes and popes.’ " 

* Mrmek Maim elves an llhwbattoa from Ptetober, whlcli 
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Comm toward Dtmeinane.— Ann, arm, and out ! — 

If this which he a roaches does appear, 

There is nor flying hence, nor tarrying here. 

I 'gin to be a-weary of the atm, 

And wish the ertate o' the world were now undone.— 
King the alarum-bell : — Blow wind I come wrack! 

Aft Meat well die with haraew on our back. [Exeunt. 


SCENE VL — The mum. A Plain before thmCaetic. 

Enter , with dram* and cohort, M aixolm, old 8iw*jld. 
Macnurr, $c., and their Army , with boaghe. 

IfaL Now, near enough ; your leery screens throw 
down, 

And show like those you are : — You, worthy uncle, 
Shall, with my cousin, your right noble son, 

Lead our first battle : worthy Macduff and we, 

Shall lake upon us what else remains to do, 

According to our order. 

Site. Fan you well. — 

Do. we but find the tyrant's power tonight. 

Let us be beaten if we cannot fight. 

Maod. Make all our trumjiets speak ; give them all 
breath, 

Those clamorous harbingers of blood and death. 

' [Exeunt. Alarums continued. 


SCENE VlL— The earns. Another part of the 
Plain. 

Enter Macbkth. 

Maeb> They have tied me to a stake ; 1 cannot fly, 
But, bear-like, 1 must fight the couiee. — What 's he 
That was not bora of woman! Such a one 
Am I to leer, or none. 
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Enter Young Siwakd. 

Yo. Siw. What it thy name 1 
Mach, Thou 'It be afraid to bear it 

Yo. Siw. No } though thou call's* thyself a hotter 
name 

| Than any is in belL 
! Mad My name 't Macbeth, 

i Yo. Siw. Hie devil himself could not pronounce a 
title 

More hateful to mine ear. 
j Macb. No, nor move fearful. 

Yo. Siw . Thou liest, abhorred tyrant ; with my sword 
I 'll prove the lie thou speak'st 

[ They fight, and young Siwaed it slam. 
i Macb. Thou wait bom of woman. — 

Hut swords I smile at, weapons laugh to scorn, 
Brandish'd by man that 's of a woman bom. [Exit 

| Alarums. Enter Macduff. 

, Macd. Tliat way the noise is: — Tyrant, show thy 
l face: 

j If thou be 'at slain, and with no stroke of mine, 

My wife and children's ghosts will haunt me still. 

I cannot strike at wretched kernes, whose arms 
Are hir'd to bear their staves ; either thou, Macbeth, 

Or else my sword, with an unbatter'd edge, 

I sheathe again undeeded. There thou shouldst be ; 
By this great clatter, one of greatest note 
Seems bruited. Let me find him, fortune ! 

And more I beg not [Exit. Alarum. 

Enter Malcolm and old Siw Ann. 

Siw. This way, my lord j — the castle v s gently 
render'd : 

The tyrant's people on both sides do fight | 

JThe noble thanes do bravely in the war } 



mxanrm. 


The day almost itself p ro te sts yoan, 
And little it to da 
MmL We fasti met with I 


Entv, nr, the < 


Mmcb. Why should I play the Roman fee|iAd die 
d mine own w o r d f whiles I am Uvea, At gates 


On mine own word 
Do better upon then 


iMfrlticem. 

Used. Than hsUteund, torn. 

JM. Of all men ebei bate avoided tbee : 

Bat get tee back, my md ie too mash charg'd 
With blood of thine already. 

Macd. I bare no words, 

My voice ie in my word; ten Mooter villain 
Than twins os* give thee eat. [TheyfghL 

Maeb. Then JooasI labour: 

As easy msyet tea te intr snehant air 

With thy been swa rd l i mse t. -as make me bleed: 

Let Ml thy Unde on wUk orate \ 

I bmr a charmed We, wfaieh mast not yield 
To one of wom a n 

Mood. Despair ter charm ; 

And let the engel whom teaetfll beet serv'd 
Tell thee, Ifaa faf wm from Me mofar’s womb 

tJstim^y rfppVL 

Maeb. Acaneed be that tongue that tells me so, 

For it hath sew’d my better part «f man ! 

And be them juggling fiends no more bfalWd, 

That palter with us m a doable sense ; 

That keep te word of promise to ouf eat, 

And break it to oar fact*— I H not fight wftbjfcte- 
MaetL Then yield tee, Aim*; 


MAGStra, 


And live to be the chow and g aw o' tlx? tin*. 

Wo 11 have thee, at our rarer monsters art, 

Painted upon a pole j and untlenrrif, 

** Hen may you we the tyrant* 1 

Alacb. 1 will not yield, 

To kin the ground before young Malcolm 1 * feet, 

And to be baited wiyh J^gj dddejcurw- 
Though BtlWTwood be eome to Ihuirinaa^ 

And thou oppos'd, being of no woman born, 

Yet I will try the last : Before my body 
I throw my warlike ahield : lay on, Macduff; 

And damn'd be him that first cries, u Hold, enough.** 
[Exeunt, fighting. 

Retreat. Flourish. Re-enter, with drum and colour t, 
Malcolm, old Siwaro, Romb, Lknox, Anooi, 
Catiinbss, Mbntktu, and Soldier*. 

Mai. 1 would the friend* we min were safe arriv'd. 
Siw. Some most go off; and yet, by theca I see, 

So great a day a* this is cheaply bought. 

Mai. Macduff is missing, and your noble son. 

Rosse. Your son, my lord, has paid a soldier'* debt: 
He only liv'd but till he was a man ; 

Tlie which no sooner had his proweu confirm'd, 

In the unshrinking station wliere he fought, 

But like a man lie died, 

Siw. Then ho is dead 1 

Rouse. Ay, and brought off the field i your cause af 
■orrow 

Must not he measur'd by bis worth, for thou 
It hath uo end. 

Siw. Had he his hurt* before f 
Roue. Ay, on the front. 

Siw. Why, tlten, God’* soldier be he I 

Had I as many son* as I have hairs, 

1 would not wish them to a fairer death t 
And so his knell is knoU’d* 
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MmL He ’• worth mon sorrow, 

‘ And Hat 1 *11 spend for him. 

8m. He 'a worth no more ; 

Thev soy, he narted well, «nd paid his score: 

And so, God tie with him! — Here cornea newer com* 
fort. 

Re-enter MiCDurr, with Michth's head. 

Meed. Hail, king! for so thou art : 3dnhl, where 
stands 

The usurper’s cursed bead : the time is free : 

I see thee ootn pass'd with thy kingdom’s jwarl, 

| That speak my salutation in their minds ; 

! Whose voices I desire aloud with mine, — 

Hail, king of Scotland ! 

AIL Hail, km guaLSs gthuKl ! [Flourish. 

> UaL Weahall nor spend a largeerpense of time, 
Before we reckon with your several loves, 

, And make us even widi you. My thanes and kinsmen, 
' Henceforth he earls, the first that ever Scotland 
j In such an honour nam'd. What 't mute to do, 

! Which would be planted newly with the time, — 

As calling home our exil’d friends abroad 
| That fled fbt snares of watchful tyranny ; 

Producing teth the cruel ministers 

Of this deadlttteber, and his fiend-like queen, 

Who, as ’t is thought, by self and violent hands 
Took off her life ; — this, and what needful else 
That rails upon us, by tltt grace of Grace, 

We will perform in measure, time, and place : 

So thanks to all at once, and to each one, 

Whom we invite to see us crown’d at Scono. 

[Flourish. Exeunt. 
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INTRODUCTORY REMARKS. 


4 Tn* Lift of Tyroon of Athena’ was fint piKIUIml * 
io the folio ooliection of 1033. The text! in thia fint | 
edition, kes no diviaion into acta oixl arawea. We have I 
reaaon to believe tint, with a few exceptions, it ie accu- I 
rately printed from the copy which woa in the puaaeaaion 
of Heminge and Caudell } and we have judged it im- 
portant to fellow that copy with very alight variations. 

In our fuller editions we have entered into a minute 
examination of this play, for the purpose of expressing 
our belief that it waa founded by Shakapere upon same 
older play, of which much has been retained ; and that 
our poet's hand con only be traced with certainty in 
those scenes in which Tim on appears. 

TIm Timan of dhakspere is not the Timon of the 
popular atones of Sliakspere's day. The 38th novel of 
4 TltO Palace of Pleasure ’ has for its title 44 Of the 
strange and beastly nature of Timon of Athens, enemy 
to mankind. 1 ' According to this authority, 44 be wae 
a man but by ehape only ” — he lived 44 a beastly and 
churlish lift.” Neither was the Timon of Plutarch the 
Timan of Shakspeve* The Greek biographer, indeed, 
tolls us, that he was angry with all men, and would 
trust no man, 41 for the unthaukfulnces of thorn ho had 
done good unto, and whom he took to bo his friends 
but tbatdie was represented at 44 a viper and malicious 
VOL. xx. h 3 



1NTRODTCTORY RUM ARKS. 


MO unto mankind, to shun all otlwr men's companies 
Inal the company of young Alcibiades, a bold and in- 
solent youth." The Timon c f Plutarch, and of the 
popular stories of SlokipmV tune, was little difkrtst 
from the ordinary cynic. The Timon of Shakspere is 
in many respects essentially different from any model 
j with which we are acquainted, hut it approaches u#arsr, 
I as Mr. Skottowe first observed, to the Timon of Lucian 
’ than the commentators have pointed out. The diameter 
of Shaksperes misanthrope promote one of the most 
striking creations of his originality. 

The vices of Shakspere 'a Timon are not the vices of a 
sensualist. It is true that his offices have lieen o ppr essed 
with riotous feeders, — that his vaults have wept with 
drunken spilth of wine, — that every room 

44 Hath bias'd with lights, sad bray'd with minstrelsy 
But be has nothing selfish in the enjoyment of his pro- 
digality and his magnificence. Ho himself truly ex- 
presses the weakness as well as the beauty of his own 
character : u Why, I have often wished myself poorer, 
that I might come nearer to you. We are bom to do 
benefits, and what better or prp p nrer can we call our 
( own, than the riches of our friends f O, what a pre- 
cious comfort ’t is, to have so many, like brothers, eom- 
in an ding one another's fortunes!" Charles Lamb, in 
his contrast between * Timon of Athens' and Hogarth's 
* Bake's Progress,* has scarcely done justice to Timon : 
“ The wild course of riot and extravagance, uniting in 
the one with driving the Prodigal from the society of 
mm into the solitude of the deserts; and, in the others 
with conducting Hogarth's Bake through hie several 
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stages of dinijNition into fl»c (till more complete deso- 
lations of the mad-house, in lire play and in the picture 
are descrilied with almost equal force and nature.'* 
Hogarth’s Hake is all sensuality and selfishness ; Timon 
is essentially high-minded and generous : he truly says, 
in the first chill of his fortunes— 

" No villainous bounty j rt hath pass’d ray heart. 

Unwisely, not Ignobly, have 1 given.” 

In his splendid speech to Ajiemontus in the fourth act, 
he distinctly proclaims, that in the weakness with which 
he liad lavished his fortunes upon the unworthy, he had 
not pampered bis own passions 

■« 1 twist thou, like us, from our tint swath, proceeded 
The surest degrees that this brief world affords 
To such as may the passive drags of it 
Freely command, thou wouldst have plung’d thyself 
In general riot ; melted down thy youth 
In different beds of lust ; and never Warn'd 
The ley precepts of respect, but follow’d 
The sugar’d game before thee, ltut myself. 

Who had the world as my confectionary j 

The mouths, the tongues, the eyes, aud hearts of mon 

At duty, more than 1 could frame employment ; 

Thai numberless upon me stuck, as lea\es 
Do on the onki have with one winter’s brush 
Fell from their boughs, and left me open, bare 
For every storm that blows.” 

The all-absorbing defect of Timon — the root of those 
generous vices wliich wear the garb of virtue— is the 
entire wont of discrimination (by which he is also cha- 
racterised in Lucian’s dialogue). Shakspere has seized 
upon this point, and held firmly to it. He releases Ven- 
tidius from prison, — he bestows* an estate upon his h> 
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nut,— U lavish** jewel* upon all (lie dependants who 
crowd bit baanl. Tbal universal philanthropy, of which 
the moat selfish men sometime* talk, is in Timon an 
active principle; but let it lie observed that he luu no 
p re fe rences— a mast remarkable example of the pro- 
found sagacity of Sltakspere. Had be loved a single 
human I wing with that intensity which constitute* af- 
fection in die relation of the sexes, and fridMsbip in 
the relation of man to man, he would have l wen exempt 
from that unjudging lavishncM which was necessary to 
satisfy bis morbid craving for human sympathy. 

With this key to Timon * character, it appears to u* 
that we may projwrly understand the u general and 
exceptleas rad mess'' of his misanthropy. The only re- 
lations in whidi lie stood to mankind an utterly de- 
stroyed. In lavishing his wealth as if it were a com- 
mon property, be had believed I list the same common 
property would flow back to him in his hour of ad- 
versity. “ Q, you gods, think I, what need we liave 
any friends, if we should never have need of them ¥ they 
were the most needless creatures living, sliould we ne'er 
have use for them : and would most resemble sweet 
instruments hung up in cases, tliat keep their sounds to 
themselves.* 1 HU false confidence is at once, and irre- 
parably, destroyed. If Timon had possessed one friend 
with whom he could liave interchanged confidence upon 
equal terms, be would liave been saved from his fell, 
and certainly from Ids misanthropy. 


1 



PERSONS REPRESENTED. 


Timon, a noble Athenian, 

Appears, Act I. ae. 1 ; *c. 8. Act II. k. 8. Act III. sc. 4 
«. 6. Act IV. ac. I ; «c. >. Act V. ac. 1 ; ac. 8. 

Luc i l a, a ford, and a flatterer o/* Timon. 

Appears, Act I. ac. 8. ActllI.Bc. 3. 

Luxtu.us, a Lord, and a flatterer o/* Timon. 
Appears, Act 1. ac. >. Act III cell. 

Skmpro.ii us, a Jsord, and a flatterer o/" Timon. 
Appears, Act 1. bc. 8. Act 111. ac. 3. 

Ventioius, one of Timon* s false friends. 
Appears, Act I. »c 8. 

Apemantus, a churlish philosopher, 
appears. Act I. ac. 1 ; ac. 8. Act II ac. 8. Act IV. *r. 3. 

Alcibiadbs, an Athenian general. 

Appears, Act I. nc. 1 ; ac. 8. Act II. ic. *. Act 111. ac. &. 
Act IV. ac. S. Act V. ac. 5. 

Flavius, steward to Timon. 

Appears, Act I. ac. 8. Act II. ar. 8. Act III. ac. 4. Art IV 
ac. 8 ; ac 3. Act V. ac. 8. 

Flauinius, servant to Timon. 

Appears , Act II. ac. >. Act III. ac. I ; ac. 4. 

Lucn.ius, servant to Timon. 

Appears » Act I. ac. 1. 

Serviliub, servant to Timon. 

Appears, Act II. ac. 8. Act 111. ac. 8 ; ac. I. 

Capuis, servant to Timon** creditors. 
Appears, Act II. ac. 1 1 ac. 8. 

Ph i lot us, servant to Timon’* creditors. 
Appears, Act 111. ac. 4. 

Titus, servant to Timon** creditors* 

Appears, Act III. a?. 4. 


r N PERSONS REPRESENTED. 

j Loops, servant to Tiroon'j creditors. 

4/fmn, Acs III. m. 4. 

( lloinmui, servant to Timon's crotUtom. 

\ i ff WH, Act III B. 4. 

' Two Servant* o/Vtno, a creditor of Tinmn. 

| Appear, Ad 1 1 r.i AotUI.ee. 4. 

1 A Servant of Isidore, a creditor qf Tinmo. 

A pp e ar! , Act 11. at t. 

Cupul and Maaken. 

App e ar , Art 1. ce. f. 

Three Strangers. 

Appear, Act III. r. F. 

Poet. 

Appears, Act I. r. 1. Act V. to. 1. 

Painter. 

Appears, Act 1. ce. I. Act V. or. 1. 

Jeweller. * 

Appears, Act I. c. 1. 

Meretiant 

Appears, Act I. ce. ] . 

An old Athenian. 

Appears, Act I. ce. 1. 

A Page. 

Appears, Act Jl.ac. 2. 

A Fool. 

Appears, Act II. «r. 2. 

Phuyhia, a mistress to Alcibisdns. 

Appears , Act IV. m. 3. 

Tiuandha, a mispress to Alcibiatlas. 

Appears, Act IV. ce. S. 

Other Lords , Senators , Officers, Soldiers , Banditti, 
and Attendants . 

SCENE, — Athens, and the Wood* adjoining. 



T1M0N OF ATHENS. 


I ACT I. 

SCENE I. — Athens. A Halt in Tirnon’s Heme. 

Enter Poet, Painter, Jeweller, Merchant, and other*, 
at several doors. 

Poet. Good day, sir. 

Pain. I am glad you are well. 

Poet. I have not seen you long: Uow goes the 
world t 

Pain. It wears, sir, as it grows. 

Poet. Ay, that 'i well known : 

But wliat particular rarity 1 wbat strange, 

Which manifold record not matches 1 See, 

Magic of bounty ! all these spirits thy power 
Hath conjur'd to attend. I know the merchant 
Pain. I know them both ; tli’ other 's a jeweller. 

Mer. O, *t is a worthy lord ! 

Jew. Nay, that ’s most fix'd. 

Mer. A most incomparable man; breath'd,* as it 
were. 

To an untirable and continuate goodness : 

He passes. b ' * 

■ Breath'd. When Hamlet says, 

" It is the breathing time of dny with me, M 
he refsrs to the time of linbitual exercise, by whtoll his animal 
strength was fitted for "untirable end continuate" exertion- 
The analogy between tills and the habitual exercise of ** good* 
ness” U obvious. 

b Be pa ne s he excels, he goes beyond common virtues. 




M TlMGN OF ATIIEK». [Act I. 

Jew. 1 hare ft jew* ) here. 

Mer. O, pray, !rt * mw ' t : For the lord Timon, sir t 
Jew. If be frill touch (be estimate : But, fur that-— 
PoeL u When we fur rwcompeiu* ha\ e prais'd the rile, 
It etam* the glory in that lumpy \ iw 
Win cl i aptly Mug* the foo*l. * 

A ter. Tim good form. [ lA»rfung at the JeweL 
Jew. Anil rich : here i* a water, look toO- 
Pain. You are rapt, sir, in some work, so&e dedi- 
cation 

To the great lord. 

PoeL A thing slipp'd idly from me. 

Our poe*y is a* a gum, which uoset 
From wlience ’t is nourished : The Are »’ the flint 
Shows not till it lie struck ; our gentle flame 
Provokes itself, and, like the current, flies 
Each hound it chafes. b What have you there? 

rain. A picture, sir. — Wlien comes y tJk hoot forth? 
Poet. l*pon the lieels of my presentment, sir. 

Let *s see your piece. 

Pain. T is a good piece. 

Poet. So 't is : this come* off well aud excellent 
Pain. Indifferent 

Poet. ' Admirable : How this grace 

Speaks his own standing ! * what a mental power 
This eye shoots forth ! bow big imagination 
Moves in this lip ! to the dumbness of the gesture 
One might interpret. 

* The poet Is here supposed to be reading bis own perform* 
a nee. 

* This passage has lieun cunsiitered difficult, but if we receive 
bowtd In the sense of boundary, obstacle, the image is tolerably 
elenr. 

c The commentator* hive not noticed what appears to us 
tolerably obvious, that the flutterlug painter had brought wl h 
him a portrait of Timon, lu which the grace of the attitude 
spoke “ his own standing," — the habitual carriage of the 

original. 
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Pain. It it a pretty mocking of the life. 

Here it a touch : It *t good f 
Poet. I H toy of it, 

It tulon nature: artificial strife* 

Lire* in these touches, li relief then life 

Enter certain Senators, and pa* $ over. 

Pain. How tliis lord s follow'd ! 

Poet. The tenatori of Athens Haj>py mm! 

Pain. Look, more ! 

Poet. You see this confluence, this great flood of 
visitors. 

1 Ua\e, in this rough work, shap'd out a man 
Whom this beneath world doth embrace and hug 
With amplest entertainment : My free drift 
Halts not particularly, but moves itsell 
Iii a wide sea of wax : * no levell'd malice 
Infects one cqpuna in the course I hold ; 

But flies an eagle flight, bold, and forth on. 

Leaving no tract behind. 

Pain . How sliall I understand you f 
Poet. I ’ll unbolt 0 to you. 

You see how all conditions, how all minds, 

(As well of glib and slipjiery creatures, as 
Of grave and austere quality,) tender down 
Their services to lord Timun : his large fortune, 

Upon his good and gracious nature lionging, 

Subdues and properties to bis love and tendance 
All sorts of hearts ; yea, from the glaas-fac’d flatterer 
To Apemaptus. that few things loves better 
Than to abhor himself; even he drops down 
The knee before him, and returns in peace 
Most rich in Tiroon’s nod. 

* Artificial rtrWfr— the contest of art a ith nature. 

b An allusion to the ancient practice of writing upon waara 
tabU'tu with a style. 

* Unbolt— unfold, explain. 
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Pam. I mw them jmmtk togstlier. 

Pwt Sir, I lute upon a high and pleasant bill, 
Fcifit'd Fortune to be ilmm'd . The base o* the mount 
la tank'd with all desert*, all kind* of nature*, 

That labour on the boaom of tlri* sphere 
To propagate their states : amongst them all, 

Whose ere* are on this sovereign lady fil'd, , 

One do 1 personate of lord Timntis fram% »: 
Whom Fortune with her ivory band waits tofeer j 
Whose present grace to present slaves andherr an ts 
Translates his rivals. 

Pain. T is conceiv’d to scope. 

This throne, this Fortune, and this hHI, methinks, 

With one man beckon'd from tlie rest below, 

Bowing his head against the sleepy mount 
To climb his liappiness, would be well express'd 
In our condition.* 

Poet Nay, sir, but hear meum : 

All those which were his fellows but of late, 

(Some better titan his value,) on the moment 
Follow his strides, his lobbies dll with tendance, 

Rain sacrificial whisperings in his ear, 

Make sacred even his stump, and through him 
Drink the free air> 

Pain . Ay, many, what of these f 

Poet When Fortune, in her drift and cliange of 
mood, 

^ *10X00 her late belov’d, all his dependants, 
labour’d after him to the mountain’s top, 

Kvcn on their knees and hands, let him slip down, 

Not one accompanying bis declining foot 
Pain. T Is common : 

A thousand moral paintings I can show, 

That shall demonstrate these quick blows of fortune 4 * 
More pregnantly limn words. Yet you do well, 

* Ctmduum la licrc turd for art. 

fc Drink the free air— live, breaths hut through him. 
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To show Ion! Timon Itaat mean rye* lave keen 
Tbe foot above ilte head. 

Trumpets sound. Enter Tihok, attended; the Ser- 
vant of Vt'NTiDJt* talking with him. 

Tim. Imprison'd it lie, sav you ? 

Yen. Serv. Ay, tny good lord : five talents is his 
debt ; 

Hie means most short, his creditors most strait : 

Your honourable letter he desires 

To those have shut him up ; which failing to him. 

Periods his comfort. 

Tim. Noble Venlidius ! Well ; 

I am not of tiiut feather to sliake off 
My friend wiien he must need me. I do know him 
A gentleman that well deserves a help 
Which lie shall liave : I Ml pay tlie debt and free him. 
Yen. Scrv. Your lordship ever hinds him. 

Tim. Commend me to him : I will send his ransom; 
And, being enfranchise, hid him come to me 
T is not enough to help the feeble up, 

But to support him after. — Fare you well. 

Ven. Seiv. All happiness to your honour. \Erit. 

Enter an Old Athenian. 

Old Ath. Lord Timon, liear me speak. 

Tim. Freely, good father. 

Old Ath. Thou hast a servant named Lucilku. 

Tim. I have so : Wliat of him f 
Old Ath. Mart noble Timon, call the man before 
thee. 

Tim. Attends he here, or no? — Lucilius! 

Enter Lucilius. 

Luc. Here, at your lordship's service. 

Old Ath. This fellow here, lord Timon, this thy 
creature, 
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By night frequents mr butt? 1 am a man 
Tut tram mj Hurt harp hem me lined to thrift ; 

And my estate deserves an heir more rail’d 
Than one wbioh bold* a trencher. 

[ Tim, Well; what further 9 

I Old Atk. One only daughter lure 1, no kin else^ 

! On whom 1 may confer what 1 lure got : 

! The maid m fair, o’ the youngest fur a bride, ^ 

! And I have bred her at ray dearest coat, ' 

f In qualities of the beat. Thu man of thine 
| Attempts lier love : I prithee, noble lord. 

Join with roe to forbid liim her resort ; 

, Myself have spoke in vain. 

Tim. The man is honest. 

Old Atk. TVrefore lie will be, Timoti : 

His honesty rewards him in itself,* 

It must nut bear my daughter. 

Tim. Does she love him 9 

Old Ath. Site is young, and apt ; 

Our own precedent passions do instruct us 
Wiiat levity s in youth. 

Tim. TTo Luciuus] Love you the maid 9 
Luc. Ay, my good loiri, and she accepts of it. 

Old Ath. if in her marriage my consent be missiti& 

, I call the gods to witness, I will choose 
Mine heir from forth tl»e beggars of the world, 

And dispams her all. 

Tim. How shall site be endow'd. 

If she he mated with an equal husband 9 

Old Atk. Three talents, on the nresent; in future^ all. 
7Ym. This gentleman of mine hath serv’d me long; 
To build his fortune I would strain a little, 

* The follow log is Coleridge's explication or this passage : 
— 44 The meiuring of the flnt line the poet himself explains, or 
rather unfolds. In the second. * The matt la hottest I’—' True ( 
attd for that very cause, and with tto additional or rxtrtnsio 
motive, he will be so. No man can be lastly called honest, wlio 
is not so for honesty's sake, Itself including its own reward.* M 


For 't if a bond in men. Give him thy daughter : 
What you bestow, in him I 'll counterpoise, 

And make him weigh with lier. 

Old Ath. Meat noble lord, 

Pawn me to this your honour, she is his. 

Tim. My hand to thee; mine honour mi my pro- 
mise. 

Luc. Humbly I thank your lordship: Never may 
That state or fortune fall into my keeping, 

Which is not ow’d to you ! 

[ Exeunt Lucimus and Old Athenian. 
Poet. Vouchsafe my labour, and long live your loid- 
ship! 

Tim. I thank you ; you shall hear from me anon : 
Gu not away. — What liave you there, my friend ? 

Pain. A piece of painting, which 1 do beseech 
Your lordship to accept. 

Tim. Painting is welcome. 

The painting is almost the natural man ; 

For since dishonour traffics with man's nature. 

He is but outside : These pencil’d figures are 
| Even such as they give out I like your work ; 

And you shall find 1 like it : wait attendance 
Till you hear further from me. 

Pain. The gods preserve you ! . 

i Tim. Well flue you, gentlemen : Give me your hand 
| We must needs dine together. — Sir, your jewel 
Hath suffer'd under praise. 

Jew. What, my lord t dispraise t 

Tim. A meer satiety of commendations. 

If I should pay you fur 't as 't is extoll'd 
It would unclew me quite. 

Jexo. My lord, 't is rated 

As those which sell would give : But you well know 
Things of like value, differing in the owners, 

Are prized by their masters : believe 't, dear lord, 

You mend the jewel by the wearing it 
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Tim. Well mock'd. 

lf«r. No, BIT good lord ; be •peaks the common 
J tongue, 

Which all mm s|«rak with him. 

TEm. Look, who comes bore. Will you be chid ! 

Enter Aran antis. 

Jew. We will bear with your lordship. 

, * Mcr. He ’ll s^fcse none. 

Tim. Cvood morrow to thee, gentle Apemantus l 
Apem. Till 1 be gentle, stay thou (or tby good mor- 
j row ; 

When thou art Tiroon's dog, and tliese knaves l»onest, 
Tim. Why dost thou call them knaves t thou know'st 
them not. 

Apem. Are they not Athenians ? 

Tim. Yes. 

Apem. Then I repent not. 

Jew. You know me, Apemantus. 

Apem. Thou know'st I do; I called thee by thy 
name. 

Tim. Tliou art proud, Apemantus. 

Apem. Of nothing so much as that 1 am not like 
Timon. 

Tim. Whither art going f 

Apem. To knock out an Iwoest Ath e ni a n ’s brains. 
Tim. That a a deed thou ’It die for. 

Apem. Right, if doing nothing be death by the law. 
Tim. How likest thou this picture, Apemantus f 
Apem. The best, for the innocence. 

Tim. Wrought be not well that painted it T 
Apem. He wrought better that made the paint* ; 
and yet he ’• but a filthy piece of work. 

Paw. You are a dog. 

Apem. Thy mother ’s of my generation : What f e 
•be, if I be a dog! 

Tim. Wilt dine with me, Apemantus f 



SCKM I.] 


TIMON OP ATHENS. 


109 


| Apem. No ; I eat not lords. 

| Tim. An thou shouldst, thou 'dst anger ladies. 

| Apem. O, they eat lords; so they come Ity great 
bellies. 

Tim. That '» a lascivious np[irehcnfioti. 

Apem. So tliou apprebend’st it : Take it for thy la- 
hour. 

Tim . How dost thou like this jewel, Apemantus t 
Apem. Not so well os plain-dealing, which will not 
cost a roan a doit. 

Tim. What dost thou think ’t is worth ¥ 

Apem. Not worth mv thinking. — How now, poet¥ 
Poet. How now, philosopher ¥ 

Apem. Thou liest. 

Poet. Art not one ¥ 

Apem. Yes. 

: Poet. Then I lie not. 

| Apem. Art not a poet ¥ 

Poet. Yea. 

| Apem. Then thou liest : look in thy last work, where 
thou hast feign’d him a worthy fellow. 

Poet. That ’s not feign'd, he is so. 

Apem. Yes, he is worthy of thee, and to pay thee for 
thy labour : He that loves to be flattered is worthy o’ 
Die flatterer. Heavens, that I were a lord ! 

Tim. What wouldst do then, Apemantus ¥ 

Apem. Even as Apemantus don now, hate a lord 
with my heart. 

Tim. What, thyself? 

Apem. Ay. 

'Tim. Wherefore ¥ 

Apem. Tliat I hod no angry wit to be a lord. — Art 
not thou a merchant ¥ 

Mer. Ay, Apemantus. 

Apem. Tramc confound thee, if the gods will not ! 
Mer. If traffic do it, the gods do it. 

Apem. Traffic 's thy god, and thy god confound Aim! 
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Trwmpsti sound. Enter a Svra&t. 

Ttm, What trumpet '• that f 

Srv. T i« Alci blades, and tome twenty bone, 

All of companionship. 

Tim. Piajr entertain them ; giro them guide to us.— 

< [Exeunt some Attendants 

I Ton mint needs dine with me t — Go not yon hence 
i TUI I have thank'd you ; ami, wlien dinner • dune, 

! Show me this piece. — 1 am joyful of your eights. 

| Enter Alcibiaom, with his company. 

Must welcome, sir ! [They salute. 

Apem. So, so ; there ! — 

Acltes contract and starve your supple joints ! — 

That there should be small love mangst these sweet 
knaves, 

And all this courtsy ! The strain of man ’s bred out 
Into habooo and monkey, 

Alcib. Sir, you have sav'd my longing, and I feed 
Most hunger ly on your sight 

Tim. Right welcome, sir. 

Ere we depart, we ’ll share a bounteous time 
In different pleasures. Pray you, let us in. 

[Exeunt all but Apbmamtus. 

** Enter Two Lords. 

1 Lord. What time a day is \ Apemantus f 
Apem. Time to be lamest. 

1 Lord. That time serves still. 

Apem. The most accursed thou that still omitt'st it 

2 Lord. Thou art going to lord Ti moo's feast. 
Apem. Ay ; to see meat fill knaves, and wfae hsat 

fools, 

2 Lord. Fare thee well, fere thee well, 

Apm> Tbou ait a fool to bid me foxowdl twioa, 

% Lord. Why, Apemantml 
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Apem. Shouldst bate kept one to thyself, for I mean 
to give thee none. 

1 Lord. Hang thyaelf. 

Apem. So, I will do nothing at thy bidding ; make 
thy requests to thy friend. 

2 Lord. Away, un peaceable dog, or I 'll spurn thee 
hence. 

Apem. I will fly, like agiog, the heels of the ass. 

[Exit. 

1 Lord. He s opposite to humanity. Come, shall 
I we in, 

J And taste lord Timon's bounty ? he outgoes 
I The very heart of kindness. 

| 2 Lord. He pours it out ; Plutus, the god of gold, 

la but his steward : no meed, but he rejiays 
Sevenfold above itself ; no gift to him, 

But breeds the giver a return exceeding 
All use of quittance. 

1 Lord. The noblest mind tie carries, 

That ever govern’d man. 

2 Lord. Long may he live in fortunes! Shall we in? 
I Lord. 1 11 iteep you company. * [Exeunt. 

SCENE II. — The same. A Room of State tnTimon’c 
Home. 

Hautboys playing loud music. A great banmet served 
inf Flavius and others attending ; then enter 
Timodt, Aloibiuoks, Lucius, Luculi.ub, Sxmpro- 
nius, and other Athenian Senators, with Vemtidius, 
and Attendants. Then come*, dropping after off, 
Apemahtus, discontentedly. 

Ven. Most honour'd Tiinon, 

It hath pleas'd the gods to remember my fathers age, 
And call him to long peace. 

He is gone happy, and has left me rich : 

Then, as in grateful virtue I am bound 

i 2 
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To your free heart, I do return those talents, 

Doubled, with thanks, and service, fnmi wlioae help 
1 deriv’d liberty. 

Tim. O, by no means, 

Honest Ventidius : you mistake my love ; 

1 gave it freely ever ; and there s none 
Can truly say he gives, if he receives: 

If our betters play at that game, we must not dare 
To imitate them : Faults thiK ore rich, are fair. 

Ven. A noble spirit. • ■ 

[They all stand ceremoniously looking on Timon. 
Tim. Nay, my lords, ceremony was but devis’d at 
first 

To set a gloss on faint deeds, hollow welcomes, 
Recanting goodness, sorry ere ’t is shown ; 

But where there is true friendship, tliexe needs none. 
Pray sit; more welcome are ye to my fortunes, 

Than my fortunes to>me. [ They sit. 

1 Lord. My lord, we always have confess’d it 
Apem. Ho, hfc/onfess’dit! hong’d it, have you not? 
Tim. O, Aphnantus ! — you are welcome. 

Apem. No, yoq shall not make me welcome : 

I come to havfe thee thrusttiie out of doors. 

Tim. Fye, thou ’rfra churl ; you have got a humour 
there 

Does not become a man, ’t is much to blame : — 

They say^my lords, ira furor brevis cat, 

But yond’ man ’• very angry. 

Go, let him have a table by himself; 

For he does neither affect company, 

Nor is he fit for ’t, indeed. 

Apem. Let me stay at thine apperil,* Timon ; 

I come to observe ; I give thee warning on ’t. 

Tim. I take no heed of thee ; thou art an Athenian j 

B Apperil. The word repeatedly ocean in Ben Joosoo, as in 
the ‘ Tale of a Tub;’— 

" As you will answer it at yoar apperil.** 
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therefore welcome: I myself would liave no pow.nr: 
prithee, let my meat make thee silent. 

Apem. I scorn thy meat ; ’t would choke me, for I 
should 

Ne’er flatter- thee. — 0 you gods! what a number 
Of men eat Timorr, and he sees them not ! 

It grieves me to Bee so many dip their meat 
In one man's blood ; and ^11 the madness is, 

He cheers them up too. 

I wonder men dare trust themselves with men : 
Methinks, they should invite them without knives ;» 
Good for their meat, and safer for their lives. 

There 's much example for 't ; the fellow, that 
Sits next him now, parts bread with him, and pledges 
The breath of him in a divided draught, 

Is the readiest man to kill him : it has been prov'd. 

If I were a huge man, 1 should feer to drink at meals ; 
Lest they should spy my windpipe's dangerous notes : 
Great men should drink with harness mi their throats. 
Tim. My lord, in heart ; and let tfcje hfealth go round. 
2 Lord. Let it flow this way, my good lajd. 

Apem. Flow this way ! A brave fellow ! — he keeps 
his tides well. 

Those healths will make thee, and ihy state, look ill, 
Timon : 

Hero 's tliat, which is too weak to be a sinne^ 

Honest water, which ne'er left man i' the mire : 

This, and my food, are equals ; there ’s no odds. 

Feasts are too proud to give thanks .to the gods. 

Apbmantub's Grach. 

Immortal gods, I crave no pelf j 
I pray foT no man, but myself: 

Grant I may never prove so fond, 

To trust man on his oath or bond ; 

• Every guest In our Author's time brought his own knife- 
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; Or a harlot, for iter weeping ; 

S Or a dog, that teems a sleeping ; * 

Or a keeper with my freedom ; , 

Or my friends, if I should need ’em. 1 

Amen. So fall to 't : j 

Rich men sin, and I eat root. , j 

[Eal* and drinks. ' 

\ Much good dich thy good heart, Apemautus! 

| Tim.. Captain Alcibiades, your heart's in tlgr, field 
| now. 

Alcib. My heart is ever at your service, my lord, 
j Tan. You had rattier tie at a breakfast of enemies, 
t than a dinner of friends. 

Alcib. So tliey were bleeding-new, tny lord, there '• 

> no meat like them ; 1 could wish my best friend at 
| such a feast. 

Apem. ’Would all tlioee flatterers were thine ene- 
, miet then ; that iheu thou mightst kill ’em, and bid 
i me to 'em. 

; 1 Lord. Might we bit have that batrpinea, my lord, 

that you would once use our hearts, whereby we might 
J express some part of our seals, we should think our- 
| sell es for ever perfect. 

j 7Ym. O, no doubt, my good friends, but tlie gods 
| themselves have provided that 1 shall have much lielp 
j from you : How had you been my friends else ? why 
i luive you that charitable title from thousands, did not 
you chiefly belong to my heart? 1 have told more of 
j you to myself, tlian you can with modesty speak in 
i your own liehalf; and thus £ir I confirm you. O, you 
| gods, think 1, what need we have any friends, if we 
should ne'er have need of them 1 they were' the most 
needless creatures living should we ne’er have use for 
them : and would most resemble sweet instruments 
hung up in cases, that keep their sounds to themselves. 
Why, 1 have often wished myself poorer, that I might 
come nearer to you. We are bom to do benefits : and 
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what better or properer can we call our own than the 
riche* of out friends ? O, what a precious comfort 't is 
to have so many like brothers, commanding one an- 
other's fortunes ! O joy, e'en made away ere it can be 
bom ! Mine eves cannot hold out water, methinks ; to 
forget their faults, I drink to you. 

Apetn. Thou wee pest to make them drink, Tiinan. 

2 Lord. Joy had the like conception in our eyes, 
And, at that instant, like a babe sprung up. 

Apem. Ho, ho! I laugh to think that babe a bastard. 

3 Lord. I promise you, my lord, you mov’d roe 

much. 

Apem. Much!* [ Tucket sounded. 

Tim. What means that trump? — How now? 

Enter a Servant. 

Serv. Please you, my lord, tltere are certain ladies 
most desirous of admittance. 

Tim. Ladies 1 What are their wills ? 

Serv. There comes with them a forerunner, roy lord, 
which bears that office to signify their pleasures. 

Tim. 1 pray, let them be admitted. 

Enter Cupid. 

Cvp . Hail to thee, worthy Timon p-^and to all 
That of his bounties taste ! — tlie five best sense* 
Acknowledge thee their patron j and come freely 
To grutulate thy plenteous bosom : 

The ear, taste, touch, sra#il, pleas'd from thy table 
rise : - 

They only now come but to feast Ihine eyei. 

Tim. They arc welcome all; let them have kind 
admittance. 

Music, make their welcome. [Exit Cupid. 

1 Lord. You see, my lord, how ample y'are belov'di 
■ Zf'ic/t—an ironical and oontomptnotu esptoatio*. 
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Music. Reenter Cupid, with a masque of Ladies as 
Amazon s, with lute* in their hands, dancing and 

r**n*9- 

Apem. Her day, what a sweep of ran it y comet this way ! 
They dance! they ore mad women. 

Like madness is the glorv of this life, 

As this pomp shows to a little oil and root. 

We make ourselves fools to disport ourselves ; 

And spend our flatteries, to drink those men, 

Upon whose age we void it up again, 

With poisonous spite and envy. 

Who lives that ’s not depraved, or depraves? 

Who dies, that bears not one spurn to their graves 
Of their friends' gift 1 

I should fear those that dance before me now. 

Would one day stamp upon me : It has been done : 
Men shut their doors against a setting sun. 

The Lords rise from tabic , with much adoring qf 
Timon ; and, to show their loves , each tingles out 
an Amazon, and all dance , men with women, a Iqfty 
strain or two to the hautboys, and cease. 

Tim. You liave done our pleasures much grace, fair 
ladies, 

Set a fair fashion on our entertainment. 

Which was not half so beautiful and kind ; 

You have added worth unto ’t, and lustre. 

And entertain'd me with mine own device ; 

I am to thank you for it 

1 Lady. My lord, you take us even at the best 
Apem . 'Faith, for the worst is filthy j and would not 
hold taking, I doubt me. 

Tim. Ladies, there is an idle banquet 
Attends you : please you to dispose yourselves. 

All Lad. Most thankfully, my lord. 

[Exeunt Cupid and Ladies. 

Tim. Flavius ! 

Flew. My lord. 
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Tim. Tho little casket bring me hither. 

Flat. Yea, my lord. — More jewels yet ! 

There is no crossing him in his humour; [Aside. 
Else 1 should tell him, — Well, — i’ faith, I should. 
When all '< spent, he ’d be cross'd then, an he could. 

*T is pity bounty had not eyes behind ; 

That man might ne’er be wretched for his mind. 

[Exit, and returns with the casket. 

1 Lord. Where be our men ? 

Serv. Here, my lord, in readiness. 

2 Lord. Our horses. 

Tim. O my friend*, 

I have one word to say to you ; — Look you, my good 
lord, 

I must entreat you, honour me so much, 

As to advance this jewel ; accept it, and wear it, 

Kind my lord. 

1 Lord. I am so far already in your gifts, — 

All. So are we all. 

Enter a Servant. 

Serv. My lord, there are certain nobles of the senate 
Newly alighted, and come to visit you. 

Tim. They are fairly welcome. 

Flav. I beseech your honour. 

Vouchsafe me a word ; it does concern you near. 

Tim. Nearl why then another time I ’ll hear thee : 

I prithee, let's be provided to show them entertainment. 
Flav . I scarce know hpw. [Aside. 

Enter another Seryant 

2 Serv. May it please your honour, the lord Lucius, 
Out of his free love, hath presented to you 

Four milk-white horses, trapp’d in silver. 

Tim. I shall accept them fairly : let the presents 
Enter a third Servant 

Be worthily entertain’d.— How now, what news f 

3 Serv. Please you, my lord, that honourable gen- 




s tleman, ked Loenttus, entreats year company to+*x- 
I vow to hunt with him j and hat sent yonr honour two 
! beacc af greyhounds. 

| Tim. 1 ll bant with him ; and tot them ha receiv'd, 
j Not wit ho ut tor reward. 

j Flat. [Aside.] What will ibia eewie taf 
, He comtnaad* u> to provide, and five great gift*, \ 

j And all oat of an empty coffer. — 
i Nor will lie know his pane ; or yield me this, ^ 

To sliow him wbat a beggar Ids heart is, 

Being of uo power to make bis w idws good ; 

His pnmiises fly so beyond bis state, 

That what he speaks is all in debt, be ewes tor every 
j word; 

i He is so Lind, that he new pays interest tor ’t ; 

| Ilis lands put to their baofea. Weil, ’would I wese 
' Gently put out of office, before I were forc'd oat ! 

I Happier is lie that has no friend to toed, 

| Than such that do even enemies exceed. 

| 1 bleed inwardly tor mj loed. f Exit. 

Tim. Tbu do yourselves 

. Mach wrong, you hats too much of your own merits : 

Here, mylord, a trifle of our love. 

I * % Lord. With more than common thanks 1 will 
j receive it. 

3 Lord. O, he is the very soul ef bounty ! 

Tim. And now I remember, my lord, you gave 
Good words fisc other day of a bay courser 
1 rode on : it is yours, because you lik'd it T 

2 Lord. O, 1 beseech yew, pavstenc me, my lord, in 
that. 

Tim. You may take my word, my lerd ; I know, m 
man 

Can^ustly prone, but what he dees affect : 

I weigh my friend's affection with mine own ; 

1 11 tell you true. I H call to yon. 

AU Lords. None so welcome 

Tim , 1 lake all and your several risftsrien* 
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So kind (o lieart, ’t U not enough to give; 

| Methinks, I could deal k ingdoms to iny friends, 
l And ne'er l»e weary. — Alcibiades, 

Tliou art a soldier, therefore seldom rich ; 

It comes * a charity to thee : for all thy living 
Is 'motigst the dead ; and all the lands thou hast 
Lie in a pitch'd Held. 

Alcib, Ay, defil’d land, tny lord. 

1 Lord. We are so virtuously bound, — 

Tim. And so 

Am I to you. 

2 Lord. So infinitely endear'd — 

Tim. All to you. — Lights, more lights. 

I l Lord. The best of iiappiness, 

i Honour and fortunes, keep with you, lord Timon! 

; Tim. Ready for his friends. 

[ Exeunt Aj.cibiadks, Lords, $c. 
Apem. What a coil s here ! 

Serving of becks, and jutting out of bums ! 

I doubt whether their legs be worth the sums 
That are given for ’em.* Friendship s full of dregs: 
Methinks, false hearts should never have sound legs. 
Thus honest fools lay out their wealth on court’siea. 

Tim. Now, Apemantus, if thou wert not sullep,^ - 
I would be good to thee. 

Apem. No, 1 11 nothing : for if I should be brib'd 
too, there Would be none left to rail upon thee ; and 
then thou wouldst sin the faster. Thou gir’st so long, 
Timon, I fear me, thou wilt give away thyself in paper 
shortly What need these feasts, p9mp«, and vain glories? 

Tim. Nay, an you begin to rail on society once, I 
am sworn not to give regard to you. Farewell ; and 
come with better music. ■ [Exit. 

Apem. So ; — Thou It not hear me now, — thou shalt 
not then. 1 ’ll lock thy heaven from thee. 

P, that men's ears should be 

To counsel deaf, but not to flattery ! [Exit. 

■ Be ruined by the securities yen give. 
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ACT II. 

SCKNK I.— Alliens. A Room in a Senator** IIou»e. 
Enter a Senator, with papen in At* hand. 

Sen. And late, five thousand:* to VaRo^and to 
Isidore, 

He owes nine thousand ; besides my former sum, 

Which makes it five and twenty. — Still in motion 
Of raging waste 1 It cannot hold ; it will not. 

If 1 want gold, steal but a beggar's dog 
And give it Timon, why, tlie dog coins gold : 

If 1 would sell my burse, and buy twenty more 
Better than he, why, give my horse to Timon, 

Ask nothing, gi\e it him, it foals me, straight, 1 * 

And able bora's : No porter at his gate) 

But rather one that smiles, and still invites 
AH that pass by. c It cannot hold; no reason 
Con sound d his state in safety. Caphis, hoa ! 

Caphis, I say ! 

Enter Caphis. 

, Caph. . • Here, sir : What is your pleasure t 
Sen. (fet on your cloak, and haste you to lord 
Timon. 

Importune him for ray monies ; be not ceas'd 

a Wc follow the punctuation of the original. It appears to us { 
that the senator is recapitulating what Timon owes himself— , 
"and late, five thousand” — “besides my former sum, which ■ 
miiko* it flve-aud-tweniy " The mention of what Timon owes 
to Vnnp and Isidore is purpqlheticul. 
b Struight— immediately. ' 

* The porter at a great man’s gate was proverbially a repulsive 
person. 

<* Sound. Tlie meaning appears to be, that no reason which 
fathoms Timou’s state can find it safe. 
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With slight denial ; nor then silenc’d, when — 

M Commend me to your master ” — and the cap 
! Plays in tlie right hand, thus : — but tell him, sirrah, 

! My uses cry to me, I must serve my turn 

I Out of m‘ le own ; his days nnd times are past, 

And my reliances on his f roc ted dates 
Have emit my credit : I love, and honour him ; 

| But must not break my back, to heal his finger : 

! Immediate are my needs ; and my relief 
' Must not be tosa'd and turn’d to me in words, 

But find supply immediate. Get you gone : 

Put on a most importunate aspect, 

A visage of demand : for, I do fear, 

When every feather sticks in Iris own wing, 

Lord Tiinou will be left a naked gull, 

Which flashes now a phoenix. Get you gone. 

Caph. 1 go, sir. 

Sen. Ay, go, Sir. — Take the bonds along with you. 
And have the dates in compL 

Caph. I will, sir. 

Sen. Go. [Exeunt. 

SCENE II.— A Hall in Timon’s Howe. 

Enter Flavius with many bills in hi§ hand. 

Flat. No care, no stop ! so senseless of expense, 

That he will neither know how to maintain it^ 

Nor cease his flow of riot : Takes no account 
How things go from him ; nor resumes no care 
Of what it to continue. Never mind 
Was to be so unwise, to he so kind. 

What shall be done? He will not hear, till feel : 

I must he round with hiq^' now he comes from 
hunting. 

Fye, fye, fye, fye! 
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Enter C aphis, and the Servants of Isidorb and 
Varro. 

Capk. Good even, Varro :* What, 

You coma for money T 

Var. Serv. Is 't not your business tool 

Caph. It is j — and yours too, Isidore f 
Ieid. Serv. It is so. 

Caph. ’Would we were all discharg'd ! A 
Var . Serv. I fcarii. 

Caph. Here comes the lord. 

Enter Timor, Alcibiadbo, and Lords, $c. 

Tim. So soon as dinner 's done, we 11 forth again, 

My Alcibiades.— With met What is your wdlt 
Caph. My lord, here is a note of certain dues. 

Tim- Dues ! whence are you 1 

Caph. Of Atlieos here, my lord. 

Tim. Go to my steward. 

Caph. Please it your lordshin, he hath put me off 
To the succession of new days this month : 

My master is awak'd by great occasion, 

To call upon his own : and humbly prays you, 

That with your other noble parts you’ll suit, 

In giving him his right. 

Tim. Mine honest friend, 

I prithee but repair to me next morning. 

Caph. Nay, good my lord, — 

Tim. Contain thyself, good friend. 

Var. Serv. One Varro ’s servant, my good lord, — 
ltd. Serv. From Isidore} 

He humbly (nays your speedy payment, — 

Caph. If you did know, my lord, my master's wants, — 
Var. Serv. T was dudda forfeiture, my lord, six weeks, 
And past,— 'y 

* Ouod men, Varro. It is remarkable that the nrvaaU In this 
scene take the names of their master*, like the Lord Duke and 
Sir Charles of * Hl«h Ufa Below Stabs. 1 
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] Is id. Serv. Your stewod puts me off, my lord j 
And I am sent expressly to your lordship. 

Tun. Give mebreath : — 

I do beseech you, good my lords, keep oo ; 

[.Exeunt Axcibiadu and Lords. 
1 11 wait upon you instantly.— -Come hither, pray you, 

[Tfc FLaviua. 

How goes the world that I am thus encounter'd 
With clamorous demands of debt, broken bonds, 

And the detention of long-tince-due debts, 

Against my honour 1 

Flav. Please you, geutleiuen. 

The time is unagreeable to mis business : 

Your importunacy cease till after dinner ; 

That I may make his lordship understand 
Wherefore you are not paid. 

Tim. Do so, my friends : 

See them well entertained. [Exit Timon. 

Flav. Pray draw near. [Exit Flav. 

Enter Apemxntus and Fool. 

Caph. Stav, stay, here comes the fool with Ape- 
raantus ; let s hare some sport with 'em. 

Var. Serv. Hang him, be 'll abuse us, 
laid. Serv. A plague upon him, dog ! 

Far. Serv. How dost^ tool ! 

Apem. Dost dialogue with thy shadow f 
Far. Serv. I speak not to thee. 

Apem. No ; ’t is to thyself. — Gome away. [7b the Tool, 
laid. Serv. [7b Van. Serv.] There *s the fool hatigs 
on your back already. 

Apem. No, thou stand's! single, thou alt not ou him 
y«t 

Capk. Where ’s the fool novrJK 
Apem. He last asked the question.— Poor rogues and 
usurers’ men! bawds between gold and want! 

AU Serv . What are we, Apemantusf 
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Apem. Aim. 

AUServ. Why? 

Apem. That you ask me wliat you are, and do nut 
know yourselves. — Speak to 'em, fool. 

FooL How do you, gentlemen ? 

AU Sere. Gramercies, good fool : How does your 
mistress? 

FooL She‘s e'en setting on water to scald such chick' 
ens os you are. 'Would He could see you at Coqnlii. 

Apem. Good ! Gramercy. A - 

Enter Page. 

FooL Look you, here comes ray mistress' page. 

Pape. [To the Fool.] Why, how now, captain? what 
do you in this wise company ? llow dost tliou, Ape* 
mantus? 

Apem. ’Would I had a rod in my mouth, tliat I 
might answer thee urofitably. 

Page. Prithee, Apemautus, read me the superscrip- 
tion of these letters ; 1 know not which is which. 

Apem. Camt wot read ? 

Page. No. 

Apem. There yjrSQLJ^tJe learning die then, that day 
thou art hanged. This is to lord Timon ; this to Aloi- 
biades. Go ; thou wait born a bastard, and thou ’It die 
a bawd. 

Paae. Thou wast whelped a dog; and thou shalt 
famish, a dog’s death. Answer not, I am gone. 

[Exit Pag®. 

Apem. Even so thou out-runn'st grace. Fool, I will 
go with you to lord Timon’s, 

Fool. Will you leave me .there ? 

Apem. If Timon stay at home. — You three serve 
three usurers? 

AU Serv. Ay ; would they served us I 

Apem. So would I, — as good a trick as ever hang- 
man served thief. 
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Fool. Are you three usurers' men t 

All Sort. Ay, fool. 

Fool. I think no usurer but has a fool to his servant : 
My mistress is one, and I am her fool. When men 
oorae to borrow of your masters, they approach sadly, 
and £0 away merry ; but they enter my mi str e ss ' house 
merrily, and go away sadly : The reason of this! 

For. Serv. I could render one. 

Apem. Do it then, that we may account thee a 
whoremaster and a knave; which notwithstanding, 
thou shalt be no less esteemed. 

Var. Serv. What is a whoremaster, fool t 

Fool. A fool in good clothes, and something like 
thee. ’T is a spirit : sometime it a> -'ars like a lord ; 
sometime like a lawyer ; sometime like a philosopher, 
with two stones more than his artificial one : He is very 
often like a knight, and, generally, in all sliapes that 
man goes up and down in, from fourscore to thirteen, 
this spirit walks in. 

For. Serv. Thou art not altogether a fool. 

Fool. Nor thou altogether a wise man: as much 
foolery os I have, so much wit thou lackest. 

Apem. That answer might have become Apemaatus. 

All Serv. Aside, aside ; here comes lord Tim on. 

Re-enter Timon and Flavius. 

Apem. Come with me, fool, come. 

Fool. I do not always follow lover, eider Drotner, 
and woman ; sometime, the philosopher. 

[Exeunt Apbmantub and Fool. 

Flat. 'Prey you, walk near j I '11 speak with you 
anon. [Exeunt Serv. 

Tim. Tou make me iparvcl: Wherefore, ere this 
time, 

Had you not fully laid my state before me ; 

That I might so have rated my expense, 

As I had leave of means f 
voi» xx. X 
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Flav You would nut hear tut, 

At many leisures I propos'd. 

: Tim, Go to : 

Perchance, tome siugle vantages you took, 

; When my indisposition nut you back ; 

! And that unaptoem made your minister/ 
i Thus to eacuse yourself. 

Flav. O my good lord ! 

At many times I brought in my accounts t 
Laid them before you ; you would throw tbed0e(£ 

And say, you found them in mine honesty. 

When, for some trifling present, you have bid me 
Return so much, 1 have shook my head, and wept : 
Yea, ’gainst the autliority of maimers, pray’d you 
To Lofd your hand more close : 1 did endure 
Not seldom, nor no slight clieclu ; when I have 
Prompted you, in the ebb of your estate. 

And your great flow of debts. My lov’d lord. 

Though you hear now, (too late !) yet now ’s a time, 
The greatert of your having lacks a half 
1 To nay your present debts. 

! Tim. Let all my land be sold. 

flav. T is atl engag'd, some forfeited and gone ; 
i And what remains will hardly stop the mouth 
j Of present dues : the future comes apace : 

Wliat shall defend die interim f and at length 
How goes our reckoning I 

Tim. To Lacedaemon did my land extend. 

Flav. O my good lord, the world is but a word ; 
Were it all yours, to give it in a breath, 

How quickly were it gone f 

Tim. You tell me true. 

Flav. If you suspect my husbandry, or falsehood, 
Call me before the exactest auditors, 

And set me on the proof. So the gods bless me, 

* The meaning of this eonatruetloii Is,— powhancs you node 
that uaaptneas your minister. 



TIMON OF ATH1N8. 


m 


When all out office* ■ bare been oppress’d 
With riotous feeder* ; when our vault* have wept 
With drunken spilth of wine; when every room 
Hath bias’d wim lights, and bmy*d with minstrelsy; * 
I have retirY me to a wasteful oock, 

And set mine eyes at flow. 

Tim. Prithee, no more. 

Flat. Heavens, have I said, the bounty of this 
lord ! 

How many prodigal bits have slaves, and peasants, 
This night ei (glutted ! Who is not Timon’s f 
I What heart, head, sword, force, means, but is lord 
j Timon’if 

j Great Timon, noble, wortliy, royal Timan t 

Ah ! when the means are gone that buy this praise, 

The breath is gone whereof this praise is made : 
Feast-won, fast-lost ; one cloud of winter showers, 
These flies are couch'd. 

Ti/rt. Come, sermon me no further t 

No villainous bounty yet hath pass'd my heart ; 
Unwisely, not ignobly, have I given. 

Why dost thou weep ? Const thou the conscience lack 
To think I shall lack fViends t Secure thy heart ; 

If I would broach the vessels of my love, 

And try the argument of hearts by Ixfrrowing, 

Men, and men's fortunes, could I frankly use, 

As I can bid thee speak. 

Flat. Assurance bless ynur thoughts ! 

Tim. And, in some sort, these wants of mine ore 
crown'd, 

That I account them blessings j for by these 
Shall I try friends : You ihedl perceive, how you 
Mistake my fortune* j I am wealthy in my friends. 
Within there ! — Flaminius ! Servilius ! 

* Offlott. These are not the apartments far servants, In our 
present •eecftattoo of the term, but rooms of hospitality. 

It 2 
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Enter FuiMiMiut, Skeyilius, and other Servants. 


Sen. My lord, my lord, — 

* Tim. 1 will deroateh yon severally. — You to 
Lucius, — to lord Luculfus you; I hunted with 
honour to-day; — you, to Semnronius: Commend 
to their loves ; and, 1 am proud, say, that my oocai 
have found time to use them toward a supply of money : 
let the request be fifty talents. . 

Flam. As you have said, my lord. 

Flat. Lord Lucius, and Lucullusf humph! [A ride. 

TXm. Oo you, sir, [to another Serr.l to the senators, 
(Of whom, even to the state's best health. I have 
Deserv'd this hearing,) bid ’em send o’ the instant 
A thousand talents to me. 

Flav. 1 have been bold, 

? ?or that I knew it the most general way,) 
o them to use your signet, and your name ; 

But they do shake their heads, and 1 am here 
No richer in return. 

Tim. Is 't true! can ’t be? 

Flav. They answer, in a joint and corporate voice, 
That now they are at fall, want treasure, cannot 
Do what they would ; are sorry — you are honourable, — 
But yet they could have wish’d — they know not — 
Something hath been amiss— a noble nature 
May catch a wrench — would all were well — ’t is pity— 
Ana so, intending other serious matters, 

After distasteful looks, and these hard fractions, 

With certain half-caps, and cold-moving nods, 

They froze me into silence. 

Tim. You gods, reward them I 

'Prithee, man, look cheerly ! These old fellows 
Have their ingratitude in them hereditary : 

Their blood is cak'd, 't is cold, it seldom flows; 

'T is lack of kindly warmth, they are not kind ; 

And nature, as it grows again toward earth, 
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Is fashion'd for the journey, dull, and lieavy. 

Go to Ventidius, — \to a Serv.] ’Prithee, [to Flavius] 
be not sad, 

Th«n art true and honest ; ingeniously I speak, 

No blamr belongs to thee : — [fo Serv.J Ventidius lately 
Buried his father ; by whose death he 's stepp'd 
Into a great estate : when he was poor, 

Imprison'd, and in scarcity of friends, 

I clear'd him with five talents. Greet him from me ; 
Bid him suppose some good necessity 
Touches his mend, which craves to be remember'd 
With those five talents : — tliat had, [to Flav.] give 't 
these fellows 

To whom 't is instant due. Ne'er speak, or think 
That Timon's fortunes ’mong his friends can sink. 

Flav. I would I could not think it ; That thought 
is bounty’s foe ; 

I Being free itself it thinks all others so. [Exeunt 
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ACT III. 

SCENIC L— ^Athens. A Room in Lucullus's Ilouoe. 

I Flaminius waiting. Enter a Servant to Aim. 

' Sere. 1 have told my lord of yot’, ha is coping 
| down to you. 1* f 

Flam. I thank you, sir. 

I Enter Lucdllus. 

| Serv. Hire 1 my lord. 

Lucid. [Aeide.'] One of lord Timon's man? a gift, 

I I warrant. Why, this hits right ; 1 dreamt of a silver 
liason and ewer to-night. Flam ini us, honest Flaminius ; 
j you are very respectively * welcome, air. — Fill me some 
I wine. — [Exit Servant.] And how does that honourable, 

| complete, free-hearted gentleman of Athens, thy very 
bountiful good lard and master 1 
Flam. His health is well, sir. 

Lucid. 1 am right glad that his health is well, sir : 
And what bast thou there under thy cloak, pretty 
FI am ini us? 

Flam. ’Faith, nothing but an empty box, sir ; which, 
in m v lord’s behalf, I come to entreat your honour to 
supply; who, having great and instant occasion to ure 
fifty talents, hath sent to your lordship to furnish him, 
nothing doubting your present assistance therein. 

Luoul. La, la, la, la, — nothing doubting, says he? 
alas, good lord ! a noble gentleman ’t is, if he would 
not keep so good a house. Many a time and often I I 
ha* dined with him, and told him on ’t ; and come j 
again to supper to him, of purpose to have him spend | 
lass : and yet he would embrace no counsel, take no | 
• JtapsetwJy— respectfully. 1 
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warning by my coming. Every man hat hit fault, and 
honesty ■ is his ; I ha’ told him on ’t, but I could ne'er 
get him from *t. 

Reenter Servant, with wine. 

Ben. Please your lordship, here is the wine. 

Lucul. Flamimus, 1 have noted thee always wise. 
Here ’s to thee. 

Flam. Your lordship speaks your pleasure. 

Lucul. 1 have observed thee always for a towardly 
prompt spirit, — give thee thy due, — and one that knows 
what belongs to reason ; and canst use the time well, if 
the time use thee well : good parts in thee — Get you 
gone, sirrah. — [To the Servant, who goee out.] — Draw 
nearer, honest Flaminius. Thy lord 's a bountiful 
gentleman : but thou art wise ; and thou know’st well 
enough, although thou comet to me, that this is no time 
to lend money ; especially upon bare friendship, with- 
out security. Here 's three solidares for thee : good 
boy, wink at me, and say thou saw’st me not. Fare 
thee well. 

Flam. Is ’t possible, the world should so much differ: 
And we alive, that liv'd f Fly, damned baseness, 

To him that worships thee ! 

[ Throwing the money away. 

Lucul. Ha ! now I see thou art a fool, and fit fur thy 
master. [Exit Lucuxxos. 

Flam. May these add to the number that may scald 
thee ! 

Let molten coin be thy damnation, 

Thou disease of a friend, and not himself ! 
i Has friendship such a faint and milky heart, 

It turns in less than two nights ? O you gods, 

I feel my master's passion ! This slave unto his honour 
Has mv lord’s meat in him ; 

Why should it thrive, and turn to nutriment, 

■ Honesty Is here used la the sense of liberality. 
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Whni he is turn'd to poison f 
O, may diif i f only work upon 't ! 

And, when he ’■ sick to death, let not dud pail of 
nature 

Which my lord paid for, be of any power 

To expel sickness, but prolong his hour ! [Exit. 

SCENE IL — A public Place. 

Enter Lucius, with Three Strangers. n . 

Le to* Who, the lord Timon 1 he is my very good 
friend, and an honourable gentleman. 

1 Stran. We know him for no less, though we are 
but strangers to him. But I can tell you one thing, my 
lord, and which 1 hear from common rumours : now 
lord Timon 's happy hours are done and past, and his 
estate shrinks from him. 

Luc. Fye no, do not believe it ; he cannot want for 
money. 

2 Stran. But believe you this, my lord, tliat, not 
long ago, one of his men was with the lord Lucullus, to 
borrow so many talents ; nay, urged extremely for 't, 
and showed what necessity belonged to ’t, and yet was 
denied. 

Luc. Howf 

2 Stran. I tell you, denied, my lord. 

Luc. What a strange case was that ? now, before the 
gods, I am ashamed on't. Denied that honourable man ; 
there was very little honour showed in ’t. For my own 
part. I must needs confess I have received some small 
kindnesses from him, as money, plate, jewels, and such 
like trifles, nothing comparing to his ; yet, had he mis- 
took him, and sent to me, I should ne'er have denied 
Ids occasion so many talents. 

Enter Sb&vilxus. 

Str. See, by good hap, yonder ’» my lord } I have 
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sweat to see his itonour. — My honoured lord, — 

[7b Lucius. 

Luc. Servilius ! you are kindly met, sir. Fare thee 
well : — Commend me to thy honourable virtuous lord, 
my very jcquisite friend. 

Star. Maj it please your honour, my lord hath sent — 

Luc. Ha! what has lie sent? 1 am so much endeared 
to that lord ; he 's ever sending : How shall I thank 
him, think’st thou ? And what has he sent now ? 

Ser. He has only sent bis present occasion now, my 
lend : requesting your lordship to supply his instant use 
with so many talents. 

Luc . I know his lordship is but merry with me ; He 
cannot want fifty -five hundred talents. 

Ser. But in the mean time he wants less, my lord. 

If his occasion were not virtuous, 

I should not urge it lialf so faithfully. 

Luc. Dost thou speak seriously, Serviliu* ? 

Ser. Upon my soul ’t is true, sir. 

Luc. What a wicked beast was I, to disfumish my- 
self against such a good time, when 1 might have shown 
myself honourable ! How unluckily it happened, that I 
should purchase the day before for a little part, and 
undo a great deal of honour ! — Servilius, now before 
the gods I am not able to do % the more beast, 1 say : 
— I was sending to use lord Tiinon myself, these gen- 
tlemen can witness ; but I would not, for the wealth of 
Athens, 1 had done 't now. Commend me bountifully 
to his good lordship : and I hope his honour will con- 
ceive the fairest of me, because I have no power to be 
kind : — And tell him this from me, 1 count it one of 
my greatest afflictions, say, that I cannot pleasure such 
an honourable gentleman. Good Servilius, will you 
befriend me so far, as to use mine own words to him f 

Ser. Yes, sir, 1 shall. 

Luo. 1 ’ll look you out a good turn, Servilius.— 

[Exit Ssbyilxus. 
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True, m you Mid, Timon is shrunk, indeed ; 

And be that ’• once denied will hardly ipml. 

[Exit Ldoius. 

1 Strum. Do you oieenre this, Uoetiliu*? 

% Strati. Ay, too well. 

1 Strom. Why this is the world's soul ; 

And just of the same piece 

Is every flatterers sport : who ran call him his fiieod 
That dips in the same dish f for, iu my knowing. >* 
Timon has been this lord's fatiier, ~ 

And kept his credit with his purse } 

Supported his estate ; nay, Timon's money 
Has paid his men their wages : He ne'er drinks, 

But Timon's silver treads upon his lip : 

And yet, (O, see the monstrousness of man 
When he looks out in an ungrateful shape I) 

He does deny him, in respect of his, 

What charitable men afford to tieggars. 

3 Stran. Religion groans at it. 

1 Strom. For mine own part, 

I never tasted Timon in my life, 

Nor came any of his bounties over me, 

To mark me for his friend - } yet, 1 protest. 

For his right noble mind, illustrious virtue, 

And honourable carriage, 

Had his necessity made use of me, 

1 would have put my wealth into donation, 

And the best half should have return’d to him, 

So much I love his heart : But, I perceive, 

Men must learn now with pity to dispense : 

For policy site above conscience. \ExeumL 

SCENE III . — A Room in Seroprooius'f House. 
Enter Sbmpronius, and a Servant qf Timon’s. 
Sens. Must he needs trouble me in ’tf Humph ! 
*bove all others f 
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He might hare tried lord Lucias, or Lacullus; 

And now Ventidine is wealthy too, 

Whom lie redeem'd from prison : All these 
Owe their estates onto him. 

Scrv. My lord, 

They have all lieen touch'd and found base metal ; • 
For they have all denied him ! 

Srm. How ! have they denied him t 

Has Ventidius and Lucullus denied him t 
Ami does he send to me ? Three ? humph ! — 

It shows but little love or judgment in him. 

Must I be his lost refuge 1 His friends, like phy- 
sicians, 

Thrice give him over : Must 1 take th’ cure upon me f 
H* has much disgrac'd me in 't, I 'm angry at him, 
That might have known my place : 1 see no sense for 't. 
But his occasions might have woo'd me first ; 

For, in my conscience, 1 was the first man 
That e’er receiv'd gift from him : 

And does he think so backwordly of me now, 

That 1 11 requite it last? No. 

So it may prove an argument of laughter 
To the rest, and 'mongst lords 1 be thought a fool. 

1 had rather than the worth of thrice the sum, 

H’ had sent to me first, but for my mind's sake ; 

1 had such a courage to do him good. But now return, 
And with their faint reply this answer join ; 

Who bates mine honour, shall not know my coin, 

Serv. Excellent ! Your lordship 's a goodly villain. 
The devil knew not what he did when he made man 
politic ; lie crossed himself by ’t : and I cannot think, 
but, in the end, the villainies of man will set him okar. 
How fairly this lord strives to appear foul ! take* vir- 
tual* copies to be wicked ; like those that, under hot 
ardent seal, would set whole realms on fire: Of such a 
nature is his politic love. 
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Tbit wit my lord'* bad hope ; now all are fled, 

Save only tbe god* : Now bit friend* an dead. 

Boon that were ne'er acquainted with their ward* 
Many a bounteous year, mutt be employ'd 
Now to guard wire their matter. 

And this ie all a liberal course allows ; 

Who ca nn ot keep hi* wealth must keep hi* liouse. 

f&tf. 

SCENE I.V.— A Hall in Tiroon's Hou&. 

Enter txco Servants of Varro, and the Servant of Lu- 
cius, meeting Titus, Hobtewsius, and other Ser- 
vants to Timon's creditors, waiting hie coming out. 

Var. Serv. Well met; good-morrow, Titus and 
Hortemius. 

Tit The like to you, kind Varro. 

Hot. Lucius ? 

What, do we meet together? 

Luc. Sen . Ay, and 1 think 

One business doth command us all ; for mine 
Is money. 

Tit. So is theirs and ours. 

Enter Phllotus. 

Luc. Sen. And, sir, 

Philotus too ! 

Phi. Good day at once. 

Luc. Sen. Welcome, good brother. 

What do you think the hour ? 

Phi. Labouring for nine. 

Luc. Sen. So much ? 

Phi. Is not my lord seen yet f 

Tmc. Sere. Not yet. 

Phi. I wonder on ’t j he was wont to shine at seven. 
hue. Sen. Ay, but the days are waxed shorter with 
ldw) ; 
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You must consider, that a prodigal count 
Is like the sun’s ; but not, like his, re cov er a ble. 

1 fear, 

T is deepest winter in lord Timon’s purse ; 

That is, tmnmay reach deep enough, and yet 
Find little. 

Phi. I am of your fear for that. 

Tit. I ’ll show you how to observe a strange event. 
Your lord sends now for money. 

Hor. Mott true, he does. 

Tit. And he wears jewels now of Timon’s gift, 

For which I wait for money. 

Hor. It is against ray heart. 

Luo. Sort. Mark, bow strange it shows, 

Timon in this should pay more than be owes : 

And e'en as if your lord should wear rich jewels, 

And send for money for 'em. 

Hor. I am weary of this charge, the gods can witness : 
I know, my lord hath spent of Timon ’s wealth, 

And now ingratitude makes it worse tlian stealth. 

1 Far. Serv. Yes, mine ’■ three thousand crowns: 
What 's youra ¥ 

Luc. Serv. Five thousand mine. 

1 Far. Serv. T is much deep : and it should seem 
by the sum. 

Your master’s confidence was above mine : 

Else, surely, his had equal I’d. 

Enter Flakiniub. 

Tit One of lord Timon’s men. 

Luo. Serv. Flaminius ! sir, a word : ’Pray, is my lord 
ready to come forth I 

Flam. No, indeed, he is not 
Tit We attend his lordship ; Tray, signify so much. 
Flam. I need not tell him that; he knows you am 
too diligent f&ft Flauiviub. 
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Enter Flaw* HI « ctoo*, mvjfltd. 

Luc. Sent. Ha! it not tittt hit steward muffled so? 
He goes away in a cloud : call him, call him. 

Tit. Do you hear, tir t 
1 Var. Sent. By your leave, sir,— 

Flat. What do you ask of me, my friend f 
Tit. We wait for certain money here, tir. 

Floe. “ 

If money were at certain at your waiting, •* 

T were tore enough. 

Why then preferr'd you not your turn* and bills. 

When your false matters eat of my lord's meat t 
; Then they could smile, and fawn upon hit debts. 

And take down th* interest iuto their gluttonous maws. 
You do yourselves but wrong, to stir me up) 

Let me pass quietl y : 

Believe t, my lord and I hare made an end ; 

I Itave no more to reckon, he to spend. 

Lite. Sere. A r, hut this answer will not serve. 

Flat. If ’t will not serve, ’t is uot so bate as you ; 
For you serve knaves. [Exit. 

1 Var. Serv. How ! what does his cashier’d worship 
mutter f 

2 Var. Serv. No matter what; he ’s poor, and that’s 
revenge enough. Who can speak broader than he that 
has no house to put his head inf Such may mil against 
great buildings. 

Enter Sbrviliui. 

Tit. O, here’s Servilius; now we shall know some 
answer. 

Ser. If I might beseech you* gentlemen, to repair 
some other hour, I should derive much from ’t t for, 
take ’t of my soul, my lord leans wond’rously to dis- 
content. His comfortable temper has forsook him ; he 
is much out of health, and keeps his chamber. 
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Luc. Serv. Many do keep their chamber* are not 
•ick: 

And if it be so far beyond his health, 

Methink*, he should the sooner pay his debts, 

And make a clear way to the gods. 

. Ser. Good gods ! 

Tit. We cannot take tliis for answer, sir. 

Flam. [Within.] Serviliup, help! — my lord! my 
lord! 

Enter Timon, in a rage ; Fi.au inium following . 
Tim. What, are my doors opptw’d against my pas- 
sage Y 

Have I been ever free, and must my house 

Be my retentive enemy, my gaol Y 

The place which 1 have feasted, does it now, 

Like all mankind, show me an iron licart Y 
Luc. Serv. Put in now, Titus. 

Tit. My lord, here is my bill. 

Luc. Serv. Here 's mine. 

Ilor. Serv. And mine, my hnd. 

Both Var. Serv. Anil ours, my lord. 

Phi. All our bills. 

Tim. Knock me down with ’em : cleave me to the 
girdle.* 

Luc. Serv. Alas ! my lord,— 

Tim. Cut my heart in sums. 

Tit. Mine, fifty talents. 

Tim. Tell out my blood. 

Luc. Sem. Five thousand crowns, my lord. 

Tim. Five thousand drops pays thut. 

What yours ! — and yours Y 
1 Var. Serv. My lord, — 

* The quibble which Timon here eaplo>s it oted by Dekker 
in his 4 Gull’s Hornbook — “ They durst not ttrihe down their 
customer* With Urge Wit the sllusiou U to Wk, or beLtle- 

Wtf. 
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S Far. Serv. My lord,— 

Tim. Tear me, take me, and tbe godi (all upon gu! 

Hot. Taith, I perceive our matters may throw their 
caps at their money ; these debts may well be called 
desperate ones, for a madman owes 'em. [EzeunU 

Re-enter Tiuon and Flavius. 

Tim. They have e’e^ put my breath fan tn% the 
■laves : ^ ^ 

Creditors !— devils. 

Flan. My dear lord, — 

Tim. What if it should be so T 
Flat. My lord,— 

T\m. I *11 have it so : — My steward ! 

Flat. Here, my lord. 

Tim. So, fitly. Go, bid all my friends again, 
Lucius, Lucullus, and Sempronius ; all : 

1 *11 once more (least the rascals. 

Flat. O my lord, 

You only speak from your distracted soul ; 

There is not so much left, to furnish out 
A moderate table. 

Tim . Be *t not in thy care ; goy 

I charge thee ; invite them all ; let in tbe tide 
Of knaves once more ; my cook and I *11 provide. 

[E xm m t . 

SCENE V. — The Senate House. 

The Senate fitting. Enter Alcibiadbs, attended. 

1 Sen. My lord, you liavemy voice to it; 

The fault *s bloody ; 

T is necessary he should die : 

Nothing emboldens sin so much as mercy. 

% Sen . Most true ; the law shall bruise him. 

Alcib. Honour, healtli, and compassion to the senate! 
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l Sen. Now, captain. 

Alcib. I am an humble suitor to your virtue*; 

Few pity is the virtue of tlie law, 

And none but tyrant* use it cruelly. 

It please* t* ne, and fortune, to lie heavy 
Upon a friend of mine, who, in hot blood. 

Hath stepp'd into the law, which i« past depth 
To those tnat, without heed, do plunge into ’t. 

He is a man, setting hi* fate aside, 

Of comdy virtues : 

Nor did he soil the fact with cowardice ; 

(An honour in him, which buys out his fault,) 

Hut, with a noble fury, and fhir spirit, 

Seeing his reputation touch'd to death, 

He did oppose his foe : 

And with such sober and unnoted passion 
He did behave his anger, ere 't was spent. 

As if he had but prov'd an argument. 

1 Sen. You undergo too strict a paradox, 

Striving to make an ugly deed look fair : 

Your words have took such pains, as if they labour'd 
To bring manslaughter into form, and set quarrelling 
Upon the head of valour ; which, indeed, 

Is valour raisbegot, and came into the world 
When sects and factions were newly born : 

He s truly valiant that can wisely suffer 
The wont that man can breathe ; 

And make his wrongs his outsides, 

To wear them like his raiment, carelenly ; 

And ne'er prefer his injuries to his heart, 

To bring it into danger. 

If wrongs be evils, and Enforce us kill, 

What folly 't is to hazard life for ill 1 
Alcib. My lord, — 

1 Sen . You cannot make gross sins look clear ; 

To revenge is no valour, but to bear. 

Abib . My lords, then, under favour, pardon me, 

VOL. XX. L 
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If I speak like a captain.-— 

Why do fond men expose themselves to liallle, 

And not endure all threats f sleep upon 't, 

And let the foes quietly cut their throats, 

Without repugnancy t If there be 

Such valour iu the bearing, what make we 

Abroad f why then, women are mat valiant, 

That stay at home, if bearing carry 
And flie asa, more captain than the lion { 

The fellow loaden with irons, wiser than the Jndfp, 

If wisdom be in suffering. O my lords, 

As you are gnat, be pitifully good : 

Who cannot condemn rashness in oold blood f 
To kill, I grant, is sin's extreme* gust j 
But, in defence, by mercy, ’t is most just. 

To be in anger is impiety ; 

But who is man that is not angry ! 

Weigh but the crime with this. 

3 Sen. You breathe in rain. 

Alcib. In vainf his service done 

At Lacediemon, end Bysantium, 

Were a sufficient briber for his life. 

1 Sen. What 's tliat T 

Alcib. Why, say, my herds, h’ has done fair serrice, 
And slain in fight many of your enemies : 

How fall of valour did be bear himself 

In the last conflict, and made plenteous wounds! 

2 Sen. He has made too much plenty with 'em. 

He 's a sworn rioter : he has a sin 

That often drowns him, adi takes bis valour prisoner t 
If there were no foes, that were enough 
To overcome him : in that beastly fury 
He has been known to commit outrages, 

And cherish factions : ’t is inferr'd to us, 

His days are foul, and bis drink dangerous. 

1 Sen. He dies, 

AJoib. Hard fate l be might hare died in war. 
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My lords, if not for any parts in him, 

(Though his right arm might purchase his own time. 
And be in debt to none,) yet, more to move you, 

Take my deserts to his, and join 'em both : 

And, for I Viow, your reverend ages love security, 
j I 'll pawn my victories, all my honour to you, 

; Upon his good returns. 

If by this crime he owes the law his life, 

{ Why let the war receive ’t in valiant gore ; 

For law is strict, and war is nothing more. 

! I Sen. We are for law, lie dies ; urge it no more, 

On height of our displeasure : Friend, or brother, 
i He forfeits his own blood that spills another. 

I Alcib. Must it be so ? it must not be. My lords, 

I do beseech you, know me. 

2 Sen. How ? 

Alcib. Call me to your remembrances. 

3 Sen. Wliatf 

Alcib. I cannot think but your age has forgot me ; 

It could not else be I should prove so base, 

To sue, and be denied such common grace : 

My wounds aclie at you. 

I Sen. Do you dare our anger 1 
T is in few words, but spacious in effect ; 

We banish thae for ever. 

Alcib. Banish me f 

Banish your dotage ; banish usury, 

That makes the senate ugly. 

1 Sen. If, after two days’ shine, Athens contain thee. 
Attend our weightier judgrril&t. And, not to swell our 
spirit, 

He shall be executed presently. [ Exeunt Senators. 

Alcib. Now the gods keep you old enough ; that you 
may live 

Only in hone, that none may look on you ! 

I 'm woise than mod : I have kept back their foes, 
While they hare told their money, and let out 

l. 2 
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Their coin upon large interest ; 1 myself, 

Rich only in large hurts : — All those, for ths ? 

Is this the balsam, that the usuring senate 
Pours into captains' wounds f Banishment! 

It comes not ill ; I hate not to be banish'd ; 

It is a cause worthy my spleen and fury, 

That 1 may strike at Athens. 1 'll clieer up 
My discontented troops, and lay for hearts. 

T is honour with moot lands to be at odds { 

Soldiers should brook as little wrongs as gods. * [Exit. 

SCENE VL — A magnificent Room in Timon’s 
House. 

Music. Tables set out : Servants attending. Enter 
divers Lords, at several doors. 

1 Lord. The good time of day to you, sir. 

2 Lord. I also wish it to yon. I think this honour- 
able lord did but try us this other day. 

1 Lord. Upon that were my thoughts tiring, when 
we encountered : 1 hope it is not so low with him, as he 
made it seem in the trial of his several frieuds. 

2 Lord. It should not be, by the persuasion of his 
new feasting. 

1 Lord. 1 should think so: He hath sent me an 
earnest inviting, which many my near occasions did 
urge jpe to put off ; but he hath conjured me beyond 
them, and I must needs appear. 

2 Lord. In like manner was I in debt to my impor- 
tunate business, but he woAd not liear my excuse. I 
am sorry, when he sent to borrow of me, that my provi- 
sion was out. 

1 Lord. I am sick of that grief too, as I understand 
bow all things go. 

2 Lord. Every man here ’» so. What would be have 
borrowed of you 1 

1 Lord. A thousand pieces. 
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2 Lord. A thousand pieces l 

1 Lord. What of you! 

3 Lord. He sent to me, »ir. — Here he oornes. 

Enter Timoh and Attendants. 

Tim. With all my heart, gentlemen both:— And 
Ikjw fare youl 

1 Lord. Ever at the beet, hearing well of your lord- 
ship. 

j 2 Lord. The swallow follows not summer more will- 
I ing than we your lordship. 

Tim. [ Aeide .] Nor more willingly leaves winter; 
such summer-birds are men. — Gentlemen, our dinner 
will not recompense this long stay : feast your ears witL 
the music awhile ; if they will fare so harshly on the 
trumpet's sound : we shall to 't presently. 

1 Lord. 1 hope it remains not unkindly with your 
lordship, that 1 returned you an empty messenger. 

Tim. O, sir, let it not trouble you. 

2 Lord. My noble lord, — 

Tim. Ah, my good friend ! what cheer f 

[The banquet brought in. 

2 Lord. My most honourable lord, 1 am e'en sick of 
shame, that when your lordship this other day sent to 
me I was so unfortunate a beggar. 

Tim. Think not on ’t, sir. 

2 Lord. If you had sent but two hours before^— 

Tim. Let it not cumber your better remembv&ce. — 
Come, hying in all together. 

2 Lord . All covered dishes ! 

1 Lord. Royal cheer, 1 warrant you. 

3 Lord. Doubt not that, if money, and the season, 
can yield it. 

I Lord. How do you f What ’s the news f 

3 Lord. Alcibiades is banished : Hear you of it I 

1 4* 2 Lord. Alcibiades banished ! 

3 Lord. 'T is so, be sure of it. 
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1 Lord. How? howt 
3 Ixtrd. I pray you upon what f 
Tim. My worthy friend*, will you draw near T 
3 Lord. 1 *11 tell you more anon. Here • a nobis 
ftaet toward. 

% Lord. Tlii* it tlie old man *till. 

3 Lord. Will 't Imld, will ’t hold? 

3 Lord. Jt doe* : but time will — and io — 

3 Lord. I do conceive. 

Tim. Kacli man to hi* stool, with that spife-as lie 
would to the lip of hi* mistress: your diet diall be in 
all places alike. Make not a city feast of it, to let the 
meat cool ere we can agree upon the first place : Sit, 
sit. The gods require our thanks. 

You great benefactors, sprinkle our society with thank- 
fulness. For your own gil\# make yourselves praised : 
but reserve still to give lest your deities be despised. 
Lend to each man enough, that one need not lend to 
another: for, were your godheads to borrow of men, men 
would forsake the gods. Make the meat lie beloved, 
more than the man tliat gives it Let no assembly of 
twenty be without a score of villains: If there sit twelve 
women at tlie table, let a dozen of them be — as they 
are. — The rest of your fees, O gods, — the senators of 
Athens, together with the common lag of peonle,— what 
is amiss in them, you gods, make suitable fur destruc- 
tion. For these my present friends, as they are to me 
nothing so in nothing bless them, and to nothing are | 
they welcome. 

Uncover, dogs, and lap. 

{The dishes uncovered, are full of warm water. 
Some speak. What does his lordship meant 
Some other. I know nob 
Tim. May you a better feast never behold, 

You knot of mouth-friends! smoke and lukewarm 
water 

Is your perfection. This is Timon's last ; 
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Who stuck and spangled you with flatteries, 

Washes it off, and sprinkles in your faces 

[Throwing water in their facte* 
Your reeking villain v. Live loath'd, and long. 

Most smiliij, smooth, detested parasite*. 

Courteous destroyers, affable wolves, meek Itears, 

You fools of fortune, trencher-friendi, time's flies, 

' Cap and knee slaves, vapours and minute-jacks! 
i Of man, and beast, t!»e infinite malady 
Crust you quite o'er ! — What, dost thou go f 
Soft, take thy physic first — thou too, — and thou 

[ Throws the dishes at thcm t and drives them out. 
Stay, I will lend thee money, farrow none — 

What, all in motion f Henceforth be no feast, 
Whereat a villain 's not a welcome guest. 

Bum, house j sink, Athens ! henceforth haled be 
Of Timon, man, and all humanity. [Exit. 

Re-enter the Lords, sotfk other Lords, and Senators. 

1 Lord. How now, my lords ? 

2 Lord. Know you the quality of lord Timon's fury f 

3 Lord. Piihl did you see my cap? 

4 Lord. 1 have lost my gown. 

3 Lord. He 's bnt a mau lord, and nought but hu- 
mour sways him. He gave me a jewel the other day, 
and now he has beat it out of my hat : — Did you see 
my jewel ? 

4 Lord. Did you see my cap 1 

2 Lord. Here 't is. 

4 Lord . Here lies my gown. 

1 Lord. Let '« make no stay. 

2 Lord. Lord Timon ’■ mad. 

§ LonL I feel ’t upon my bones. 

4 Lora. One day he girts *us diamonds, next day 
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. ACT IV. 

SCENE I. — Without tiu Wall* o/Atfaew. 

Enter Tiuon. 

Tim. Let me look back upon thee. O 
Tlat girdles m those wolves, dive in tlie earth, 0 . 

And fence not Atliens ! ■ Matrons turn, incontinent ! 
Obedience fail in children ! Slaves and fools 
Pluck tlw grave wrinkled Senate from the bench, 

And minister in their steads ! To general filths 
Convert,* o’ the instant, green Virginity— 

Do ’t in your parent's eyes ! Bankrupts, hold lost 5 
Rather than render back, out with your knives, 

And cut your trusters' throats ! Bound servants, steal ! 
Large-handed robbers your grave masters are, 

And pill by law ! Maid, to thy master's bed ; 

Thy mistress is o’ the brothel ! Son of sixteen. 

Pluck the lin'd crutch from thy eld limping sire, 

* With it beat out his brains ! Piety and fear, 

Religion to the gods, peace, justice, truth, 

Domestic awe, mght rest, and neighbourhood, 
Instruction, manners, mysteries, and trades, 

Degrees, observances, customs, and laws, 

Decline to your confounding contraries, 

And yet cohJusion live ! — Plagues, incident to men, 
Your potent And infectious fevers heap 

% Wrf follow the punctuation of the original. When Tlmon 
says, " let me look book upon tliee,” he apostrophises the city 
generally-Jthe seat of his splendour and his misery. To say 
nothing of the metrical beauty or the pause after tiee, there fa 
much greater force and propriety, as It appears to ps, la the 
arrangement which we adopt. 

* (Smart is here used In the sense of tens— tom yourself 
u green virginity.” 
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On Athens, ripe for stroke! Thou cold sciatica, 1 

Cripple our senators, Uiat their limbs may halt , 

As lamely as their manners ! Lust and liberty 
Creep in the minds and marrows of -our youth; 

That ’gams(, the stream of virtue they may strive, 

And drown themselves in riot! Itches, blain% 

; Sow all the Athenian bosoms ; and their crop 

Be general lej>rosy ! Breath infect breath ; J 

| That their society, as their friendship, may { 

j Be merely poison ! Nothing 1 ’ll bear from thee, 

! But nakedness, thou detestable town ! j 

Take thou that too, witli multiplying bans! i 

Timon will to the woods; where he shall find 
j The unkindest beast more kinder than mankind. 

; The gods confound (hear me, you good gods all) 

, The Athenians both within and out that wall ! 

I And grant, as Timon grows, his hate may grow I 

To the whole race of mankind, high and low ! | 

Amen. [Exit. ! 

SCENE II. — Athens. A Room in Timon ’« Bouse. 
Enter Fi.avxus, with Tu>o or Three Servants. 

1 Serv. Hear you, master steward, where ’s our master? 
Are we undone? cast off? nothing remaining? 

Flav. Alack, my fellows, what should I say to you? 

Let me he recorded by the righteous gods, 

I am os poor as you. 

1 Serv. Such a house broke ! . * 

So noble a master fallen ! All gone ! and not 
One friend to take his fortune by the arm, 

And go along with him ! 

2 Serv. As we do turn our backs 

From our companion thrown into bis grave, ■ 

So "his familiars to his buried fortunes 

Slink all away ; leave their false vows with him, 

lake empty purses pick'd : and his poor selfj 
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A dedicated beggar to the air. 

With his dieaaes of all-elwnn'd poverty, 

Walks, like co n te m p t, alone. — More of oar Ml owe. 
Enter other Sen* ants. 

Flat . All broken implements of a ruin'd iiouse. 

3 Serv. Yet do our hearts wear Timon '• livery, 

Hint see 1 by our faces ; we are fellows still, 

Serving alike in sorrow : Leak'd is our bark] 

And we, poor mates, stand on the dying deck, fr 
Hearing the surges throat : we must all part 
Into this sea of air. 

Flav. Good fellows all. 

The latest of my wealth 1 11 share amongst you. 
Wherever we shall meet, fur Ti moo's nke, 

Let '■ yet be fellows ; let ’s shake our heads, and say, 
As 1 were a knell unto our roaster's fortunes, 

“ We have seen better days." Let each take some ; 

[ Giving them money. 

Nay, put out all your hands. Not (me word more : 
Thus part we rich in sorrow, parting poor. 

[Exeunt Servants. 

O, the fierce* wretchedness that glory brings us ! 

Who would not wish to be from wealth exempt, 

Since riches point to misery and contempt! 

Who ’d be so mock'd with plory 1 or to live 
Bat in a dream of friendship! 

To have bis pomp, and all what state compound*, 

But only painted, like his varnish'd friends ? 

Poor honest lord, brought low by his own heart; 
Undone by goodness ! Strange, unusual blood,* 

When man's wont sin is, he does too muoh good 1 
Who then dares to be half so kind again! 

For bounty, that makes gods, does still mar men. 

My dearest lord, — bless'd to be most accun'd, 

Rich, only to be wretched — thy great fortunes 
* Fierce— violent, excessive. k Blood— natural disposition. 
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An* made thy chief affliction*. Alai, kind lord ! 

He ’t flung iu rage from thi* iingm^aful seat 
Of monstrous friends : 

Nor has he with him to supply his life, 

Or that wind' can command it. 

! 1 *11 follow, and inquire him out : 

i I’ll ever serve his mind with my best will; 

Whilst I have gold 1 ’ll be bis steward still. [£r& 

SCENE III.— The Woodi. 

Enter Tjmon. 

Tim. O blessed breeding sun, draw from tlie earth 
Rotten humidity ; below thy sister's orb 
I Infect the air! Twinn’d brothers of one wornli, — 
i Whose procreation, residence, and birth, 
j Scarce is dividant, — touch tlieni with several fortunes; 
The greater scorns the lesser : Not nature, 

To whom all sores lay siege, can bear great fortune, 

Bat by contempt of nature : 

Raise me this beggar, and deny ’t that lord ; 

The senator shall bear contempt hereditary, 

The beggar native honour : 

It is the pasture lards the brother's sides, 

The want that makes him lean.* Who dares, who dares, 

* There is considerable obscurity iu nil this passage. both in 
the progress of the thought and the form of expression. It 
appears to us that It may be simplified by heuring in mind that 
one idea runs through the whole from the commencement, 
"furftm'd brother! " down to “ tAe «wu»* tAa* mates him tom." 
Touch the twinn’d brothers with several fortunes, that Is, with 
different fortunes, and the greater scorns the lesser. The noei 
then interposes a reflection that man's nature, obnoxious as it fs 
to all miseries, cannot hear great fortune without contempt of 
kindred nature. The greater and the leaser brothers now 
change places J — 

" Raise me this Iwggar, and deny *t that lord." 

The lord is now despised, the beggar now honoured ; and the 
poet goes on to show that the difference of property is the sola 



T1MON or ATHEtoi. 


[Act IV, 


IM 

In purity of manhood stand upright, 

And my, “This man i a flatterer" f If one be, 

So are they all ; fur every grire* of fortune 
la smooth'd by that below : die learned pate 
Ducks to ihe gulden fool : All is oblique ; 

There 's nothing level in our cursed natures, 

But direct villainy. Therefore, be ablton'd 
All leasts, societies, and throngs of men ! 

His semblatde, yea, himself, Titnon disdains : 

Destruction fang mankind ! — Earth, yield meftrpts ! 

[Dicing. I 

Who seeks for better of thee, sauce his palate ! 

With thy most operant poison ! What is beret 
Gold? yellow, glittering, precious gold! 

No, gods, 1 am no idle votarist. 

Roots, you clear heavens! Thus much of thi% will 
make 

Black, white ; foul, fair; wrong, right; 

Base, noble ; old, young ; coward, valiant 
Ha, you gods I why thuf What this, you godsf Why 
this 

Will lug your priests and servants from your sides : 

Pluck stout men's pillows from below their heads :■ 

This yellow slave 

Will knit and break religions ; bless the accun’d ; 

Hake the hoar leprosy adocM ; place thieves, 

And give them title, knee, and approbation, 

With senators on the bench : this is it, 

euas of the difference of estimation. He pats this fa the most 
ooatemplaaas way, making the power of feeding and falUmiug 
eonstitate the great distioetkm between die mother, whom i 
pastors lards his sides, and Mm, the other brother, whose want 
produces leanness* j 

■ OKse, greeee, griece, free, are all words ea p re mia g a rtep 

. h Stoat means here, la health. There was a notion that the 
draartare of the dying was rendered easier by removing the | 
pillow from under their heads. 1 
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1W make* the wapnen'd widow wed again : 

Site, whom the tpital-house and ulcerous aoree 
Would cast the gorge at, this embalms and spices 
To the April-day again.* Cooml damned earth, 

Thou commo # whore of mankind, that putt'st odds 
Among the rout of nations, I will make thee 
Do thy right nature. — March afar of.]— Ha! a 
drum t — Thou 'it quick, 

But yet 1 *11 bury thee : Thou *lt go, strong thief, 

When gouty keepers of thee cannot stand : — 

Nay, stay thou out for earnest. [Keeping gome gold. 

Enter Alcibiadrs, with drum and fife, in warlike 
manner; Phryhia and Timandra. 

Alcib. Speak, what art thou there f 
TYm. A beast, as thou art. The canker gnaw thy 
heart, 

For showing me again the eyes of man ! 

Alcib. What is thy name f Is man so hateful to thee, 
That art thyself a manf 

Tim. 1 am mieanthropoe , and hate mankind. 

For thy part, I do wish thou wert a dog, 

That 1 might love thee something. 

Alcib. I know thee well ; 

But in thy fortunes am unlearn *d and strange. 

Tim. 1 know thee too ; and more, than that I know 
thee, 

I not desire to know. Follow thy drum ; 

With man's blood paint the ground, gules, gules : 
Religious canons, civil laws are cruel j 
Then what should war be f This fell whore of thinr 
Hath in her more destruction than thy sword, 

For all her cherubin look. 

Phry. Thy lips rot off 1 

* The April-day Is not the Cool's day, as Johnson basgtned f 
I bat simply the spring-time of Ufe, 


1M TIMON OF ATBBK8. [Act IT. , 

I 

I Tim. I will not kbs thee ; then the rot return* 

To thine own Up* again. . 

; Alcib. How come the noble Timon to thi* change I } 

j Tim. As the moon doe*, hr wonting light to give : 

i But then renew 1 could not, like the moon ; 

There were no sun* to borrow of. 

| Alcib. Noble Timon, what friendship may I do thcef 

j Tim. None, but to maintain my opinion. j 

Alcib. What b it, Timon f . 

1 71m. Promise me friendship, but perfoOTtupe : If . 

thou wilt not promise, the gods plague thee, for thou art < 
( a man ! if thou dost perform, confotmd thee, for thou *rt 
a man! 

j Alcib. I have heard in some sort of thy miseries, 
j Tim. Thou saw'st them, when 1 had prosperity. 

Alcib. 1 see them now ; then wo* a blessed time. 

7 Yin. As thine is now, held with a brace of harlots. 
Timan. Is thb the Athenian minion, whom the world 
Voic'd so regardfully ? 

Tim. Art tliou Timan drat 

Timan. Yes. 

Tim. Be a whore still ! They love thee not that use 
thee. 

Give them diseases, leaving with thee their lust 
Make use of thy salt hours *. season the slaves 
For tubs and baths ; bring down rose-cheeked youth 
To the tub-fast and the diet. 

Timan. Hang thee, monster! 

Alcib. Pardon him, sweet Timandra ; for his wits 
Are drown’d and lost in his calamities. 

I have but little gold of Jate, brave Timon, 

The want “whereof doth daily make revolt 

In my penurious band : I have heard, and griev'd, 

How cursed Athens, mindless of thy worth. 

Forgetting thy great deeds, when neighbour states, 

But far thy sword and fortune, trod upon them, — 

Tim. I prithee beat thy drum, and get thee gone. 
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Alcib. 1 inn thy friend, and pity tin***, dear Tiinmi. 
Tim. How dott Ihuu pity him, whom them doit 
trouble f 

I liad ratlier be alone. 

Alcib. Why, fare tliee well : 

Here '• tome gold for thee. 

Tim . Keep ’t, I cannot eat it. 

Alcib. When I liave laid proud Athena on a heap, — 
Tim. Warr'at thou 'gainst Athena 1 
Alcib. Ay, Timon, and have cauee. 

Tim. The goda confound them all in thy conquest ; 
and thee after, when thou liaat conquer'd ! 

Alcib. Why me, Timunl 

Tim. That, by killing of \illaina, thou waat bom to 
conquer my country. 

Put up thy gold : Go on, — here 'a gold, — go on ; 

He as a planetary plague, when Jove 
Will o'er some high-vic'd city hang his poison 
In ihe sick air : Let not thy aword skip one : 

Pity not honour'd age for hia white beard, 

He 'a an usurer : Stiike me the counterfeit matron ; 

It is her habit only that is honest. 

Herself 'a a bawd : Let not the virgin'a cheek 
Make soft thy trenchant aword j for those milk paps, 
That through the window-ban bore at men's eyes, 

Are not within the leaf of pity writ, 

But set them down horrible traitors : Spare not the babe. 
Whose dimpled smiles from fools exhaust their mercy j 
Think it a bastard, whom the oracle 
Hath doubtfully pronounc'd thy throat shall cut, 

And mince it sans remorse : * Swear against objects ; 
Put armour on thine ears, and on thine eyes $ 

Whose uroof, nor yells of mothers, maids, nor 1 tabes, 
Nor sight of priests in holy vestments bleeding, 

Shall pierce a job There ’§ gold to pay thy soldiers : 

* An allusion to the * Tale of (Edlpus/ according to John* 
son. 
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Mik« Urge confusion ; anil, thy fury spent. 
Confounded he thyself! Speak not, he gone. 

Aleib . Hast thou gold yirtf 1 'll take tlw gold thou 
giv'st me, 

Not all thy counsel 

Tim. Dost thou, or dost thou uot, heaven’s curse upon 
tliee! 

Phr. $ Timan. Give us some gold, good Timon : 
Hast thou more f 

Tim. Enough to make a wlwre forswear hflMmde, 
And to make whores, a bawd. Hold up, you sluts, 
Your aprons mountaut : You are not oatliable, — 
Although, I know, you ’ll swear, terribly swear, 

Into strong shudders and to heavenly agues, 

The immortal gods that hear you, — spore your oaths, 

1 11 trust to your conditions : Be wliores still ; 

And he whose pious breath seeks to convert you, 

Be strong in whore, allure him, bum him up; 

-Let your close tire predominate his smoke, 

And be no turncoats : Yet may your pains, six montlis, 
Be quite contrary : And thatch your poor thin roofs 
With burdens of the dead ; — some that were hang’d. 

No matter: — wear tliem, betray with them : whore 
•till; 

Paint till a horse may mire upon your face : 

A pox of wrinkles ! 

Phr. % Tinian. Well, more gold ; — What then 
Believe ’t, that we’ll do anything for gold. 

Tim. Consumptions sow 
In hollow bones of man ; strike their sharp shins, 

And mar men’s gpprring. Crack the lawyer’s voice, 
Tliat he may never more false tide plead, 

Nor sound his quillets shrilly : hoar the flainen 
That qpolds against tlie quality of flesli, 

And not believes himself: down with the nose, 

Down with it flat ; take the bridge quite away 
Of liim, that his particular to foresee, 
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| Smells from the general weal : make curl'd-pate ruffians 
bald ; 

And let the unscarr’d braggarts of the war 
Derive some pain from you : Plague all ; 

Thai your %~.tivity may defeat and quell 
The source of all erection.— There ’s more gold : 

Do you damn others, and let this damn you, 

And ditches grave you all ! * 

Phr. 8f Timan. More counsel with more money, 
bounteous Timon. 

Tim. More whore, more mischief first ; 1 hare given 
you earnest. 

Alcib. Strike up the drum towards Athens. Fare- 
well, Timon ; 

If I thrive well, I ’ll visit thee again. 

Tim. If I hope well, 1 'll never see thee more. 

Alcib. I never did thee harm. 

Tim. Yes, thou spok’st well of me. 

Alcib. CaU’st thou that harm t 

Tim. Men daily find it. Get thee away, 

And take thy beagles with thee. 

Alcib. 9 We but offend him.— 

Strike. 

[ Drum beats. Exeunt Alcibiadbs, Phrywia, 
and Tim andra. 

Tim. That nature, being sick of man’s unkindpess, 
Should yet be hungry ; — Common mother, Jhpu, • , 

[Digging. 

Whose womb unmeasurable, and infinite breast, 

Teems, and feeds all ; whose self-same mettle, 

Whereof thy proud child, arrogant mem, is puff’d, 
Engenders the black toad, and adder blue, 

The gilded newt, and eyeless venom'd worm, 

With all the abhorred births below crisp heaven' 1 
* So in ‘ Chapman’s Homer’s Iliad : ’— 

" The throats of dogs shall grass 

His manly limbs.” 

VOL. IX. 11 
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Whereon Hyperion's quickening fire doth shine ; 

Yield him, wlw all the human tom doth liate, 

From forth thy plenteous bosom, one poor root ! 

Biurar thy fertile and conceptiou* womb. 

Let it no more bring out ingrateful man 1 
Go great with tigers, dragons, wolves, and lwars j 
Teem with new monsters, whom thy upward face 
Hath to the marbled mansion all above 
Never presented !— O, a root, — Dear thanks ! 

Dry up thy marrows, vines, and plough-tom #at; 
Whereof ingrateful man, with liquorish draughts, 

And morsels unctuoiia, greases his pure mind, 

That from it all consideration slips! 

Enter Apkmaivtvs. 

More man I Plague ! plague ! 

Apem. I was directed hither : Men report 
Thou dost affect my manners, and dost use them, 

Tim. *T is then, because thou dost not keep a dog 
Whom I would imitate : Consumption catch rhao ! 

Apem. This is in thee a nature but infected j 
A poor unmanlr raelancliolv, Sprung 
Prom change of fortune. Why this spade ? this place t 
This slave-like habit ? and these looks of care? 

Thy flatterers yet wear silk, drink wine, lie soft ; 

Hug tlieir diseas'd perfumes, and liave forgot 
That ever Timon was. Shame not these woods, 

By putting on the cunning of a carper. 

Be thou a flatterer now, and seek to thrive 
By that which has undone thee : hinge thy knee, 

And let bis very breath, whom thou *lt observe, 

Blow off thy cap ; praise his most vicious strain, 

And call it excellent : Thou wait told thus : 

Thou gavVt thine ears, like tapsters that bade welcome, 
To knaves and all a)iproachers : ’T is most just 
That thou turn rascal ; hadst thou wealth again, 
Bascals should bate Do not assume my likeness. 
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Tim, Were I like thee I ’d throw aw ay myself. 
Apem. Thou hast cost away thyself, being like thy- 
self; 

A madman so long, now a fool : What, think'st 
That tho bleak air, thy boisterous chamberlain. 

Will put thy shirt on warm f Will these moist treM^ 
That have out-1 iv’d the eagle, page thy heels, 

And skip when thou point’st outl Will the cold brook t 
Candied with ice, caudle thy morning taste, 

To cure thy o’er-night’s surfeit 1 Call the creatures,— 
Whose naked natures live in all the spite 
j Of wreakful heaven ; whose bare unhoused trunks, 

I To the contlicting elements expos'd, 
j Answer mere nature, — bid them flatter thee ; 

I O ! thou shalt find — 

Tim. A fool of thee : Depart. 

Apem. I love thee letter now than e’er I did. 

Tim. I hate thee worse. 

Apem. Why ? 

Tim. Thou flatter ’it misery. 

Apem . I flatter not ; but say thou art a caitiff. 

1'im. Why dost thou seek me out! 

Apem. To vex thee. 

Tim. Always a villain’s office, or a fool's j 
Dost please thyself in ’tf 
Apem. Ay. 

7V*ra. What ! a knave too f 

Apem. If thou didst put this sour-cold habit on 
To castigate thy pride, ’t were well : but thou 
Dost it enforcedly ; thou ’(1st courtier be again, 

Wert thou not beggar. Willing misery 
Outlives incertain pomp, is crown'd before : 

The one is filling still, never complete; 

The other, at high wish : Best state, contends*, 

Hath a distracted and most wretched being, 

Worse than the worst, content 

Thou shouldst desire to die, being miserable. 

X 2 
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! 7W. Not br lua breath that it more miserable. 

Thou art a slave, whom Fortune's tender arm 
With favour never clasp'd ; but bred a dog. 

< Hadst thou, like us, from our first swath proceeded 
, The sweet degTee# that this brief world affords 
* To such as may die passive drugs of it 

Freely command, thou wouldst have plung'd thyself 
In general riot; melted down thy youth 
In different beds of lust ; and never learn'd 
j The icy pre ce p ts of respect, but follow'd 
i The sugar'd game before thee. But myself, 

Who had the world as my confectionary ; 

Tlie mouths, the tongues, the eyes, aud liearts of men 
At duty, more than I could frame employment ; 

That numberless upon roe stuck, as leaves 
Do on the oak, have with one winter’s brush 
Fell from their bougtis, and left me open, l*are 
For every storm that blows ; — I, to bear this, 

Tliat never knew but better, is some burden : 

Thy nature did commence in sufferance, time 
Hath made thee hard in ’t Why shouldst thou hate 
men ? 

They never flatter'd thee : What hast thou given T 
If thou wilt curse, thy father, that poor mg. 

Must be thy subject ; who, in spite, put stuff 
To some she beggar, and compounded thee 
Poor rogue hereditary. Hence ! be gone ? 

If thou hadst not been born the worst of men, 

Thou hadst been a knave, and flatterer. 

Apcm. Art thou proud yet f 

Tim. Ay, that I am not thee. 

Apem. I, that I was no prodigal. 

Tim. I, that I am one now ; 

Were all the wealth I have shut up in thee, 

I 'd give thee leave to hang it. Get tliee gone. — 

That the whole life of Athens were in this! 

Thus would I eat it [Eating a root 
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Apem. Here; 1 will mend thy feast. 

[Offering him eomethmg. 

Tim. First mend my company, take away thyself. 

Apem. So I shall mend mine own, by the lack of 
t^ine. 

Tim. 'T is not wdl mended so, it is but botchd ; 

If not, I would it were. 

Apem. What wouldst tliou have to Athens ? 

Tim. Thee thither in a whirlwind. If thou wilt, 
Tell them there I have gold ; look, so I have. 

Apem. Here is no use for gold. 

7wn. The best and truest : 

For here it sleeps, and does no hired harm. 

Apem. Where ly’st o’ nights, Tiraon ? 

Tim. Under that 's above me. 

Where feed'st thou o' days, Apemantus ? 

Apem, Where my stomach finds meat ; or, rather, 
where I eat it 

T*i». 'Would poison were obedient, and knew my 
mind! 

Apem. Where wouldst thon send it? 

Tim. To sauce thy dishes. 

Apem. The middle of humanity thou never knewest, 
but the extremity of both ends : When thou wast in 
thy gilt, and thy perfume, they mocked thee for too 
much curiosity ;* in thy rags thou knowest none, but 
art despised for the contrary. There 's a medlar for 
thee, eat it. 

Tim. On what I hate I feed not 

Apem . Dost hate a medlar f 

Tim. At, though it look like thee. 

Apem. An thou hadst liated meddlers sooner, thou 
■houldst have loved thyself better now. What man 
didst tliou ever know un thrift that was beloved after bis 
means? 

Tim. Who, without those means thou talk'st of, didst 
thou ever know beloved ? 

* Cartostly— ulcanwa, delicacy. 
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Apem. If jmU. 
An. I undent 


understand the* ; thou badst some means to 


Apem. What things in the world canst thou nearest 


mtpare to thy flatterers? 

Tin. Women nearest ; hut men, men are the things 
tltemselves. What wouldst Ukm do with the world, 
Apemantus, if it lay m thy power? 

Apem. Give it the beasts, to be rid of the men. A 

Tlim. Wouldst tiiou have thyself fall in the confu- 
sion of men, and remain a beast with tlse beasts? 

Apem. Ay, Timon. 

Tim. A beastly ambition, which the gods grant tltee 
to attain to ! If thou wert the lion, the fox would be- 
guile thee : if thou wert the lamb, the fox would eat 
thee : if thou wert the fox, the lion would suspect thee, 
when, peradventure, thou wert accused by tlie ass : if 
thou wert the ass, thy dullness would torment thee; 
and still thou livedst but as a breakfast to the wolf: if 
thou wert the wolf, thy greediness would afflict thee, 
and oil thou shouldst naiard thy life for thy dinner : 
wert thou the unicorn, pride and wrath would confound 
thee, and make thine own self the conquest of thy fury : 
wert thou a bear, thou wouldst be killed by the horse; 
wert thou a bone, tlmu wouldst be seised by the leo- 
pard : wert tiiou a leopard, thou wert german to the 
lion, and the spots of thymindred were jurors on thy 
life : all thy safety were remotion ; and thy defence, 
absence. What beast couldst thou be, that were not 
subject to a beast ? and what a beast art (lum already, 
that seest not thy loss in transformation ! 

Apem. If thou couldst please me with speaking to 
foe, thou znightst have hit upon it here : The common- 
wealth of Athens is become a forest of beasts, 

Tim. Bow ! has the ass broke tlie wall, that thou art 
out of the city ? 

Apem. Yonder comes a poet and a painter : The 
plague of company light upon thee : I win fear to catch 
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it, and give way : When I know not what alae to do^ 
I ’ll aee tliee again. 

7Yw. When there ia nothing living but thee, tbou 
alialt be welcome. I bad rather be a beggar* dog, 
than Ajiemantus. 

Apem. Tliou art tlie cap of all the fools alive. 

Tim. Would thou wert clean enough to spit upon. 
Apem. A plague on thee, thou art too baa to curse. 
Tim. All villains that do stand bv thee are pure. 
Apem. There is no leprosy but what thou speak’st. 
Tim. If 1 name thee. — 

1 ’ll beat thee, — but 1 should infect my hands. 

Apem. 1 would my tongue could rot them ofi* ! 

Tim. Away, thou issue of a mangy dog ! 

Choler does kill me, that thou art alive; 

1 swoon to see thee. 

Apem. ’Would thou wouldst burst! 

Tim. Away, 

Thou tedious rogue ! I am sorry I shall lose 
A stone by thee. [Throw* a stone at Asm. 

Apem. Beast 1 

Tim. Slave ! 

Apem. Toad ! 

Tim. Rogue, rogue, rogue! 

[Apsmantub retreats backward, as going 
I am sick of this false world ; and will love nought - 
But even the mere necessflfcs upon ’t. 

Then, Timon, presently prepare thy grave j 
Lie where the light foam of the sea may beat 
Thy grave-ftone daily : make thine epitaph) 

That death in me at others' lives may laugh. 

O thou sweet king-killer, and dear divorce 

[ Looking on the gold* 

*Twixt natural son and sire ! thou bright deflier 
Of Hymen's purest bed ! thou valiant Mart! 

Thou ever young, fresh, lov’d, and delicate wooer, 
Whose blush doth thaw the consecrated snow 
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TWt lies on Disn’t lap ! thou visible god, ; 

IW solder's! cIom inmomibtliiies, [ 

And mak'ri t them kim f that speak *st with every tongue ' 
To every purpose ! O thou touch * of hearts ! 

Hunk, thy slave man rebels ; and by thy virtue 
| Set them into confounding odds, that beasts 
I Mae have the world in empire ! 

Apem. ’Would *t were ip ; — 

But not till I am dead !— I 'll my, thou liast geOTt ^ 
Thou wilt be throng'd to shortly. 4 

Tim. Throng’d lot 

Apem. Ay. 

Tim. Thy back, 1 prithee. 

Apem. Live, and love thy misery ! 

Tim. Long live so, and ao die ! — I am quit. j 

[Exit Apkhsmtus. 
More things like men ? — Eat, Timon, and abhor them. 

Enter Banditti. 

1 Ban. Where should he have this gold f It is some 
> poor fragment, some slender ort of his remainder : The 

mere want of gold, and the falling from of Ilia friends, 
drove him into this melancholy. 

2 Bm Sr It is noised he hath a mass of treasure. 

3 BAA %Bt ws make the assay upon him. If he care 

not hewfll supply us easily i If he covetously 

imenr* it, ter shall’, get i£ 

2 Ban. tow* ; for he beM it not about him, ’t is hid. 

1 Ban. b not tills hel 
Banditti. Where f 

2 Ban. ’tli his description. 

3 Ban. He; I know him. 

Banditti. Save thee, Timon. 

Tim. Now, thieves 1 
Banditti. Soldiers, not thieves. 

Tim. Both too ; and women's sons. 

* Track— touchstone. 
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Banditti. We are not thievm, but men that mueh do 
want. 

Tit*. Your greatest want is you want much of meat 
| Why should you want t Behold, the earth hath mob ; 
j Witlun this mile break forth a hundred springs : 

' The oaks bear mast, the briars scarlet hips ; 

The bounteous housewife, nature, on each bush 
Lays her full mess before you. Wontf why wontf 

1 Ban. We cannot live on grass, on berries, water. 
As beasts, and birds, and fishes. 

Tim. Nor on the beasts themselves, the birds, and 
fishes : 

I You must eat men. Yet thanks I must you con, 

That you are thieves profess'd ; that you work not 
In holier shapes : for there is boundless theft 
In limited * professions. Rascal thieve^ 

Here ’■ gold : Go, suck the subtle blood of the grape. 
Till the high fever seeth your blood to froth, 

And so ’scape hanging. Trust not the physician ; 

His antidotes are poison, and he slays 

More than you rob. Take wealth and lives together ; 

Do villainy, do, since you protest b to do ’t 

Like workmen. I ’ll example you with thievery : 

The sun *s a thief, and with his great attraction 
Robs the vast sea : the moon ’s an arrant thief, 

And her pale fire she snatches from the sun ; 

The sea ’s a thief, whose liamd surge resolves 
The moon into salt tears : me earth 's a thief, 

That feeds and breeds by a com posture stolen 
From general excrement t each thing 's a thief ; 

The laws, your curb and whip, in their rough power 
Have uncheck'd theft. 0 Love not yourselves : away } 

* Limited— legalized. 

b Protest, The ordinary reading is profess. There appears 
no necessity for the change, for either word may be used in the 
sense of to declare openly. 

• That is, the laws, being powerful, have their theft un- 
checked. 
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Sob one another. Tbtn ’• non gold t Cut thtoafti ; 

All that you meet are thieret : To At I ten* go ; 

Break open rime ; nrthing can you steal, 

But thiera do lose it : Steal not lees, far this 
I give you } an<l gold confound you howsoever ! 

Amen. [Timor rttiret to Am com. 

3 Bom. He baa almost charmed me from my pro- 
fession, by persuading me to it. 

1 Bon. T is in the malice of mankind, that (bos 
advises us ; not to have us thrive in our mystery. 

ft Ban. 1 ’ll believe him as an enemy, and give over 
my trade. 

1 Ban. Let os first see peace in Athens : There is no 1 
time so miserable but a man may be true. 

{Exaunt Banditti. 

Enter Flavius. j 

Flat. O you gods 1 

Is yon despis’d and ruinous man my lord f 
Full of decay and (ailing Y O monument 
And wonder of good deeds evilly bestow’d 1 
What an alteration of honour has 
Desperate want made ! 

W haf ^ler thing unon the earth, titan friends, 

Who -can bring nobW m'rads 1© basest ends : 

How rarely does it meet with this time's guise, 1 

When man was wish’d to love his enemies ; I 

Grant, I may ever love, arid rather woo 

Those Ihfet would mischief me, than those that do 1 1 

He has ofpight me in his eye i I will present 

My honest grief unto liiqis and, as my lord, 

Still serve him with my life.— My dearest master ! 


Timor comot forward from hit oavt. 

TVm. Away! what art thou f 
Flav, Have you forgot me, air t 

Tim. Why dost ask that Y 1 hare forgot all men ; 
Then, if thou grant’st thou ’rt a man, 1 have forgot thee. 
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Flav. An honest poor servant of your#. 

Tim. Then I know thee not. 

I ne'er had honest man about me ; ay, all 
1 kept were knaves to save in meat to villains. 

Flav . Tlie gods are witness, 

Ne'er did poor steward wear a truer grief 
For his undone lord, than mine eyes for you. 

I Tim. What, dost thou weep? — Come nearer : — then 
l I love thee, 

Because thou art a woman, and disclaim'#! 

Flinty mankind ; whose eyes do never give, 

But thorough lust and laughter. Pity 's sleeping : 
Strange times, that weep with laughing, not with 
weeping ! 

Flav. 1 beg of you to know me, good my lord, 

To accept my grief, and, whilst this poor wealth lasts, 
To entertain me as your steward still. 

Tim. Had 1 a steward 
So true, so just, and now so comfortable ? 

It almost turns my dangerous nature wild. 

Let me behold thy face. — Surely, this man 
Was bom of woman. — 

Forgive my general and ezceptless rashness, 

You perpetual-solier gods ! I do proclaim 
One honest man, — mistake me not, — but one ; — 

No more, I pray, — and he ’s a steward. — 

How fain would 1 have hated all mankind, 

And thou redeem’st Uiyself ; But all, save thee, 
l fell with curses. 

Methinks, thou art more honest now than wise ; 

For by oppressing and betraying me,’ 

Thou mightst have sooner got another service : 

For many so arrive at second masters, 

Upon their first lord’s neck. But tell me true, 

(For I must ever doubt, though ne’er so sure,) 
is not thy kindness subtle, covetous, 

If not a usuring kindness ; and as rich men deal gifts, 
Expecting in return twenty for one ? 
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Fla*. No, my mo t worthy master, in wlawe breast 
Doubt mitaimet, alas, are plac'd too late ; 

You should liave fear'd false time*, w hen you did feast ; 
Suspect still comes where an estate is least. 

That which 1 show, heaven knows, is merely love, 
j Duty and zeal to your unmatched mind, 

Cave of your food and living : ami, believe it, 

My moet lionour'd lord, 

, For any benefit tlml {joints to me, 

Either in lwpe, or present, I 'd excliange 
| Fur this one wish, Tliat you liad {lower sad wealth 
| To requite me, by making rich yourself. 

| Tim. Look thee, ’t is so ! — Tliou singly honest man, 
! Herr, take*. — the gods out of my misery 

Have sent thee treasure. Go, live rich, and liappy : 

, Hut thus audition'd : Thou slialt (mild from men ; 
j Hate all, curse all : show charity 1o none : 

| But let the famish'd flesh slide from the hone, 

Ere thou relieve the beggar : give to dogs 

What tliou deny'st to men ; let prisons swallow them, 

< Debts witlier them to nothing : Be men like blasted 
I , woods, 

And may diseases lick up tbeir false bloods! 

And so, farewell, and thrive. 

Flat. O, let me stay, and comfort you my master. 
Tim. If thou hat'st curses, 

Stay not: fly, whilst thou art bless'd and free; 

Ne er see thou man, and let me ne'er see thee. 

[Exeunt severally. 


J 
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ACT V. 

SCENE I . — Before Timon’s Cave. 

Enter Poet and Painter ; Timon behind , unseen. 

Pain . As 1 took note of the place, it cannot be far 
where lie abides. 

Poet. Wli&t s to be thought of him? Docs the 
rumour hold for true, that he 'a so full of gold 1 

Pain. Certain : Alcibiodes reports it ; Phrynia and 
Timandru had gold of him : he likewise enriched poor 
straggling soldiers with great quantity : *T is said he 
gave unto his steward a mighty sum. 

Poet Then this breaking of his has been but a try 
for his (Viends. 

Pain. Nothing else : you shall see him a palm in 
Atliens again, and flourish with the highest. Therefore, 
*t is not amiss we tender our loves to him, in this sup- 
posed distress of his : it will show honestly in us; and 
is very likely to load our purposes with wluit they 
travel for, if it be a just and true report tliat goes of his 
having. 

Poet. What have you now to present unto him ? 

Pain. Nothing at this time but my visitation : only 
I will promise him an excellent piece. 

Poet. I must serve him so too; tell him of an intent 
that ’• coming toward him. 

Pain. Good as the best. 

Promising is the very air o' the time ; 

It onens the eyes of expectation : 

Performance is ever the duller for Ins act ; 

And, but in the plainer and simpler kind of people^ 
The deed of saying is quite out of use. 

To promise is most courtly and fashionable : 
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Performance is a kind of will, or testament. 

Which argues a great sickness in his judgment 
That makes it. 

Tim. Excellent workman ! Thou const not paint a 
man ao had as is thyself. 

Poet. I am thinking 

What 1 shall say 1 have provided for him : 

It must be a personating of himself : 

A satire against the softness of prosperity ; 
j With a discovery of the infinite flatteries 
That follow youth and opulency. 

Tim. Must thou needs stand for a villain in thine 
' own work f Wilt thou whip thine own faults in other 
meut Do so, 1 hare gold for thee. 

Poet. Nay, let ’s seek him : 

Then do we sin against our own estate, 

When we may profit meet, and come too late. 

Pain. True; 

When the day serves, before block -corner’d night. 

Find what tliou want’st by free and offer’d light. 

Come. 

Tim. I *11 meet you at the turn. Wliat a god ’■ 
gold, 

Tliat he is worshiped in a baser temple, 

Than where swine teed ! 

’T is thon that rigg’st the bark, and plough’st tlie foam ; 
Settlest admired reverence in a slave : 

To thee be worship ! and thy saints for aye 
It j crowned with plagues, that thee alone obey ! 

’Fit 1 meet them. [ Advancing . 

Poet. Hail, worthy Timon ! 

Pain. Our late noble master. 

Tim. Have I once liv’d to see two honest men I 
Poet. Sir, 

Having often of your open bounty tasted, 

Hearing you were retir d, your friends fall’n off, 

Whose thankless natures — O abhorred spirits 1 
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I Not all tlie whip* of heaven tie large enough — 
j Wliat ! to you ! 

W hue star-like nobleness gave life and influence 
To their whole being ! I in rapt, and cannot cover 
Tlie monstrous liulk of tliis ingratitude 
With any site of words. 

Tim. Let it go naked, men may see 't the better : 
You, that are honest, by being wliat you are^ 

Make them liest seen, and known. 

Pain . He, and myself, 

Have travell’d in the great shower of your gifts, 

And sweetly felt it. 

Tim. Ay, you ore honest men. 

Pain. We are hither come to offer you our service, 
j Tim. Most honest men ! Why, how shall I requite 
I you! 

Con you eat roots, and drink cold water T no. 

I Both. Wliat we can do, we ’ll do, to do you service. 

I Tim. You are honest men : You have heard that I 

| have gold ; 

I am sure you have : speak truth : you ’re honest men. 

Pain. So it is said, my noble lord ; but therefore 
Came not my friend, nor I. 

Tim. Good honest men : —Thou draw’st a counterfeit 
Best in all Athens : thou art, indeed, the best ; 

Thou counterfeit^ most lively. 

Pain. So, so, my lord. 

Tim. Even so, sir, as I say : — And, for thy Action, 

[7b the Poet. 

Why, thy verse swells with stuff so flne and smooth 
That thou art even natural in thine art. — 

But, for all this, my honesbnatur’d friends, 

I must needs say you have a little fault : 

Murry, ’t is not monstrous in you ; neither wish I 
You take much pains to mend. 

Both. Beseech your honour, 

To make it known to us. 
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Tim. You 'll take it ill. 

Both. Most thankfully, my lord. 

Tins. Will you, indeed 1 

Both. Doubt it not, worthy lord. 

Tim. There '« never a one of you but trusts a knave, 
That mightily deceiver you. 

Both. Do we, my lord f 

Tim. Ay, and you bear him cog, see him dissemble, 
Know his gross patcliery, love him, feed him, ^ 

Keep in your bosom : yet remain assur'd, 

That lie 's a made-up villain. 

Pain. 1 know none sucli, my lord. 

Poet. Nor I. 

Tim. Look you, I love you well ; I 'll give you gold, 
Rid me these villains from your companies : 

Hang them, or stab them, drown them in a draught, 
Confound them by some course, and come to me, 

I ’ll give you gold enough. 

Both. Name them, my lord, let 's know them. 

Tim. You that way, and you this, — but two in 
company : — 

Earth man apart, all single and alone. 

Yet an arch-villain keeps him company. 

If when thou art, two vil Wins shall not be, [ To the Pain. 
Come not near him. — If thou wouldst not reside 

[To the Poet. 

But where one villain is, then him abandon. — 

Hence ! pack ! there 's gold, ye came for gold, ye 
slaves : 

You have work for me, there ’s payment : Hence ! 

You are an alchymist, make gold of that : — 

Out, rascal dogs ! [Exit, beating and driving them out. 

SCENE II.— 77*e same. 

Enter Flavius and Two Senators. 

Fktv. It is vain that you would speak with Timon < 
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For lie i« set so only to himself, 

That nothing but himself, which looks lik« man, 

Is friendly with him. 

1 Sen. Bring us to his cave : 

It is our part, and promise to tlie Athenians, 

To speak with Timon. 

2 Sen. At all times alike 

Men are not still the same : T was time, and griefs, 

I That fram'd him thus : time, with his fairer hand, 

, Offering the fortunes of his former days. 

The former man may make him : Bring us to him, 
And chance it as it may. 

Flu v. Here is his cave. — 

Peace and content lie here ! Lord Timon ! Timon ! 
Look out, and s]icak to friends : The Athenians, 

By two of their most reverend senate, greet tliee : 

Speak to lliein, noble Timon. 

Enter Timon. 

Tim. Thou sun, that comfort'st, bum ! — Speak, and 
lie bang’d : 

For each true word, a blister ! and each false 
Be as a caut'rising to the root o’ the tongue, 

Consuming it with speaking ! 

1 Sen. Worthy Timon, — 

Tim. Of none but such as you, and you of Timon. 

2 Sen. The senators of Athens greet thee, Timon. 

I Tim. I thank them ; and would send them back tho 
I plague, 

Could I but catch it for tliem. 

1 Sen. O, forget 

What we are sorry for ourselves in thee. 

The senators, with one consent of love, 

Kntreat thee back to Athens ; who have thought 
On special dignities, which vacant lie 

For thy best use and wearing. 

2 Sen. They confea, 
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j Toward thee forgetfulness too general, gTow : 
j Which now the public Uidy, — which doth addon 
* Flay the recanter, — feeling in itself 

! Alack of Timon'a aid, hath sense withal 
< Of its own fall, restraining aid to Timon *, 

And send forth us, to make their sorrowed render, 

| Together with a recompense more fruitful 
j Thu their offence can weigh down by tlie dram ; 

Ay, even such heaps and sums of love and wealth, 

| As shall to thee blot out what wrongs were tbein/ 

And write in thee the figures of their love^ 

Ever to read them thine. 

i Tim. You witch me in it ; 

Surprise me to the very brink of tears : 

Lend me a fool'f heart, and a woman's eyes, 

And I ’ll beweep these comforts, worthy senators. 

1 Sen. Therefore, so please thee to return with us, 
And of our Athens (thine, and ours) to take 

The captainship, thou shalt be met with thanks. 

Allow'd with absolute power, and tliv good name 
I Live with authority : — so soon we shall drive back 
| Of Alcibiades the approaches wild ; 

Who, like a boar too savage, doth root up 
His country's peace. 

2 Sen. And sliakes his threat'ning sword 

Against the walls of Athens. 

1 Sen. Therefore, Timon, — 

Tim. Well, sir, I will ; therefore, 1 will, sir : Thus,— 
If Alcibiades kill my countrymen, 

Let Alcibiades know this of Timon, 

TWt Timon cores not. But if he sack fair Athens, 
And take our goodly aged men bj the beards, 

Giving our holy virgins to the stain 
Of contumelious, beastly, mad~brain'd war; 

Then, let him know,— and tell him, Timon speaks 
In pity of our aged, and our youth, 

I cannot choose but tell him, that I care not, 



1 8cm«II0 T1M0N Of AfHiN8. 1*1 1 

I . I 

And let him take ’t at front ; fbr their laurel care not, | 
While you have throats to answer : for myself, j 

There 's not a whittle in the unruly camp, 

But I do prise it at my lore, before 

The nverend’st throat in Athens. So I leare you 

To the protection of the prosperous gods, 

As thieves to keepers. 

Floe. Stay not, all ’■ in rain. 

Tim. Why, I was writing of my epitaph ; 

It will be seen to-morrow : my long sickness 
Of health, and living, now begins to men<^ 

And nothing brings me all things. Go, lire still ; j 

Be Alcibiades your plague, you his, 

And last so long enough ! 

1 Sen. We speak in vain. 

Tim. But yet I love my country, and am not 
One that rejoices in the common wrack, 

As common bruit doth put it 
I 1 Sen. That i well spoke. 

I Tim. Commend me to my loving countrymen, — 

1 Sen. These words become your lipe as they pale • 

i through them. 

2 Sen. And enter in our ears like great triumphers 
f In their applauding gates. 

Tim. Commend me to them ; 

And tell them, that, to ease diem of their griefs, 

Their fears of hostile strokes, their aches, losses, 

Their pangs of love, with other incident throes 
That nature's fragile vessel doth sustain 
In life’s uncertain voyage, I will- some k indnes s do 
them : 

1 11 teach them to prevent wild Alcibiades' wrath. 

3 Sen. I like this well, he will return again. 

Tim. I have a tree, which grows here in my close, 

That mine own use invites me to cut down, 

And shortly must I fell it : Tell my friends. 

Tell Athens, in the sequence of degree, 

n 2 
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From high to low throughout, that wboeo please 
To rtop affliction, let him take his haste, 

Gome hither, ere my tree hath felt the axe, 

And hang himself : — 1 pray you, do my greeting. 

Flat. Trouble him no further, thus you still shall 
find him. 

Tim. Come not to me again : but say to Athens, 

Timon hath made his everlasting mansion 
Upon the beached verge of the salt flood ; . 

Whom once a day with his embossed froth 
The turbulent surge shall cover; thither come, 

And let my grave-stone be your oracle. — 

Lips, let sour words go by, and language end : 

Wnat is auiiss, plague and infection mend ! 

Graves only be men’s works ; and death tbeir gain ! 

Sun, hide thy beams ! Timon hath done his reign. 

{ Exit Timon. 
y 

Coupled to nature. 

2 Sen . Our liope in him is dead : let ns return, 

And strain wliat other means is left unto us 
In our dear peril. 

1 Sen. It requires swift foot. [ Exeunt . 

SCENK III.— The Walls of Athens. 

Enter Two Senators, and a Messenger. 

1 Sen. Thou hast painfully discover’d ; are his files 
As full as thy report T 

Mess. I have spoke the least ; 

Besides, his expedition promises 
Present approach. 

2 Sen. We stand much hazard, if they bring not 1 
Timon. 

Mess. I met a courier, one mine ancient friei 
Whom, though in general port we were oppos’d, 

Yet our old love made a particular force. 
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And mode ui speak like friend* : — this man vu riding 
From Alcibiades to Timon’s cave, 

With letters of entreaty, which imported 
His fellowship i’ the cause against your city, 

In part for his sake mov'd. 

Enter Senators from Timon. 

1 Sen. Here come our brothers. 

3 Sen. No talk of Timon, nothing of him expect— 
The enemies' drum is heard, and fearful scouring 
Doth choke the air with dust : In, and prepare ; . , 

Ours is the fall, 1 fear; our foes the snare. [Exeunt 

SCENE IV. — The Woods. Timon’s Cat>c y and a . 
Tombstone seen. 

Enter a Soldier, seeking Timon. 

Sold. By all description this should be the place, 

Who ’s here I speak, hoa ! — No answer! — What is this! 
Timon is dead, who hath outstretch’d his span : 

Some beast rear'd this ; there does not live a man. 

Dead, sure ; and this his grave. — What ’s on this tomb 
I cannot read ; the character I ’ll take with wax : 

Our captain hath in every figure skill ; 

An agu interpreter, though young in days : 

Before proud Athens he *s set down by this, 

Whose fall the mark of his ambition is. [Exit* 

SCENE V. — Before the walls of Athens. 
Trumpets sound. Enter Aj.oibiadbs and Forces. 
Alcib. Sound to this coward and lascivious town 
Our terrible approach. \A parley sounded. 

Enter Senators on the walls. 

Till now you have gone on, and fill'd the time 
With all licentious measure, making your wills 
The scope of justice; till now, myself, and such 
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* Aft within A# shadow of your power, 

Have wander'd with our travers'd arms, and breath’d 

* Our aufferanoe vainly : Now the time i« flush, 

; When crouching marrow, in tiie tjearrr strong, 

Cries, of itself, u No more now breathless wrong 
Shall sit and pant in your great chairs of ease ; 

And puny insolence shall break his wind, 

With fear, and horrid flight. 

1 Sen. Noble, a;. d young, A 

When thy first griefs were but a mere conceit, 

Ere thou hadst power, or we had cause of fear, 

We sent to thee ; to give thy raga balm, 

To wipe out our ingratitude with lores 
Above their quantity. 

2 Sen. So did we woo 

Transformed Timon to our city's lore, 

Bv humble message, and by promis'd means; 

We were not all unkind, nor all deserve 
The common stroke of war. 

1 Sen. These walls of ours 

Were not erected by their hands from whom 
You have receiv’d your grief: nor are they such 
That these great towers, trophies, and schools should fall 
For private faults iu them. 

2 Sen. Nor are they living 

Who were the motives that you first went out; 

i Shame that they wanted cunning, in excess,* 

Hath broke their hearts. Maroh, noble lord, 

1 Into our city with thy banners spread : 

| By declination, and a tithed death, 

1 (If thy revenges hunger fra* that food, 

Which nature loathes,) take thou the destin'd tenth ; 
And by the hazard of the spotted die, 

Let die the spotted. 

* Cuming In this line is not used in on e^ il sense, but w llh 
its ancient meaning of knowledge, a Isdom Excess! vo shams 
that they hare wanted wisdom has broken their hearts. 
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1 Sen. All have not offended ; 

! For lliose th.it were, it ii not square to take, 

I Oti those that are, revenges : crimes, like lands, 

; Are not inherited. Then, dear countryman, 

Biing in thy ranks, but leave without thy rage : 
Sju\re thy Athenian cradle, and those kin 
| Which, in tlie bluster of thy wrath, must fall 
j With those that have offended : like a shepherd, 
Approach the fold, and cull the infected forth, 

Btit kill not altogether. 

2 Sen . What thou wilt, 

Thou rather shalt enforce it with thy smile, 

Than hew to ’t with thy sword. 

1 Sen. Set but thy foot 

Against our ramnirVl gates, and they shall ope j 
So thou wilt sena thy gentle heart before, 

To say thou *lt enter friendly. 

2 Sen. Tlirow thy glove ; 

Or any token of thine honour else, 

That thou wilt use the wars as thy redress, 

And not as our confusion, all thy powers 
Sliall make their harbour in our town, till wo 
Have seal’d thy full desire. 

Alaib. Then there ’s my glove 

Descend, and open your uncharged ports ; 

Those enemies of Timon's, and mine own, 

Whom you yourselves shall set out for reproof. 
Fall, and no more : and, — to atone your fears 
With my more noble meaning, — not a man 
Shall pass his quarter, or offend the stream 
Of regular justice in vour city’s bound*, 

But shall be remedied, to your public laws, 

At beaviert answer. 

Both. T is most nobly spoken. 

AIM. Descend, aud keep your words. 

The Senators descend , and open the gates. 
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Bader a Soldier. 

Sol. My noble general, Timon is deed ; 

Entomb'd upon tlte very hem o’ the tea : 

And on hie grave-stone this insculpture, which 
With wax I brought away, whose soft impression 
Interprets tor my poor ignorance. 

Aldb. [Rea<lt.] Here lies s wretched cor*e, of wretched soul I 
iMTfft : ! 

Seek not nn name : A plague consume you wicked exitin'* left ■ I 
Itero lie 1 Timon , who, alive, all living men did iutffl • 1 

Pass by, and curse thy All ; liut puss and aUy not here thy gait. 

These will express in thee thy latter spirits : 

Though tlxiu abhorr'dst iu us our human griefs, 

Scom’dst our brain's flow, and those our droplets which 
From niggard nature fall, yet rich conceit 
Taught thee to make vast Neptune weep for aye 
On thy low grave, on faults forgiven. Dead 
Is uoble Timon ; of whose memory 
! Hereafter more. — Bring me into your city, 

| And I will use the olive with my sword : 

I Make war breed peace ; make peace stint war; make 
each 

Prescrtlje to other, as each other's leech. 

Let our drums strike. [ Exeunt. 
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INTRODUCTORY REMARKS. 


The original quarto edition of * Troilui and Cressida 1 | 

was printed in 1609. No other edition of the play waa 
published until it appeared in the folio collection of | 
1633. I 

“ The original story,” says Dryden, “ was written | 

, b 7 one Loll i us, a Lombard, in Latin verse, and trons» j 
{ lated by Chaucer into English ; intended, I suppose, a 
satire on die inconstancy of women. I find nothing of | 
it among the ancients, not so much as the name Cressida 1 
once mentioned. Sltakspere (as I hinted), in the appren- 
ticeship of hie writing , modelled it into that play which 
is now called by the name of ‘ Troilus and Cressida.* " 
Without entering into the question who Lollius was, 
we at once receive the * Tioilus and Creseide ’ of Chau- 
cer as the foundation of Shakspere’s play. Of his per- 
fect acquaintance with tliat poem there can be no 
doubt. Chaucer, of all English writers, was the one 
who would have the greatest charm for Shokspere. 

Mr. Godwin has justly observed that the Shaksperian 
commentators hove done injustice to Chaucer in not 
more distinctly associating his poem -with this remark- 
able play. But although the main incidents in the 
adventures of the Greek lover and lus faithless mistress, 
as given by Chaucer, are followed with little deviation, 
yet, independent of tlie wonderful difference in die cha- 
racterisation, the whole story under the treatment of 
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ft t hpw b wcpw thoroughly original. In no play 
does he appear to ue to hare a more complete mastery 
over his materials, or to mould them into more plastic 
j shapes by the force of his most surpassing imagination. 

The great Homeric poem, the rude romance of the da* 

| structioo of Troy, the beautiful elaboration of that 
romance by Chaucer, are all subjected to his wondrous 
| alchemy ; and new forms and combinations ag called 
forth so lifelike, that all the representations which hare 
preceded them look cold and rigid statues, not warm 
and breathing men and women. Coleridge's theory of 
the principle upon which this was effected is, we hare 
no doubt, essentially true : — 

“ 1 am half incliued to believe Uiat Sbakspere's main 
object (or shall I rather say his ruling impulse f) was 
to translate the poetic heroes of Paganism into the not 
j less rude, but more intellectually vigorous, and more 
featwrely , warriors of Cliristian chivalry, and to substan- 
tiate the distinct and graceful profiles or outlines of the 
Homeric epic into the flesh and blood of the romautic 
drama, — in short, to give a grand history-piece in the 
robust style of Albert Diirer.” * 

Dryden, we have seen, speaks of Shakspere's ( Troilus 
and Cressida ' as a work of his apprenticeship. Dryden 
himself aspired to reform it with his own master-hand. 
The notion of Dryden was to convert the * Troilus and 
Cressida 1 into a regular tragedy. He complains that 
“ the chief persons who give name to the tragedy axe left 
alive : Cressida is false, and is not punished." The 
excitement of pity and terror, we are told, is the only 
I * Literary Remains, vol. U. p. 188. 
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ground of tragedy. Tragedy, too, must have u a mo- 
ral that directs ti»e vrliole action of the play to one 
centre.” To this standard, then, is Shakspere’s * Troilus 
and Cressida ’ to be reduced. The chief persons who 
give name to tlte tragedy are not to be left alive. 
Cressida is not to be false ; but site is to die : and so 
terror and pity ate to be produced. And then comes 
the moral : — 

11 TIipti, since from home- bred factions ruin spring*. 

Let subjt-cU burn olx'dienco tu llii-Ir kings.” 

The management hy which Dryden lias accomplished 
this metamorphosis is one of the most remarkable ex- 
am])le3 of perverted ingenuity. lie had a licentious 
age to please. He could not spare a line, or a word, of 
what may be consideied the objectionable scenes be- 
tween Pandarus, Trail us, and Cressida. They formed 
no part of the “ rubbish ” he desired to remove. He lias 
lightened them wherever possible ; and what in Shak- 
spere was a sly allusion becomes with him a positive 
grossuess. Now let U9 consider for a moment what 
Shaksperc intended by these scenes. Cressida is the 
exception to Sliakspere’s general idea of tlie female cha- 
racter. She is beautiful, witty, accomplished, — but site 
is impure. In her, love is not a sentiment, or a passion, 
—it is an impulse. Temperament is stronger than will. 
Her love has nothing ideal, spiritual,, in its composition. 
It is not constant, because it is not discriminate. Set- 
ting apart her inconstancy, bow altogether different is 
Cressida from Joliet, or Viola, or Helena, or Perdita ! 
Thera is nothing in her which could be called love : no 
depth, no concentration of feeling, — nothing that can 
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bair the name of detofiom. Shakspere would not per- ' 
nft a mistake to be made otl the subject ; ami lie has ‘ 
therefore given to Ulysses to describe her, os he con- 
ceived her. Considering what his intention* were, and 
what really is the high morality of the characterisation, 
we can scarcely say that lie has made the representation 
too prominent. When he drew Cressida, we think he 
had the feeling strong on his mind which gave^irfti tq 
(lie 119th Sonnet. A French writer, in a notice of this < 
play, says, M Let deux amanta se voient, s’entendent, et 
sont heureux." Shakspere has described such happi- 
ness : — 

** A Ulss in proof,— and prov'd, a very woe; 

Pefore, a joy propos'd ; behind, a dream : 

All this the world well knows ; jet nono knows well 
To shun the heaven Hint leads men to tills hell.” 

It was this morality that Shakspere meant to teach 
when lie |uiuted this one exception to the general purity 
of his female characters. 
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IIei.kn, wife to Menelaus. 

Ap/iears, Act III. ac. 1. 

Andromache, wife to Hector* 

Appears , Act V. ar. 3. 

Casa vndua, daughter to Priam ; a prophetess . 
Appears , Act II. ac. 2. Act V. so. 3. 

Cukssida, daughter to Calebs*. 

Appears , Act I. tc. 2. Act III. sc. 2. Act IV. k. 2 ; ao. 4 ; 
ac. 6. Act V. sc. 2. 

Trojan and Greek Soldiers , and A ttendants . 

1 CENE, — Troy, and tub Grecian Cam ? uuvoHk it* 
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PROLOGUE. 

In Troy there lies tlie scene. From isles of Greece 
' The princes orgulous," their high blood chaf'd, 

| Have to the port of Athens sent their ships. 

Fraught with the ministers and instruments 
Of cruel war : Sixty and nine that wore 
Their crownets regal, from the Athenian bay 
Put forth toward Phrygia: and their vow is made 
To ransack Troy, within whose strong immures 
The ravish’d Helen, Menelaus’ queen, • 

With wanton Paris sleeps, — and that thd%uarrel. 
i To Tenedos they come ; 

And tlie deep-drawing barks do there disgorge 
Their warlike fraoghtage : Now on Danlan plains 
Tlie fresh and yet unbruised Greeks do pitch 
Their brave pavilions : Priam’s six-gated city, 

Dardan, and Tymbria, llias, Chetas, Trojan, 

And Antenorides, with massy staples, 

And corresponsive and fulfilling b bolts, 

Sperr up 0 uie sons of Troy. 

Now expectation, tickling skittish spirits, 

On one and otheT side, Troian and Greek, 

Sets all on hazard ; — And hither am 1 come 

• Orgulous— ’proud— the French orgueiUeu , ». 

k Fulfilling. The verb fulfil Is here used in the origiual sense 

"^perr up. Tlie original has stirrs up, but we prefer the 
alteration. The relative positions of each force are contrasted. 
The Greeks pitch their pavilions on Dardin plains ; the Trojans 
are shut up in their six-gated city. Sperr is used in the sens# 
of to fasten, by Spenser and earlier writers. 
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A prologue arm'd,* — but not in conOdenee 
Or author's m or actor's voice ; but suited 
; In like coodi turns as our anament, — 
j To tell you, fair beholders, that our play 

Leaps o er the vaunt w and firstlings of tiwee broils, 

- Beginning in the fhiddle ; starting thence away 
To what may be digested in a play. 

Like, or find fault ; do as your pleasures are ; 

Now good, or bad, \ is but the chance of war. 

) * Arm'd. Johnson has pointed oat that tlie Prologue vaS 

spoken l>v one of the cluinctrn in armour. Ttds was noticed* 
i because in general the speaker of the Prologue wore a Maek 
1 cloak. 

k Va*At — tlie van. 
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ACT I. 

SCENE I.— Troy. Before Priam'i Palace* 
Enter Thojlus armed, and Pandakus. 

7Vo. Call liere ray variety I’ll unarm again: 

Why should I war without tiie walls of Troy, 

That find such cniel battle here within ? 

| Each Trojan that is master of his heart, 

Let him to field; Troilus, alas ! hath none. 

1 Pan. Will this geer ne’er be mended t 
| 7 Vo. The Greeks are strong, and skilfttl to their 

{ strength. 

Fierce to their skill, and to their fierceness valiant; 

But I am weaker than a woman’s tear,' 

Tamer than sleep, fonder than ignorance, 

Less valiant than the virgin in the night, 

And skill-less as unpractis’d infancy. 

Pan. Well, I have told you enough of this : for my 
part I ’ll not meddle nor make no farther. He that 
will have a cake out of the wheat must needs tarry the 
grinding. 

Tro. Have I not tarried f 

Pan. Ay, the grinding: but you must tarry the 
bolting. 

2Vo. Have I not tarried ¥ 

Pan. Ay, the bolting: but you. must tarry the 
leavening. 

2Vo. Still have I tarried. 

Pan. Ay, to4he leavening: but here’s yet in the 
word hereafter, the kneading, the making of the cake, 
the heating of the Oven, and the baking ; nay, yon mriSt 

* Vat lei — a servant. Tooke considers that o arid and so Aft 
on the some j and that, as well as h or let, they mesa hireling. 
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a lay the cooling too, or you may cliauce to bum your ! 
lips. 

Tro. Patience lierself, what goddess e’er die be, 

Doth lesser blench at sufferance than 1 do. 

At Priam's royal table do 1 sit ; 

And when fair Cressid comes into my thoughts, — 

So, traitor! whro site comes !— When is die thence t 
Pan. Well, site looked yesternight fairer than erer I 
saw hrr look, or any woman else. 

Tro. 1 wa* about to tell the^ — When my he&t. 

As wedged with a sigh would rive in twain ; 

Lest Hector or my father sJtould perceive me, 

1 have (as when the sun doth light a storm) 

Buried this sigh in wrinkle of a smile : 

But sorrow lliat is couch’d in seeming gladness 
Is like that mirth fate turns to sudden soilness. 

ran. An her hair were nut somewhat darker than 
Helen’s (well, go to), tliere were no more com|Mrisoii 
1 tel ween the women. But, for my part, site is my kins- j 
woman ; I would not, as they term it, praise her, — But ! 
I would snmeliody had heard Iter talk yesterday, as I 
did. I will not dispraise your sister Cassandra’s wil ; 
but — 

Tro. O, Paudants ! I tell thee, Pandoras, — 

When I do tell thee, time my hopes lie drown’d, 

Reply not in how many fathoms deep 
TIktv lie indrench d. I tell thee, I am mad 
In Cressid’s love : Tltou answer* st, die is fair ; 

Pour’st in the open ulcer of my heart 

Her eyes, her hair, her cheek, her gait, her voice; 

Handiest in thy discourse, O, that her hand, 

In whose comparison all whites are ink, 

Writing their own reproach ; * to whose soft seisure 

* Wa do sot receive this passage as an bflSfjectloa beginning 
** 0 1 that her hand for what does Troll as desire?— tho wish 
Is incomplete. The meaning we conceive to be rather,— in thy 
discourse thou handiest that hand of hvrs, in whose compa- 
rison, &e* 
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The cygnet's down Is harsh, and spirit of sense • 

Hard as tlw palm of ploughman ; — this thou tell’st me, 

As true thou tell’st me, when I say I love her; 

But, saying thus, instead of oil and balm, 

Tttou lay st in every gash that love hath given me 
The knife that made it. 

Pan. I speak no more than truth. 

Tro. Thou dost not speak so much. 

Pan. 'Faith, 1 'll not meddle in 't. Let her be as 
site is : if she be fair 't is the better for her ; an she be 
not she lias the mends in her own hands. 

Tro. Good Pomlarus ! How now, Pandoras! 

Pan. 1 have had my labour for my travel; ill- 
thought on of tier, and ill-thought on of you : gone be- 
tween and between, but small thanks for my labour. 

Tro. Wliut, art thou angry, Pandarusf what, with 
me! 

Pan. Because she is kin to me, therefore she 's not 
so fair as Helen : an she were not kin to me, she would 
lie as fair on Friday as Helen is on Sunday. But what 
core 1 ! 1 care not an Bhe were a black-a-moor ; ’t is 

all one to me. 

Tro. Say I she is not fair! 

Pan. 1 do not care whether you do or no. She *s a 
fool to stay behind her father; let her to the Greeks; 
and so I ’ll tell her the next time I see her : for my 
port, I ’ll meddle nor make no more, in the matter. . 

7 Vo. Pandarus, — 

Pan. Not I. 

Tro. Sweet Pandarus, — 

Pan. Pray you, speak no more to me ; I will leave 
all os I found it, ana there an end. 

[Exit Pandarus. An alarum. * 

Tro , Peace, you ungracious clamours ! peace, rude 
sounds! 

* Johnson explains tetri t often* as the most exquisite Most* 
bility of touch. 
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Fools on both sides 1 Helen mutt neeili l»e fair, 

I When with jour blood you daily paint her thus. 

| 1 cannot fight upon thin argument ; 

j It it too starv'd a subject for my sword. 

( But Pendants— O gods, bow do you plague me ! 

| I cannot oomc to Cressid but by Panaar ; 

And he t as tetchy to be woo'd to woo, 

As she is stublioni, chaste, against all suit. 

Tell me, Apollo, for thy Datdtne's love, 
j What Cressid is, what Han oar, and what we f 
i Her bed is India; there she lies, a pearl : 

I Between our Ilium and where she resides, 

Let it be call’d the wild and wandering flood ; 
j Ourself, the merchant ; and this sailing Pandor, 

Our doubtful hoi*, our convoy, and our bark. 

Alarum. Enter JE nrab. 

JEne. How now, prince Troilua ? wherefore not afield ? 
7Vo. Because not there : This woman’s answer sorts, 
For womanish it is to be from thence. 

What news, ASneas, from the field today ? 

JEne. That Paris is returned liome, and hurt 
Tro. By whom, A£ueas? 

JEne. Troilus, by Menelaus. 

Tro. Let Paris bleed : *t is but a scar to icom ; 
Paris is gor’d witli Menelaus* horn. [Alarum. 

JEne. Hark ! wliat good spoil is out of town to-day ! 
Tro. Better at home, if M would I might" were 
“ may." — 

But to the sport abroad : — Are you bound thitberf 
JEne. In all swift lioste. 

Tro. Come, go we then together. 

[Exeunt. 

SCENE II. — The same. A Street. 

Enter Cremida. and Ale xamoib. 

Ores. Who were those went byt 
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Alex. Queen Hecuba, and Helen. 

Cret. And whiflter go they f a 

Alex. Up to the eastern tower, j 

Whose height commands is subject all the vale, 

To see the battle. Hector, whose patience 
Is, as a virtue, fix'd, to-day was mov’d : 

He chid Andromache, apd struck his armourer ; 

And, like as there were husbandry in war, 

Before tlie sun rose he was harness'd light, | 

And to the field goes he ; where every flower i 

Did, as a propliet, weep wliat it foresaw j 

In Hector s wrath. | 

Cret. 'What was his cause of anger ? j 

Alex. The noise goes, this: There » among the 
Greeks 

A lord of Trojan blood, nephew to Hector; 

They call him Ajax. 

Crcs. Good ; and what of him ? 

Alex. They say he is a very man per te , 

And stands alone. 

Cret. So do all men; unless they aie drunk, sick, 

| or have no legs. 

Alex. This man, lady, hath robbed many beasts of 
their particular additions ; he is os valiant os the lion, 
churlish as the bear, slow as the elephant : a man into 
whom uaturp jiath so crowded humours, that his valour 
is crushed into folly, his folly sauced with discretion : 
there is no man hath a virtue that be hath not a glimpse 
of;, nor apy pupa an attaint but he carries some stain 
of it : lie is melancholy without cause, and merry against 
the hair : He hpth the joints of everything ; but every* 
thjng so out of joint, tliat he is a gouty Briareus, many 
hands and no use ; or purblinded Argus, all eyes and • 
no sight. 

Cret. But how should this man, th|t makes me 
futile, make Hector engry t 

Alex. They say he yesterday coped Hector in the 



Iff TROILUS AND CRESSIDA. [Act L 

battle, and struck him down ; the disdain and shame 
whereof hath ever since kept Hector fasting and 
waking. 

Enter Pam nanus. 

Cres. Who comes here ? 

Alex. Madam, your uncle Pandoras. 

Cres. Hector ’s a gallant man. 

Alex. As may be in the world, lady. 

Pan. What ’s that? what ’■ that? 

Cres. Good morrow, uncle Pandoras. 

Pan. Good morrow, cousin Cressid : What do you 1 
talk of? — Good morrow, Alexander. — How do you, 
cousin? When were you at Ilium? 

Cres. This momiug, uncle. 

Pan. What were you talking of when I came? 
Was Hector armed, and gone, ere ye came to Ilium? 
Helen was not up, was she? 

Cres. Hector was gone ; hut Helen was not up. 

Pan. E’en so ; Hector was stirring early. 

CVes. That were we talking of, and of his anger. 

Pan. Was he angry ? 

Cre s. Bo he says here. 

Pan. True, he was so ; I know the cause too ; he 11 
lay about him to-day, I on tell them that : and there s 
Troilus will not come far behind him ; let them take 
1 eed of Troilus ; I can tell them that too. 

Cres. What, is he angry too? 

Pan. Who, Troilus ? Troilus is the better man of 
the two. 

Cres. O, Jupiter ! there ’s no comparison. 

Pan. What, not between Troilus and Hector? Do 
you know a man if you see him ? 

Cres. Ay ; if I ever saw him before, and knew him. 
Pan. Well, I say Troilus is Troilus. 

Cres. Then you say as I say ; for I am sure he if not 
Hector. 
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Pan. No, nor Hector is not Troilus, in gome degrees. 

Crea. *T is just to each of deem ; he is himself. 

Pan. Himself t Alas, poor Troilus ! I would he were. 

Crea. So he is. 

Pan. ’Condition, I had gone barefoot to India. 

Crea. He is not Hector. 

Pan . Himself 1 ? no, he ’s not himself. — ’Would ’a 
were himself Well, the gods are above. Time must 
friend, or end : Well, Troilus, well, — I would my 
heart were in her body ! — No, Hector is not a better 
man than Troilus. 

Crea. Excuse me. 

Pan. He is elder. 

Cres. Pardon me, pardon me. 

Pan. The other ’s not come to ’t ; you shall tell me 
another tale when the other 's come to ’t. Hector shall 
not have his wit this yeur. 

Crea. He shall not need it, if he have his own. 

Pan. Nor his qualities ; — 

Cres. No matter. 

Pan. Nor his beauty. 

Crea. ’T would not become him, his own ’a better. 

Pan. You have no judgment, niece : Helen herself 
swore the other day, that Troilus, for a hrown favour, 
(for so ’t is, I must confess,) — Not brown neither. 

Crea. No, but brown. 

Pan. Faith, to say truth, brown and not brown. . 

Crea. To say the truth, true and not true. ’ 

Pan . She prais’d his complexion above Paris. 

Crea. Why, Paris hath colour enough. 

Pan. So he has. 

Crea. Then Troilus should have too much: if she 
praised him above, his complexion is higher than his ; 
ne having colour enough, and the other higher, is too 
flaming a praise for a good complexion. 1 hod as lief 
Helen's golden tongue had commended Troilus for a 
copper nose. 

vol. «. 
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Pm. I nr ear to you, I think Helen lores him better 
than Puis. 

One. Then she *s a merry Greek, indeed. 

Pom. Nay, I am sure stye doea She came to him 
the other day into the compassed window,*— -and, you 
know, he has not past three or four hairs on his chin. 

CVas. Indeed, a tapster’s arithmetic may soou bring 
his particulars therein to a total. 

Pan. Why, he is very young: and yet will he, 
within three pound, lift as much as his brother IJecWr, 

Cres. Is he so young a man, and so old a lifter t b 

Pan. But, to prove to you that Helen loves him ; — 
•he comd, and puts me her white band to his clo\cn 
chin, — 

. Ores. Juno have mercy ! — How came it cloven t 

Pan. Why, you know, '1 is dimpled : I think his 
smiling becomes him better than any man in all 
Phrygia. 

Ores. O, he smiles valiantly. 

Pan. Does he not? 

Ores. O yes, an ’t were a cloud in autumn. v * , 

Pan • Why, go to then.— But to prove to 
Helen loves Troilus, — 

Orss. Troilus will stand to the proof, if you 
it so. 

Pan. Troilus T why, he esteems her no more than I 
esteem an addle egg. 

Ores. If vou love an addle egg as well as you love 
an idle hea4 you would eat chickens i 1 the shell- 

Pan. I cannot choose but laugh, to tbfck bow she 
tickled his chip ! — Indeed, she has a tAAn^$t|n| white 
hand, I must needs confess. 

Ones. Without the rack. 

Pan. And she takes upon her to spy a white hair on 
hip chin. 

%Cod!pami window — « bow-window. 

* lAfitr — thief. We *tfll a tkoplifler. 
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Cret. Alai, poor chin 1 many a wart it richer. 

Pan. But there was such laughing ; — Queen Hecuba 
laughed, that her eyes ran o'er. 

Cm. With mill-stone*.* 

Pan. And Cassandra laughed. 

Cret. But there was more temperate fire under the 
pot of her eyes : — Did her eyes run o'er too t 

Pan. And Hector laughed. 

Cm. At what was all this laughing? 

Pan. Marry, at the white liair that Helen spied on 
Troilus’ chin. 

Cm. An ’t had been a green liair, I should hare 
laughed too. 

Pan. They laughed not so much at the hair, as at 
his pretty answer. 

Cm. What was his answer? 

Pan. Quoth she, “ Here 's but two and fifty hairs on 
your chin, and one of them is white." 

Cret. This is her question. 

Pan. That ’a true ; make no question of that. “ Two 
and fifty hairs," quoth he, * and one white : That white 
hair is my father, and all the rest are his sons " — “ Ju- 
piter ! " quoth she, “ which of these liairs is Paris my 
husband Y" — “ The forked one," quoth lie, “ pluck it 
out, and give it him." But, there was such laughing I 
and Helen so blushed, and Paris so cliafed, and all the 
rest so laughed, that it passed.* 

Cm. So let it now ; for it has lieen a great while 
going by. 

Pan, Well, cousin, I told you a thing yesterday ; 
think on ’t. 

Cm. So I do. 

Pan, I 'll be sworn 't if true ; he will W»p you, ap 
't were a man bom in April. 

* Patted— wt» excessive. The retort of CrealAa aooepts the 
word la Its common signification, 
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Orta. And 1 *U spring up in hit tears, an *t wore a ' 
nettle against May. [A retreat rounded. 

1 Pan. Hark, they are coming from the field : Shall j 
we stand up here, and see them, as they pass toward t 
j Ilium f good niece, do; sweet niece Cressida. i 

j Crea. At your pleasure. ! 

Pan. Here, hen*, here • an excellent place ; liere we 
i may see most bravely : I 'll tell you them all by their 
< names, as tliey pass by ; but mark Troilus above me jpst. 

j JEanan paatea over the Stage. 

j Crea. Siieak not so loud. j 

| Pan. That ’s jEneas : Is not that a brave man f be *s j 

one of die flowers of Troy, 1 can tell you. But mark 
Troilus ; you shall see anon, 
j Crea. Who ’a that t 

| Aktenor poaaea over. 

i Pan. That 's An tenor; be has a shrewd wit, I can 
! tell you; and he 's a man good enough: he’s one o’ the 
i soundest judgment in Troy, whomever, and a proper 
I man of person: — When comes Tnnlui ? — 1*11 show 
j you Troilus anon ; if he see B^ jaa shall see him nod 
at me. 

Crea. Will he give you the nod 1 

Pan. You shall see. 

Crea. If he do, the rich shall have more. 

Hector poaaea over. 

Pan. That ’s Hector, that, that, look you, that : there ’■ 
afellow ; — Go thy way, Hector 1— There *s a brave man, 
niece. — O brave Hector ! — Look, how he looks ! there *s 
a countenance! Is *t not a brave man t 

Crea . O, a brave man ! 

Pan. Is ’a not ? It does a man's heart good — Look 
you what hacks are on his helmet ! look you yonder, 
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do you see? look you ihero ! there ’■ no jerting : there *■ 
laying on ; take ’t off who will, as they say : then be 
hack* I 

Oe«. Be thoee with swords ? 

Paris passes over. 

Pan. Swords ? anything, lie cores not : an the devil 
come to him, it ’* all one : By god’s lid, it does one’s 
i heart good : — Yonder comes Paris, yonder comes Paris : 

look ye yonder, niece. Is ’t not a gallant man too, is 
I 't not ? — Why, this is brave now. — Who said he came 

| hurt home to-day? he s not hurt: why, this will do 
| Helen’s heart good now. Ha! ’would 1 could see Troi- 
lus now ! — you shall see Troilus anon. 

Ores. Who ’s that? 

Helen ub passes over. 

Pan. That 's Helenas, — I marvel where Troilus is : 
— That ’s Helenas ; — I think he went not forth today : 
—That ’s Helenus. 

Cres. Can Helenus fight, uncle ? 

Pan. Helenus 1 no ; — yes, he ’ll fight indifferent 
well : — I marvel where Troilus is !— Hark ; do you not 
hear the people cry, Troilus ? — Helenus is a priest 

Cres. What sneaking fellow comes yonder ? 

Troilus passes over. 

Pan. Where ? yonder? that ’s Deiphobus: T is 
Troilus ! there ’s a man, njfce I — Hem ! -'■Brave Troi- 
lus ! the prince of chivalry. 

Cres. Peace, for shame, peace ! 

Pan. Mark him; note him; — 0 brave Troilus I — 
look well upon him, niece ; look you, how his sword is 
bloodied, and his helm more hacked than Hector’s : 
And how he looks, and how he goes 1—0 admirable 
youth! he ne’er saw three-and-twenty. Go thy way, 
Troilus, go thy way ; had 1 a sister were a grace, or 
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a daughter a goridem, be sliould take hit choice. 0 
admirable man 1 Pam 9 — Pari* it dirt to him ; and, 1 
warrant, Helai, to change, would give money to boot 

Force t pass oner the stag*. 

Ores. Here come more. 

Pan. A «<**, fools, dolts ! cliaff and bran, chaff and 
Inmu 1 porridge after meat 7 1 could lire and die i' the 
eyes of Trod us. Ne’er look, ne'er look ; the eagles art 
gone ; crows and daws, crows and daws ! I had nfthcr 
be such a man at Troilut, than Agamemnon and all 
Greece. 

Ores. There it among the Greeks, Achilles; a better 
nun than Troilut. 

Pan. Achilles 9 a drayman, a porter, a eery camel. 

Ores. Well, well. 

Pan. Well, well 9— -Why, hare you any discretion 9 
have you any eyes 9 Do you know what a man it 9 It 
not birth, beauty, good shape, discourse, manhood, 
learning, gentleness, virtue, youth, liberality, and so 
forth, the spice and salt that seaion a man 9 

Ores. Ay, a minced man : and then to be baked with 
no date in the pie, — for then the man's date ’s out. 

Pan. You are such another woman ! one knows not 
at what ward you lie. 

Ores. Upon my back to defend my belly ; upon my 
wit, to defend my wiles ; upon my secrecy, to defend 
mine honesty ; my mask, to defend my beauty ; and 
you, to defend all the* : and at all these wards 1 lie, 
at a thousand watches. 

Pan. Say one of four watches. 

Cm. Nay, 1 ’ll watch you for that \ and that 's one 
of the chiefest of them too j if 1 cannot ward what 1 
would not have hit, I can watch you for tolling how 1 
took the blow ; unless it swell past hiding, and then 
it '• past watching. 

Pan* You an such another ! 
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Enter Tunii.us’ Boy. 

Boy. Sir, my lord would instantly speak with you. 
Pan. Where! 

Boy. At your own house; there he unarms him. 
Pan. Good boy, tell him I come : [ Exit Boy. 

I doubt he lie hurt. — Fare ye well, good niece. 

Crce. Adieu, uncle. 

Pan . I ’ll he with you, niece, by and by. 

Crea. To bring, uncle, — 

Pan. Ay, a token from Troll ug. 

Ores. By the same token— you are a bawd. 

[Exit PandarU9. 

Words, vows, gifts, tears, and love’s full sacrifice. 

He offers in another’s enterpi i»e : 

But more in Troilus thousand-fold 1 see 
Than in the glass of Pandar's praise may be ; 

Yet hold I off. Women are angels, wooing : 

Things won are done, joy’s soul lies in the doing ; 

That she belov’d knows nought that knows not this,-~- 
Men prize the thing ungam'd more than it is : 

That she was never yet that ever knew 
Love got so sweet, os when desire did sue : 

Therefore this maxim out of love I teach, — 
Achievement is command ; ungain'd, beseech : 

Then though my heart’s content firm love doth beat, 
Nothing of that shall from my eyes appear. [Btit, 

SCENE III. — The Grecian Camp. Before Aga- 
memnon’s Tent. 

Senet. Enter Agambmnoh, Nisfon* Ulysses, 
Mbnei.aus, and othert • 

A gam. Princes, 

What grief hath set the jaundice on your cheeks f 
The ample proposition that hope makes 
In all designs begun on earth below, 

Fails in the promis’d largeness : checks and disasters 
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! Grow in the reins of actions highest rear'd; 

As knob, by the conflux of meeting u]s 
Infect the sound pine, and divert bis grain 
Tortire and errant from his course of growth. 

Nor, princes, is it matter new to us, 

That we come shut of our suppose so far, 

That, after seven years’ siege, yet Troy walls stand : 
Silh every action that hath gone before, 

Whereof we have record, trial did draw 
Bias and thwart, not answering the aim, 

And that unbodied figure of the tiumght 

That gave ’t surmised shape. Why then, vtw princes, 

Do you with cheeks abash'd behold our works; 

And think them shames, which are, indeed, nought else 
But die productive trials of great Jove, 

To find persistive constancy in men 1 

The fineness of which metal is not found 

In fortune's love : for then, the bold and coward, 

The wise and fool, the artist and unread, 

The hard and soft, seem all affin’d and kin : 

But, in the wind and tempest of her frown, 

Distinction, with a broad and powerful fan. 

Puffing at all, winnows the light away ; 

And what hath mass, or matter, by itself 
Lies, rich in virtue, and unmingled. 

Nest. With due observance of thy godlike seat. 
Great Agamemnon, Nestor shall apply 
Thy latest words. In the reproof of chance 
Lies the true proof of men : the sea being smooth, 

How many shallow bauble boots dare sail 

Upon her patient breast, making their way 

With those of nobler bulk 1 

But let the ruffian Boreas once enrage 

The gentle Thetis, and, anon, behold 

The strong-ribb’d bark through liquid mountains cut, 

Bounding between the two moist elements, 

Like Perseus’ horse ; Where 's then the saucy boat, 
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Whose weak untimber’d sides but even now 
Co-rivall’d greatness Y either to harbour fled, 

Or made a toast for Neptune. Even so 
Doth valour's show, and valour's worth, divide. 

In storms of fortune : For, in her ray and brightness, 
The herd hath more annoyance by tVie brize * 

Than by the tiger; but when the splitting wind 
Makes flexible the knees of knotted oaks, 

And flies fled under shade, why, then, the thing of 
courage, 

As rous'd with rage, with rage dotli sympathize, 

And, with on accent tun'd in self-same tcey, 

Returns to chiding fortune. 

! Ulyas. Agamemnon, — 

Thou great commander, nerve and bone of Greece, 
Heait of our numbers, soul and only spirit, 

; In whom the tempers and the minds of all 
| Should be shut up, — hear what Ulysses speaks. 

Besides the applause and approbation 
The which, — most mighty for thy place and sway, — 
j [To Agamemnon. 

I And thou most reverend for thy stretch'd-out life, — 

| [To Nestor. 

I give to both your speeches, — which were such 
! As Agamemnon and the hand of Greece 
| Should hold up high in brass ; and such again, 
i As venerable Nestor, hatch’d in silver, 

Should with a bond of air, strong as the axletree 
On which the heavens ride, knit all Greeks’ ears 
To his experienc’d tongue, — yet let it please both,— 
Thou great,— and wise, — to hear Ulysses speak. 

| Agam. Speak, prince of Ithaca ; and be ’t of less 
expect 

1 That matter needless, of importless burden, 

Divide thy lips, than we are confident, 

I ® IWw-fl » gad-fly. 
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When rank Thevsite ojwe his mtstick * jaws, 

We shall bear music, wit, ami oracle. 

Vlyu. Troy, yet upon his basis, tun I bean down, 
And the great Hector's sword had lack’d a master, 

But for these instances. 

The specialty of rule hath been neglected : 

And, look, how many Grecian tents do stand 
Hollow upon this plain, so many Itollow factions. 
When that the gmeral is not like the hive, 

To whom the foragers shall all rejiair, 

What honey is expected 1 Degree iwing visarded, 

The unworthiest snows as fairly h) tlie mask. 

The heavens themselves, die planets and tilts centre, 
Observe degree, priority, and place, 

Insisture, course, proportion, season, form. 

Office, and custom, in all line of order : 

And therefore is the glorious planer, Sol, 

In noble eminence enthiuu'd and spher'd 
Amidst the other ; whose medcinahle eye 
Corrects the ill aspects of planets evil, 

And posts, like the commandment of a king, 

Sans check, to good and bad : But when the planets, 

In evil mixture, to disorder wander, 

What plagues, and what portents ! what mutiny ! 
What raping of the sea 1 shaking of earth ! 

Commotion in the winds 1 frights, changes, horrors, 

* Mattiek. We retain the word of the original, ifrutiekc is 
there printed with a capital initial, as marking something em- 
phatic. In all modern editions the word is rendered mat tint. 
We are Inclined to think that mattiek is not a typographical 
mistake. Every one has heard of Prynne’s celebrated book, 
* Histrio-Mattim • The Player's Scourge but It Is not so gene- 
rally known that this title was borrowed by the great control ar- 
sialist from a play tint printed in 1 610, but supposed to be written 
earlier, which is a satire upon actors and dramatic writers I rum 
tint to list. It appears to ns by no means Improbable ilmt an 
epithet should be applied to the M rank ThersUeS" Which Should 
pretty dearly point at one who had done enough to make him- 
self obnoxious to the poet’s fraternity. 
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Divert and crack, rend and deracinate 

The unity and married calm of states 

Quite from their fixture ! 0, when degree is shak’d, 

Which is the ladder to all high designs, 

The enterprise is sick I How could communities, 
Degrees in schools, and brotherhoods in cities, 
Peaceful commerce from dividable shores, 

The primogenitire and due of birth, 

Prerogative of age, crowns, sceptres, laurels, 

But by degree, stand in authentic place ? 

Take but degree away, untune tliat string, 

And, hark, wliat discord follows ! each thing meets 
In mere oppugnanoy : The bounded waters 
Should lilt their bosoms higher than the shores, 

And make a sop of all this solid glolie ; 

Strength should be lord of imbecility, 

And die rude son should strike his father dead : 

Force should be right; or, rather, right and wrong 
(Between whose endless jar justice resides) 

Should lose their names, and so should justice too. 
Then everything includes itself in power, 

Power into will, will into appetite; 

And appetite an universal wolf, 

So doubly seconded with will and power, 

Must make, perforce, an universal prey, 

And, last, eat up himself. Great Agamemnon, 

This chaos, when degree is suffocate, 

Follows the choking. 

And this neglectiou of degree is it, 

That by a pace goes backward, in a purpose 
It hath to climb. The general 's disdain'd 
By him one step below ; he, by the next ; 

That next, by him beneath : so every step, 

Exampled by the first pace that is sick 
Of his superior, grows to an envious fever 
Of pale and bloodless emulation ; 

Ana ’t is this fever that keeps Troy on foot, 
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Not her own sinews. To end a tale of length, 

Troy in our weakness lives, not in lier strength. 

Nest Most wisely hath Ulysses here di scorn'd 
The fever whereof all our power is sick. 

Agam. Tl»e nature of the sickness found, Ulysses, 
What is the remedy? 

rigs* The {pieat Achilles, whom opinion crowns 
The sinew and the forehand of our host, 

Having his ear full of his airy fame, 
j Grows dainty of his worth, and in his tent 

Lies mocking our designs : With him, Palroclus, 
Upon a lazy bed, the livelong day 
Breaks scurril jests ; 

And with ridiculous and awkward action 
(Which, slanderer, he imitation calls) 

He pageants us. Sometime, great Agamemnon, 

Thy tonless deputation lie puts on ; 

And like a strutting player, whose conceit 
Lies in his hamstring, and doth think it rich 
To bear the wooden dialogue and sound 
Twixt his stretch'd footing and the sc&flbldage, 

Such to-be-pitied and o'er-wrested seeming 
He acts thy greatness in : and when he speaks, 

"T is like a chime a mending ; with terms unsquar’d, 
Which from the tongue of roaring Typhon dropp'd 
Would seem hyDerboles. At this fusty stuff, 

The large Achilles, on Ids press'd bed lolling, 

From his deep chest laughs out a loud applause $ 
Cries — u Excellent ! — T is Agamemnon just — 

Now play me Nestor ; — hem, and stroke thy beard, 
As he, being 'dress'd to some oration." 

That 's done;— as near as die extremest ends 
Of parallels, — os like as Vulcan and his wife : 

Yet god Achilles still cries, “ Excellent ; 

*T is Nestor right ! Now play him me, Palroclus, 
Arming to answer in a night alarm." 

And then, forsooth, the feunt defects of age 
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Muit be the icene of mirth ; to cough, and spit, 

And with a palsy, fumbling on his gorget, 

Shake in ana out the rivet ; — and at this sport, 

Sir Valour dies ; cries, “ O ! — enough, Patroclus j 
Or give me ribs of steel ! 1 shall split all 
In pleasure of my spleen." And in this fashion, 

All our abilities, gifts, natures, shapes, 

Several! aud generals of grace exact. 

Achievements, plots, orders, preventions, 

Excitements to the field, or speech for truce, 

Success, or loss, what is, or is not, serves 
As stuff for these two to make paradoxes. 

Neat. And in the imitation of these twain 
(Whom, as Ulysses says, opinion crowns 
With an imperial voice,) many are infect 
Ajax is grown self-will'd ; and bears hia head 
In such a rein, in full as proud a place 
As broad Achilles ; keeps his tent like him ; 

Makes factious feasts ; rails on our state of war. 

Bold os an oracle ; and sets Thersites 
(A slave whose gall coins slanders like a mint) 

To match us in comparisons with dirt ; 

To weaken and discredit our exposure, 

How rank soever rounded in with danger. 

Ulyaa. They tax our policy, and call it cowardice ; 
Count wisdom as no member of the war ; 

Forestall prescience, and esteem no act 

But that of hand : the still and mental ports, — 

That do contrive how many hands shall strike. 

When fitness calls them on; and know, by measure 
Of their observant toil, the enemies' weight, — 

Why, this hath not a finger's dignity : 

They call this bed-work, mappery, closet-war : 

So that the ram that batters down the wall, 

For the great swing aud rudeness of his poise, 

They place before hil band that made the engkiej 
Or time that with the fineness of their souls 
By reason guide Ins execution. 


TR01LUS AND 0KB981DA. 


N«st Lai tbit be granted, and Achilles' bon* 

Makes many Thetis' tom. [ Tucket soutub. 

Agam. What trumpet ? look, Menelaus. 

Enter Mmum. 

Men . From Troy. 

Again. AT hat would you Tore our tent f 

JEixc. la Out 

Great Agamemnon's tent, 1 pray you f 

Again . Even tine: 

AEne. May one that it a herald, and a prince, 

Do a fair message to Hit kingly ean I 

Agam. With surety stronger than Achillea' arm 
'Fore all the Greekitli beads, which with oue voice 
Call Agamemnon head and general. 

AEne. Fair leave, and large security. How may 
1 A stranger to those most imperial looks 
Know them from eyes of other mortals ? 

Agam. How f 

AEne. Ay ; 

I ask, tliat I might waken reverence, 

And bid the cheek be ready with a blush 
Modest as morning when. she coldly eye*, 

The youthful Fhsbus : ' , 

Which is that gqd in ufl ttEte iiair men^ 

Which is the high andfinP|^4jfgmemnon f 
Agam. This Trqjan seems tt*j hr the men of Troy 
Axe ceremonious courtiers. 

’ AEne. Courtiers a* free. as delxu air, unarm’d, 

As bending angels ; that V their fame in peace : 

But when they would seem ioldiers,‘they have gulls, , 
Good arms, strong joints, true swords; and, Jove's 
accord, 

Nothing so full of heart ‘But peace, Mneae, 

Peace, Trepan ; lay thy finger on Hiy lips 1 
The worthiness of praise distains bis worth, 

If that the mail'd himself bring the praise forth : 

But what the repining enemy commends, 
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That breath fame blows ; that praise, sole pure, tran- 
scends. 

Agam. Sir, you of Troy, call you yourself yEneai ? 
jEne. Ay, Greek, tliat is my name. 

Agam. What 's your affair, I pray you? 

JEne. Sir, pardon ; ’t is for Agamemnon's ears. 
Agam. He hears nought privately that cumes front 
Troy. 

Aine. Nor I from Troy come not to whisper him ; 

I bring a trumpet to awake his ear; 

To set his sense on the attentive bent, 

And then to speak. 

Agam. Speak frank] y as the wind ; 

It is not Agamemnon's sleeping hour ; 

Tliat thou shalf know, Trojan, he is awake, 

He tells thee so himself. 

JEne. Trumpet, blow loud, 

Send thy brass voice through all these lazy tents ; 

And every Greek of mettle, let him know, . 

What Troy means fairly shall be sjioke aloud. 

[Trumpet Mound* 

We hatfe, great Agamemnon, here in Troy 
A prince call'd Hector, (Priam is his father,) 

Woo in this dull and longhcontinued truce 
Is rusty grown ; be bo^Upl^ke a trumpet, 

And to this purpose speUT stings, princes, lords I 
If there be one, among 4be fhir’at of Greece, 

That holds his honour higher than his ease ; 

That seeks his praise m<SVe than Be fears his peril ; 

That knows his valour, and knows not his fear, 

.That loves his mistress more than in confession, 
fWilh truant vows to her own lips he loves,) 

And dare avow her beauty and her worth, 

In other arms than hers — to him this challenge. 

‘ Hector, in view of Trojans and of Greeks, 

Shall make it good, or do his best to do if, 

He hath a lady, wiser, fairer, truer, 
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Thin ever Greek did compass in his arms ; 

And will tomorrow with his trumpet call, 

Mid-way between >our tents and walls of Troy, 

To rouse a Grecian that is true in love : 

If any come. Hector shall honour linn ; 

If none, be 'll say iu Troy when he retires. 

The Grecian dames are sunburnt, and not worth 
Hie splinter of a lance. Even so much. 

Again. This shall lie told our lovers, lord ASnfasf 
If ivme of them have soul in such a kind, 

We left them all at home : But we ore soldiers ; 

And may that soldier a mere recreant prove. 

That means not, hath not, or is not in lore ! 

If then one is, or hath, or means to be, 

That one meets Hector ; if none else, I *11 be he. 

Nest. Tell him of Nestor, one that was a man 
When Hector's grandsire suck’d : he is old now ; 

But, if there be not in our Grecian mould 
One noble man, that hath one spark of fire 
To answer for his love, tell him from me, — 

I ’ll hide my silver heard iu a gold beaver, 

And in my vnntbracc put this wither'd brawn ; 

And meeting him, will tell him, that my lady 
Was fairer than nil grandaure, and as chaste 
As may be in the world ; his £nath in flood, 

1 11 pawn this truth with my three drops of blood. 
dine. Now heavens. forbid such scarcity of youth! 
Ulyss. Amen. 

Agam. Fair lord JEne as, let me touch your hand *, 
To our pavilion shall I lead you first. 

Achilles shall have word of this intent ; 

So shall each lord of Greece, from tent to tent : 
Yourself shall feast with us before you go, 

And find the welcome of a noble foe. 

[Exeunt all but Ulysses and Nkstob. 
Ulyss. Nestor! 

Nest. What says Ulysw*! 
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Ulyas. I have a young conception in my brain, 

Be you my time to bring it to some shape. 

Nest. What is ’tf 
Ulyas. This 't is : 

Blunt wedges rive hard knots : The seeded pride 
That hath to this maturity blown up 
In rank Achilles, must or now be cropp’d, 

Or, shedding, breed a nursery of like evil, 

To overbulk us all. 

Nest Well, and how 1 

Ulyas. This challenge that the gallant Hector sends. 
However it is spread in general name, 

Relates in purpose only to Achilles. 

Nest Tne purpose is perspicuous even as substance, 
Whose grossnes9 little characters sum up : 

And, in the publication, make no strain, 

But tlmt Achilles, were his brain as barren 
As hanks of Libya, — though, Apollo knows, 

’T is dry enough, — will, with great speed of judgment, 
Ay, with celerity, find Hector’s purpose 
Boinling on him. 

Ulyas. And wake him to the answer, think you t 
Nest. Yes, 

It is most meet ; Whom may you else suppose, 

That can from Hector bring his honour ofl. 

If not Achilles ? Though ’t lie a sportful combat, 

Yet in this trial much opinion dwells ; 

For here the Trojans taste our dear'st repute 
With their fin’st palate : And trust to me, Ulysses, 

Our imputation shall be oddly pois’d 
In this wild action : for the success, ■ 

Although particular, shall give a scantling 
Of good or bad unto tire general ; 

And in such indexes, although small pricks 
To their subsequent volumes, there is seen 
The baby figure of the giant mass 
Of things to come at large. It is suppos'd, 

VOL. IX. 


Q 
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He that meeti Hector issues from our choice : 

And choice, being mutual act of all our souls, 

Makes merit her election ; and doth boil, 

As ’t were from forth us all* a man dUt ill'll 
Out of our virtues ; who, miscarrying, 

What heart from hence nceires the conquering part, 
To steel a strong opinion to themselves f 
Which entertain'd, limbs are his instruments, 

In no len working, than are swords and bows 
Directive by the limbs. 

Ufyu. Give pardon to my speech - 
Therefore ’t is meet, Achilla meet not Hector. 

Let us like merchants show our foulest wares. 

And think, perchance, they 'll sell ; if not, 

The lustre of the better yet to show 
Shall show the better. Do not consent 
That ever Hector and Achilles meet ; 

For both our honour and our shame, in this, 

Are dogg'd with two strange followers. 

Nest. I see them not with my old eyes) what an 
thev ? 

TJlyts. What glory our Achillea shares from Hector, 
Were he not proud, we all should wear with him : 

But he already is too insolent ; 

And we were better parch in Afric sun, 

Than in the pride and salt scorn of his eyes, 

Should he 'scape Hector fair : If he were foil'd, 

Why, then we aid our main opinion crush 
In taint of our best man. No, moke a lottery ; 

And, by device, let blockish Ajax draw 
The sort to fight with Hector : Among ourselves 
Give him allowance as the worthier man, 

For that will physic the great Myrmidon, 

Who broils in loud applause ; and make him fall 
His crest, that prouder than blue Iris bends. 

If the dull brainless Ajax oume safe off, 

We 'll diem him up in voices ? If he fisil, 
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I Vet go we under our opinion atill 
I That we have better men. But, hit or mice, 

! Our project'a life this chape of fence accumec, 

Ajax, employ'd, uluckc down AchilW plume? 

| Nest. Now, UlyiMf, 1 begin to reliih tliy advice; 
j And I will give a tacte of it forthwith 
| To Agamemnon : go we to him ctraight. 

Two cun chall tame each other : Pride alone 
Muct tarre the mactiSc on, ac ’t were their bone. 

I [Ezetw t. 
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J ACT II. 

| SCENE I .—Another part of the Grecian Camp. 

! Enter Ajax and Tuxbsitks. 

i Ajax. Tbenites, — * 

Ther. Agamemnon — how if he had boil* ? TTdJ, all 
over, generally? 

Ajax. Them tea, — 

1 Ther. Ami those boils diil run ? — Say so, — did not ; 

J tlic general run ? were not tlmt a botchy core ? 

Ajax. Dog, — I 

I Ther. Then would come some matter from him ; I 
see none now. j 

Ajax. Thou bitch-wolf's son, canat thou not hear? 
Feel then. [ Strikes him. j 

Ther. The plague of Greece upon thee, thou mongrel 
beef-witted lord ! 

Ajax. Speak then, thou vinew’dest • leaven, speak : 

I will beat thee into handsomeness. 

Ther. 1 shall sooner rail thee into wit and holiness : 
but 1 think thy horse will sooner con an oration, than 
thou learn a prayer without book. Thou canst strike, 
const thou f a red murrain o' thy jade's tricks ! 

Ajax. Toadstool, learn me the proclamation. 

Ther. Dost thou think I have no sense, thou strik'sl 
me thus? 

Ajax. The proclamation — 

Ther; Thou art proclaimed a fool, I think. 

Ajax. Do not, porcupine, do not ; my fingers itch. 

* Vinew'dett — vinewed— vlnny — slgnifl«t decayed, mouldy) 
the word in the text is the superlative of vbteved. In the pre- 
face to our trsnslatiou of the Bible we have "fenewed tradi- 
tions." 



Socks I.] TROILUS AND CRE8SIDA. SIS 

Ther. I would tbou didst itch from bead to foot, and 
I had the scratching of thee : I would moke thee the 
loathsomest scab in Greece. When thou art forth in 
the incursions, thou strikest as slow as another. 

Ajax. I say, the jftoclamation, — 

Ther. Thou grumblest and railest every hour on 
Achilles; and thou art as full of envy at his greatness, 
as Cerberus is at Proserpina's beauty, ay, that thou 
bark’st at him. 

Ajax. Mistress Thersites ! 

Ther. Thou shouldst strike him. 

Ajax. Cold oaf ! 

Ther. He would pun n thee intu shivers with his fist, 
as a sailor breaks a biscuit. 

Ajax. You whoreson cur! [Beating him. 

Ther. Do, do. 

Ajax. Thou stool for a witch ! 

Ther. Ay, do, do; thou sodden-witted lord! thou 
hast no more bsain tlian I have in mine elbows ; an 
assinego b may tutor thee: Thou scurvy valiant ass! 
thou art here but to thrash Trojans; and thou art 
bought and sold among those of any wit, like a Bar* 
barian slave. If thou use to beat me, I will begin at 
thy heel, and tell what tbou art by inches, thou thing 
of no bowels, thou ! 

Ajax. You dog! 

Ther. You scurvy lord ! 

Ajax. You cur ! [ Beating him. 

Ther. Man his idiot ! do, rudeness ; do, camel ; do, do. 

Enter Achii.les and Patboolus. 

Aehil. Why, how now, Ajax? wherefore do you this? 
How now, Thersites f what ’s the matter, man? 

Ther. You see him there, do you ? 

Aehil. Ay ; what ’s the matter f 

Ther. Nay, look upon him. 

* Pcs— pound. b Auiaego — an us. 
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AM. So I do ; what ’* the matter t 

T%er. May, but retard him well. 

AchU. Well, why 1 do so. 

Thar. But yet you look not well upon him t fcf 
whosoever you take him to be^ he it Ajax. 

AchU. 1 know that, tool 

Ther. Ay, but that fool know* not himself. 

Ajcu. Tiierefore J beat thee. 

Thar. Lo, lo, lo, lo, what modicums of frit be uttdto! 
his evasions hare ran thus long. 1 have bobMl bis 
brain more than be has beat my bones : I will buy Arne 
sparrows for a penny, and his pio mater is not worth 
tne ninth part of a sparrow. This lord^ Achilles, Ajax, — 
who wean his wit in his belly, and his guts in his bead, 
— 1 11 tell you what 1 say of him. 

AchU. What? 

Ther. I say, this Aiax— 

AchU. May, good Ajax. 

[Ajax offers to strike Aim, Acxiu.Be 
interposes. 

Thar. Has not so much wit — 

AchU. Nay, I must hold you. 

Thar. As will stop the eye of Helen's needle, for 
whom be comes to fight. 

AchU. Peace, fool ! 

Ther. I would have peace and quietness, but the 
tool will not : he there ; that he ; look you there. 


Ajax. O thou damned cur ! I shall — 
AchU. Will you set your wit to a fool’i 


AchU. Will you set your wit to a fool’s? 

Ther. No, I warrant you j for a fool’s will shame it 
Pair. Good words, Thersites. 

AchU. What ’i the quarrel f 
Ajax, 1 bade the vue owl go learn me the tenor of 
the proclamation, and be rails upon me. 

Ther. I serve thee not 


Ajax. Well, go to, go to. 
Ther. 1 serve here voluntary. 
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AchU. Tour last service vu sufferance^ ’t was not 
voluntary ; no man is beaten voluntary ; Ajax was hen 
the voluntary, and you as under an i mpres s* 

Ther. E'en so a great deal of your wit too lies in 
your sinews, or else there be liars. Hector shall have a 
great catch if he knock out either of your brains ; 'a 
were as good crack a fusty rrtrt with no kernel. 

Aehit. What, with roe too, Thersitesf 

Ther. There ’* Ulysses and old Nestor, — whose wit 
was mouldy ere your grandsires had nails on their toes, 
— yoke you like drought oxen, and make you plough up 
the war. 

Achil. What, what? 

Ther. Yes, good sooth. To, Achilles! to, Ajax ! to! 

Ajax. 1 shall cut out your tongue. 

Ther. ’T is no matter ; I shall speak as much as 
thou, afterwards. 

Patr. No more words, Thersites ; peace. 

Ther. I will hold my peace when Achilles' brach 
bids me, shall I ? 

Achil. Ti)ere s for you, Patroclus. 

Ther. I will see you hanged, like clotpoles, ere I 
come any more to your tents ; I will keep where there 
is wit stirring, and leave the faction of fools. [Etit. 

Patr. A good riddance. 

Achil. Marry, this, sir, is proclaim’d through all our 
host: 

That Hector, hy the fifth* hour of the son, 

Will, with a trumpet, ’twixt ottr tents and Troy, 
To-morrow mortling Call some knight to armi, 

That hath a stomach ; and such a one that dare 
Maintain — I know not What j ’t is trash : Farewell. 

So the folio ; the quarto has ftrtt. 
id not encounter at the Jb-st hour of the 
summer’s morning the lists would be 
heir seats. The usages of chivalry are 


i« knight* of 
sun | by the 
set, and the 
those of this 


■ Fifih. 
chivalry di 
fifth of a 
ladies in t] 
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Ajax. Farewell. Who shall answer him f 
AML I know not, it is put to lottery ; otherwise, 

He knew his man. 

4jax. 0, meaning you I 'll go learn more of it 

[Hreimf. 

SCENE II.—' Troy. A Room in Priam's Pcdcm. 

Enter Priem, Hector, Troills, Paejs, anil 
Hklenus. 

Pri. After so many hours, lives, speeclies spent. 
Thus once again says Nestor from the Greeks : 

“ Deliver Helen, and all damage else — 

As honour, loss of time, travel, expense, 

Wounds, friends, and what else dear that is consum'd 
In hot digestion of this cormorant war, — 

Shall be struck off:" — Hector, what gay you to ’t? 

Hect. Though no man lesser fears the Greeks than I, 
As far as toucbeth my particular, yet, dread Priam, 
There if no lady of more softer bowels, 

More spongy to suck in the sense of fear 

More rouly to cry out — “ Who knows whut follows 

Than Hector is : The wound of peace is surety, 

Surety secure ; but modest doubt is call'd 
The beacon of the wise, the teat that searches 
To the bottom of the worst. Let Heleu go : 

Since the first sword was drawn about this question, 
Every tithe soul, 'mongst many thousand d fames,* 
Hath been as dear as Helen ; I mean of ours : 

If we have lost so many tenths of ours, 

To guard a thing not ours *, nor worth to us, 

Had it our name, the value of one ten ; 

What merit’s in that reason which denies 
The yielding of her up 1 

Tro. Fie, fie, my brother ! 

Weigh you the worth and honour of a king 
* JKisim tenths. 
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! So great u our dread father, in a scale 
' Of common ounces ? will you with counters sum 
The ]»st ‘proportion of his infinite t 
And buckle-in a waist most fathomless 
, With spans and indies so diminutive 
■ As tears and reasons ? fie, for godly shame ! 
j Hel. No marvel, though you bite so sharp at reasons, 
j You are so empty of them. Should not our father 
| Bear the great sway of his affaire with reasons, 
i Because your speech hath none, that tells him so? 

Tro. You are for dreams and slumbers, brother priest 
You fur your gloves with reason. Here are your reasons : 
You know an enemy intends you barm ; 

You know a sword employ’d is perilous, 

And reason flies the object of all harm : 

Who marvels then, when Helen us beholds 
A Grecian and his sword, if he do set 
The very wings of reason to his heels ; 

And fly like chidden Mercury from Jove, 

Or like a star dis-orb’d? — Nay, if wc talk of reason, 
Let ’s shut our gates, and sleep : Manhood and honour 
Should have hare hearts, would they but fat their 
thoughts 

With this cramm’d reason ; reason and respect 
Make livers pale, and lustihood deject. 

Hect. Brother, she is not worth what she doth cost 
The holdiug. 

Tro. What ’a aught but as ’t is valued ? 

Hect. But value dwells not in particular will j 
It holds his estimate and dignity 
As well wherein 't is precious of itself* 

As in the prizer ; ’t is mad idolatry 
To make tne service greater than the god; 

And the will dotes that is inclinable 
To what infectiously itself affects, 

Without some image of the affected merit 
Tro, I take to-day a wife, and my election 
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la lad on in the mdmct of my will \ 

My will enkindled by mine eyes and eve, 

Two traded pilots 'twist (be dangerous s bo r i 
Of will and judgment : How may 1 avoid, 

Although my will distaste what it elected, 

The wife 1 chose t there can be no evasion 
To blench from this, and to stand firm by honour t 
We turn not back the silks upon the merchant, 

When we hare spoiled them : nor the remainder riaids 
We do not throw in unrespectire same,* * 
Because we now are full. It was thought meet, 

Paris should do some vengeance on the Greeks : 

Tout breath of full consent bellied his sails; 

The seas and winds (old wranglers) took a trace, 

And did him service : he touch'd the ports desir'd ; 
And, for an old aunt, whom the Greeks held captive, 
He brought a Grecian queen, whose youth and freslt> 
ness 

Wrinkles Apollo's, and makes stale tlie morning. 

Why keep we her t the Grecians keep our aunt : 

Is she worth keeping! why, she is a pearl, 

Whose price hath launch'd above a thousand ships, 
And turn'd crown’d kings to mercliants. 

If you ’ll avouch 't was wisdom Paris went, 

(As you must needs, for you all cried—" Go, go,”) 

If you 'll confess he brought home noble prise, 

(As you must needs, for you all clapp'd your hands, 
And cried—" Inestimable !”) why do you now 
The issue of your pro p er wisdoms rate ; 

And do a deed that fortune never did, 

Beggar the estimation which you priz'd 
Richer than sea and land 1 O theft molt base } 

That we have stolen what we do fear to keep ! 

But thieves, unworthy of a thing so stolen, 

* Same ii used as a aSaa In ths mom of a heap, or mast, 
collected in me place, ia strict accordance with Its Saxon deri- 
vation. 
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That in their country did them that disgrace 
We fear to warrant in our native place i 
Cm. [IfstAm.] Cry, Trojans, cry! 

Fri. What noise ! what shriek is this f 

Tro. T is our mad sister, I do know her voice. 

Cm. [ Within ] Cry, Trojans I 
Hect. it is Cassandra. 

Enter Cassandra, raving. 

Cos. Cry, Trojans, cry ! lend me ten thousand eyes, 
And 1 will All tlwm with prophetic tears. 

Fee. Peace, sister, jieace. 

Cm. Virgins and boys, mid age, and wrinkled old, 
Soft infancy, that nothing const but cry, 

Add to my clamours ! let us pay betimes 
A moiety of that mass of moan to come. 

Cry, Trojans, cry ! practise your eyes with tears ! 

Troy must not be, nor goodly 1 1 ion stand ; 

Our firebrand brother, Paris, bums us All. 

Cry, Trojans, cry ! a Helen, and a woe : 

Cry, cry 1 Troy bums, or else let Helen go. [Exit. 

Hect. Now, youthful Troilus, do not these high strains 
Of divination in our sister work 
Some touches of remorse f or is your blood 
So madly hot, that no discourse of reason, 

Nor fear of bad success in a bad cause, 

Can qualify the same f 

Tro. Why, brother Hector, 

We may not think the justness of each act 
Such and no other than event doth form it ; 

Nor once deject the courage of our minds 
Because Cassandra ’§ mad ; her brain-sick raptures 
Cannot distaste the goodness of a quarrel 
Which hath our several honours all engag'd 
To make it gracious. For mv private part, 

1 am no more touch'd than all Priam's sons : 

And Jove forbid, there should be done amongst ns 
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Such things as might offend the weakest spleen 
To fight for and maintain ! 

Par. Else might the world convince of levity 
As well my undertakings as your counsels : 

But I attest the gods, your full consent 
Gave wings to my {no pension, and cut off 
All fears attending on so dire a project. 

For what, alas, can these my single arms ? 

What propugnation is in one man's valour, 

To stand the push and enmity of those 
This quarrel would excite Y Yet, 1 protest, 

Were 1 alone to pass the difficulties, 
j And had as ample power as 1 have will, 

Paris should ne'er retract what he hath done, 

Nor taint in the pursuit. 

I |Prt. Paris, you speak 

Like one besotted on your sweet delights : 

You have the honey still, but these the gall ; 

So to be valiant is no praise at all. 

Par. Sir, I propose not merely to myself 
The pleasures such a beauty brings with it; 

But I would have tbe soil of her fair rape 
Wip'd off, in honourable keeping her. 

Wliat treason were it to the ransack'd queen. 

Disgrace to your great worths, and shame to me, 

Now to deliver her possession up, 

On terms of base compulsion ! Can it be 
That so degenerate a strain as this 
Should once set footing in your generous bosoms ? 
There ’s not the meanest spirit on our party, 

Without a heart to dare, or sword to draw, 

When Helen is defended ; nor none so noble, 

Whose life were ill bestow'd, or death unfam’d, 
Where Helen is the subject : then, I say, 

Well may we fight for her, whom, we know well, 

The world's large spaces cannot parallel. 

Hect. Paris, and Troilus, you have both said well $ 



Scixi II.] TEOILUS AND CRESSIDA. 


Ml 


And on th« cause and question now in liand 
Have gloz'd, — but superficial! y ; not much 
Unlike young men, whom Aristotle thought 
Unfit to hear moral philosophy : 

The reasons you allege do more conduce 
To the hot passion of distemper'd blood, 

Than to make up a free determination 
Twixt right and wrong ; for pleasure, and revenge. 
Have cars more deaf than adders to the voice 
Of any true decision. Nature craves 
All duet be render'd to their owners : Now 
What nearer debt in all humanity 
Than wife is to the husband ? if this law 
Of nature be corrupted through affection. 

And that great minds, of purtial indulgence 
To their benumbed wills, resist the same, 

There is a law in each well-order’d nation, 

To curb those raging apjtttites that ore 
Most disobedient and refractory. 

If Helen then be wife to Sparta’s king, — 

As it is known she is, — these moral laws 
Of nature, and of nations, speak aloud 
To have her back return’d : Tlius to persist 
In doing wrong extenuates not wrong, 

But makes it much more heavy. Hector's opinion 
Ib this, in way of truth : yet, ne’ertlieleas, 

My spritely brethren, 1 propend to you 
In resolution to keep Helen still ; 

For 't is a cause that hath no mean dependence 
Upon ourjoint and several dignities. 

7Vo. Why, there you touch’d the life of our design : 
Were it not glory that we more affected 
Than the performance of our heaving spleens, 

I would not wish a drop of Trojan blood 
Spent more in her defence. But, worthy Hector, 

She is a theme of honour and renown ; 

A spur to valiant and magnanimous deeds ; 
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Whose prsssct courage may beat down oar face, 

And fame, in time to come, canon ice u « i 
For, I presume, brave Hector would not lose 
So rich advantage of a promis'd glory, 

As smiles upon the forehead of this action, 

For tiie wide world's revenue. 

Meet. I am) nun, 

You valiant offspring of great Priamus. 

I lurve a misting challenge sent amongst 
The dull and factious nobles of the Greeks, > 

{ Will strike amaxement to their drowsy spirits: 

I was advertis'd their great general slept, 

Whilst emulation in the army crept; 

This, 1 p/esume, will wake him. [/ixcuw/. 

SCENE III. — The Grecian Camp. Before Achilles' 
Tent. 

Enter Twersitks. 

Ther. How now, Thersites ? what, lost iu the laby- 
rinth of thy fury? Shall the elephant Ajax carry it 
thus? he beats me, and I rail at him : O worthy satis- 
faction 1 would it were otherw ise ; that I could beat him, 
whilst lie railed at me: “Sfoot, I ’ll learn to conjure and 
raise devils, but I ‘11 see some issue of my spiteful 
execrations. Then there t Achilles, — a rare engineer. 

If Troy be not taken till these two undermine it, the 
walls will stand till they fall of themselves, O tbou 
great thunder-darter of Olympuf, forget that thou art 
Jove the king of gods ; and, Mercury, lose all the ser- 
pentine craft of thy Coduceiu ; if ye take not that little 
little less-than-little wit from them that they have! 
which short-armed ignorance itself knows is so abun- 
dant scarce, it will not in circumvention deliver a fly 
from a spider, without drawing the mossy irons, and 
cutting toe web. After this, the vengeance on the 
whole camp! or rather, the bone-ache! for that, mo* 
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i thinks, is the curse dependant on thoee that war for a 

placket I have said my urayers; and devil envy, 
sa^ Amen. Wliat, bo ! my lord Aciiilles ! 

| Enter Patroui.un. 

Pair. Who ’s there? Thersites ? good Thersites, 
come in and rail. 

Ther, If I could have rememliered a gilt counterfeit, 
j thou wouldst not have slipped out of my confempla- 
tion: but it is no matter: Thyself ujmn thyself! The 
I common curse of mankind, folly and ignorance, be 
| thine in great revenue ! heaven bless thee from a tutor, 
and discipline come not near thee ! Let thy blood be 
thy direction till thy death ! then if she that lays tliee 
out says thou art a fair corse, 1 'll be sworn and sworn 
upon T t, she never shrouded any but lasers. Amen. 
Where 's Achilles ? 

Patr. What, art thou devout 1 wait thou in a prayer ? 

Ther. Ay : the heavenB hear me ! 

Enter Aohili^bs. 

Achil. Who ’i there ? 

Patr. Thersites, my lord. 

Achil. Where, where?— Art thou come? Wliv, my 
cheese, my digestion, why hast thou not served thyself 
in to my table so many meals? — Come; wliat 's Aga- 
memnon ? 

Ther. Thy commander, Achilles Then tpll me, 
Patroclus, what ’s Achilles ? 

Patr. Tby lord, Thersites; Then tell me, J pray 
tliee, wliat 's thyself? 

Ther. Thy knower, Patroclus ; Then tell me, Fa- 
toclus, what art thou ? 

Patr. Thou majit tell that kpoweit. 

Achil. O, tell, tell. 

Ther. 1 11 decline the whole question. Agamemnon 
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commands Achilles ; Achilles is my lord ; 1 am Pa- 
troclus' knower; and Patroclus is a fool. 

Pair . You rascal 1 

Ther. Peace, fool ; I liave not done. 

Achil. He is a privileged man. — Proceed, Thenites. 

Ther. Agamemnon is a fool ; Achilles is a fool ; 
Thersites is a fool ; and, as aforesaid, Pa troclus is a fool. 

Achil. Derive this j come. 

Ther. Agamemnon is a fool to offer to command 
Achilles ; Achilles is a fool to be commande<h|pf Aga- 
memnon ; Thersites is a fool to serve such a fool ; and 
Patroclus is a fool positive. 

Pair. Why am 1 a fool ? 

Ther. Make that demand of the prover.— It suffices 
me thou art. Look you, who comes here ? 

Enter Agamemnon, Uiassks, Nestor, Diombdbs, 
and Ajax. 

Achil. Patroclus, I’ll speak with nobody: — Come 
in with me, Thersites. [Exit. 

Ther. Here is such patchery, such juggling, and 
such knavery ! all the argument is, a cuckold and a 
whore ; A good quarrel, to draw emulous factions, and 
bleed to death upon. Now the dry aerpigo on the sub- 
ject ! and war, and lechery, confound all ! [Exit. 

Agam. Where is Achilles? 

Pair. Within his tent ; but ill-disposed, my lord. 

Agam. Let it be known to him that we are here.* 
He shent* our messengers, and we lay by 
Our appertainments, visiting of him : 

Let him be told so ; lest, perchance, he think 
We dare not move the question of our place, 

Or know not what we are. 

Pair. I shall so say to him. [Exit. 

Ulyu. We saw him at the opening of his tent} 

He is not lick. 


■ Staifr— rebuked. 
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Ajax. Y es, lion-tick, tick of proud heart : you may I 
call jt melonclioly, if you will favour tlie man ; bat, j 
by my head, it is pride : But why, why f let him ahow > 
us the cause. — A word, my lord. [ Takes Aoam. aside. J 

Neat. What moves Ajax thus to bay at him! 

Ulyas. Achilles hath inveigled hb fool from him. 

Nest. Who? Theraites? 

Ulyss. He. 

Neat. Then will Ajax lack matter, if he have loci 
hb argument. 

Ulyas. No; you gee, he is his argument that hac hb 
argument, — Achilles. 

Nest. All the better ; their fraction b more our wbh 
than their faction : But it was a strong counsel a fool 
could disunite. 

Ulyss. The amity that wisdom knits not, folly may 
easily untie. Here comes Patroclus. 

Re-enter Patroclus. 

Neat. No Achilles with him. 

Ulyss. The elephant hath joints, but none for courtesy : 

Hb legs are legs for necessity, not for flexure. 

Patr. Achilles bids me say— he is much sorry 
If anything more than your Hport and pleasure 
Did move your greatness, and this noble state, 

To call upon him ; he hopes it is no other, 

But, for your health and your digestion sake, 

An after-dinner's breath. 

Agam. Hear you, Patroclus ; — 

We are too well acquainted with these answers ; 

But hb evasion, wing’d thus swift with scorn, 

Cannot outfly our apprehensions. 

Much attribute he hath j and much the reason 
Why we ascribe it to him : yet all hb virtues, 

Not virtuously of hb own part beheld, 

Do, in our eyes, begin to lose their gloss ; 

Yea, like fair fruit in an unwholesome dbh, 
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Am like to rat un t ested. Go and toll him 
W# come to apmk with him : And you shall not sin, 

If you do say — we think him over-proud, 

And under-honest ; in self-auumptioa greater 
Than in the note of judgment ; and worthier than him- 
self 

Here tend the savage strangeness be puts on ; 

Disguise the holy strength of their command, 

And underwrite in an observing kind 
His humorous predominance ; yea, watch 
His pettish lines, his ebbs, lus flows, as if 
The passage and whole carriage of this action 
Bode on his tide. Go, tell him this ; and add, 

That, if he overhold his price so much. 

We 'll none of him ; but let him, like an engine 
Not portable, lie under this report — 

Bring action hither, this cannot go to war : 

A stirring dwarf we do allowance give 
Before a sleeping giant r — Tell him so. 

Pair. I shall ; and bring his answer presently. [Exit, 

Agam. In second voice we 'll not be satisfied, 

We come to speak with him. — Ulysses, enter you. 

[Exit Ulvm. 

Ajax. What la he more than another? 

Agam. No more than what be tlunks he is. 

Ajax. Is he so much ? Do you not think he thinks 
himself a better man than I am f 

Agam. No question. 

Ajax. Will you subscribe his thought, and say he is? 

Agam. No, noble Ajax ; you are as strong, as va- 
liant, as wise, no less noble, much more gentle, and 
altogether more tractable. 

Ajax. Why should a man be proud f How doth* 
pride grow f I know not what pride is. 

Agam. Your mind's the clearer, Ajax, and your 
virtues the fairer* He that is proud eats up himself} 
pride is his own glass, his own trumpet, his own ohife> 
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niole ; and whatever prsiaaa itself bat in the deed, de- 
vours the deed in the praise. 

Ajax. I do hate a [#oud roan, as I hate the engen- 
dering of toads. 

Nett, Yet be lores himself : Is 't not strange f \Atid*. 

Re-enter Ulysses. 

Ulyas. Achilles will not to the field to-morrow. 

Agam . What ’s bis excuse f 

Ulytt. He doth rely on none ; 

But carries on the stream of his dispose. 

Without observance or respect of any, 

In will peculiar and in self-admission. 

Agam. Why, will he not, upon our fair request, 
Unteut his person, and share the air with us f 

Ulyas. Things small as nothing, for request's sake only, 
He makes important : Possess'd lie is with greatness j 
And speaks not to himself, but with a pride 
That quarrels at self- breath : imagin'd worth 
Holds in his blood such swoln and hot discourse* 

That, ’twixt his mental and hie active parts, 

Kingdom'd Achilles in commotion rages, 

And batters 'gainst itself. What should I say 1 
He is so plaguy proud, that the de&tb-tokene of it 
Cry — u No recovery.” 

Agam. Let Ajar go to him. — 

Dear lord, go you and greet him in his tent : 

’T is said, he holds you well; and will be led, 

At your request, a little from himself. 

Ulvtt. O Agamemnon, let it not be so I 
We 'll consecrate the steps that Ajax makes 
When they go from Aphilles : Shall the proud lord, 
4That bastes his arrogance with his own seam, 

And never suffers matter of the world 
Enter his thougiits,— save such as do revolve 
And ruminate hixnself^-shaU he be worshiped 
Of tbM we hold an idol more than he I 
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No, this thrice worthy and rigid valiant lord i ! 

Must iu»t so stale hw palm, nobly acquir'd; 

Nor, by my will, assubjugate bis merit, * 

As amply titled as Achilles is, 

; By goiug *« Achilles ; ; 

: That were to enlard his fat-olready pride ; 

’ And add more coals to Cancer, when he burns 
| With entertaining great Hyperion. ! 

This lord go to him ! Jupiter forbid ; 

{ And say in thunder — “ Achilles go to him." i 

j Nest. O, this is well ; he rubs the vein of him. [Aaide. { 

j Dio. And how his silence drinks up this applause ! 

[Aside. 

Ajax. If I go to him, with ray arm'd fist I 'll pash him 
Over the face. 

Agam. O, no, you shall not go. 

Ajax. An a be proud with me, 1 11 pbeexe his pride: ! 
Let me go to him. j 

j Ulyss. Not for the worth that hangs upon our quarrel, j 


Ajax. A paltry, iusolent fellow ! 

Nest. How he describes himself! [Aside. 

Ajax. Can he not be sociable ? 

Ulyss. The raven chides blackness. [Aside. 

Ajax. I 'll let his humours blood. 

Agam. He will be the physician, that should be the 
patient [Aside. 

Ajax. An all meu were o' my mind ! 

Ulyss. Wit would be out of fashion. [Aside. 

Ajax. A should not bear it so, a should eat swords 
first : Shall pride carry it? 

Nest. An 't would, you 'd carry lialf. [Aside. 

Ulyss. He would have ten shares. [Aside. 


Ajax. I will knead him, I 'll make him sunple. 
Neat. He 's not yet through warm : force mm with 
praises : Pour in, pour in ; his ambition is dry. [Aside. 
Ulysa. My lord, you feed too much on this dislike. 

[Tb Agam. 
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Nett Our noble general do not do so. 

Dio. You must prepare to fight without Achilles. 
tJlyet. Why, ’t is this naming of him does hini harm. 
Hera is a man — But ’t is before bis face ; 

I will be silent 

Nett. Wherefore should you so 1 

He is uot emulous, as Achilles is. 

Ulye*. Know the whole world, he is as valiant. 

Ajax. A whoreeoo dog, that shall palter thus with 
us ! Would he were a Trojan ! 

Nett. What a vice were it in Ajax now — 

Ulyet . If he were proud — 

Dio. Or covetous of praise — 

Ulyee. Ay, or surly borne — 

Dio. Or strange, or self-aflecteU ! 

Ulyee. Thank the heaven, lord, thou art of sweet 
composure; 

Praise liim that got thee, die that gave thee suck : 
Fam’d be thy tutor, and thy parts of nature 
Thrice-fam’d, beyond all erudition : 

But he that disciplin’d thy arms to fight, 

Let Man divide eternity in twain, 

And give him half : and, for thy vigour, 

Bull-bearing Milo his addition yield 
To sinewy Ajax. I will not praise thy wisdom. 
Which, like a bourn, a pale, a shore, confines 
Thy spacious and dilated parts : Here ’s Nestor, — 
Instructed by the antiquary times, 

He must, he is, he cannot but be wise ; — 

But pardon, father Nestor, were your days 
As green as Ajax, and your brain so temper’d, 

You should not have the eminence of him, 

• Bat be as Ajax. 

Ajax . Shall 1 call you father f 

Ulyet. Ay, my good son.* 

* In Shakspere’s time it was the highest oompUment to esil a 
man whose wit or learning was. reverenced, father. Ben Jonsoa 
had thus his sons. 




Dio. Be rul'd by him, lord AJax. 

OTjyas. There it no tarrying here j me hart Achillea 
Koeps thicket Pleaae it our metal 
To call togetlier all hie at ate of war; 

Fresh kings are come to Troy : To-morrow, 

We muit with all our main of bower eland (ut : 

And here 'a a lord*— come knight* from east to west, 
And cull their flower, Ajax shall cope the beet. 

Agouti. Go we to council Let Achillea sleeps 
Light boats may sail swift, though greater bulks uraw 
deep. [g r u n t 
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ACT III. 

SCENE I. — Troy. A Room in Priam’# Palace. 

Enter Pandahuh and a Servant. 

Pan. Friend ! you ! pray you, a wonl : Do not you 
follow the young lord Paris ? 

Serv. Ay, sir, when he goes before roe. 

Pan. You depeud upon him, 1 mean. 

Serv. Sir, I do depend upon the lord. 

Pan. You depend upon a noble gentleman , I must 
needs praise him. 

Serv. The lord be praised ! 

Pan. You know me, do you not ¥ 

Serv. ’Faith, sir, superficially. 

Pan. Friend, know me better; I am the lord 
Pandarus. 

Serv. 1 hope I shall know your honour better. 

Pan. I do derire it. 

Serv. You are in the state of grace. [Music within. 
Pan. Grace ! not so, friend ; honour and lordship are 
my titles What music is this ¥ 

Serv. I do but partly know, sir ; it is music in parts. 
Pan. Know you the musicians f 
Serv. Wholly, sir. 

Pan* Who play they to ¥ . 

Serv. To the hearers, sir. 

Pan. At whose pleasure, friend f 

Serv. At mine, sir, and theirs that love music. 

Pan . Command, 1 mean, friend. 

Serv. Who shall 1 command, sir ¥ 

Pari. Friend, we understand not one another : I am 
too courtly, and thou art too cunning : At whose request 
do these men play ¥ 
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Sent. That '• to ’t, indeed, air : Marry, air, at tl»* 
request of Paria my lord, wbo ’« there in person ; with 
him, the mortal Venus, the heart-blood of beauty, lore 'a 
invisible soul, — 

Pan. Who, my cousin Oreasida ? 

Sent. No, sir, Helen ; could you not fiud out that 
by her attributes f 

! Pan . It should seem, fellow, that thou hast not aeen 

the lady Creasula. I come to speak with Paria from tHb 
prince Trail us : I will make a com pi i mental assault 
upon him, fur my business seeths. 

Serv. Sodden business ! there ’a a stewed phrase, in- 
deed! 

Enter Paris and Hklin, attended. 

Pan. Fair be to you, my lord, and to all this fair 
company ! fair desires, in all fair measure, fairly guide 
them ! especially to you, fair queen ! fair thoughts be 
your fair pillow • 

Helen. Dear lord, you are full of fair words. 

Pan. You speak your fair pleasure, sweet queen. 
Fair prince, here is good broken music. 

Par. You have broke it, cous'm : and, by my life, 
you shall make it whole again ; you shall piece it out 
with a piece of your performance : — Nell, he is full of 
harmony. 

Pan. Truly, lady, no. 

Helen. O, sir, — 

Pan. Rude, in sooth j in good sooth, very rude. 

Par. Well said,*my lord! well, you say so in fits. 

Paw. I have business to my lord, dear queen : — My 
lord, will you vouchsafe me a word t 

Helen. Nay, this shall not hedge us out: we'll hear 
you ting, certainly. 

Pan. Well, sweet queen, you are pleasant with me. 
But, marry, thus, my lord, — My dear lord, and most 
•steemed friend, your brother Troil us— 
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Helen. My lord Pandoras ; honey-sweet lord, — 

Pan. Go to, sweet queen ; go to : — commends him- 
self most affectionately to you. 

Helen. You shall not bob us out of our melody : If 
you do, our melancholy upon your head ! 

Pan. Sweet queen, sweet queen ; that ’s a sweet 
queen, i' faith. 

Helen. And to make a sweet lady sad is a sour 
offence. 

Pan. Nay, that shall not serve your turn ; tliat shall 
it not, in truth, la. Nay, I care not fer such words : 
no, no. — And, my lord, he desires you, that if the king 
call for him at supper you will make his excuse. 

Helen. My lord Pandarus, — 

Pan. What says my sweet queen, — my very very 
sweet queen ? 

Par. What exploit ’s in band f where sups he to- 
night! 

Helen. Nay, but my lord, — 

Pan. What says my sweet queen t — My cousin will 
fall out with you. You must not know where he sups. 

Par. I ’ll lay my life, with my disposer Cressida. 

Pan. No, no, no such matter, you are wide ; come, 
your disposer is sick. 

Par. Well, 1 11 make excuse. 

Pan. Ay, good my lord. Why should you say . 
Cressida! no, your poor disposer’s sick. 

3§r. I spy. 

Pan. You spy ! what do you spy ! — Come, give me 
an instrument. — Now, sweet queen. 

Helen. Why, this is kindly done. 

Pan. My niece is horribly in love with a thing you j 
have, sweet queen. 

Helen. She shall have it, my lord, if it be not my 
lord Paris. 

Pan. He ! no, she 11 none of him *, they two ora 
twain. 
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Helen. Falling is, afar falling cut, tony make them 


Pan. Come, come, 111 bear no mole of thia; I H 
ling yon a rag non. 

Helen, Ay, ay, prithee non. By my troth, eneet 
lord, thou hut a floe forehead. 

Pan. Ay, you may, you may. 

Helen. Let thy rag be lore : tine lore nill undo u» 
all. O, Cupid, Cupid, Cupid ! 

Pan. Lore ! ay, mat it mall, i’ faith. 

Par. Ay, good now, lore, lore, nothing but lore. 

Pan. In good troth, it begins so : 


Lore, lore, nothing bat loro, etfU morel 
Fur, oh. lore 1 ! bow 
Shoots back and doe : 

The shaft confounds, 

Not that it woods. 

But tickles still the sore. 

Thcee lowers cry — Oh ! oh I they die I 
Yet that which seems the wound to kill. 
Doth turn oh I oh I to ha I ha I be I 
So dying lore lire* Mill : 

Oh I oh 1 a while, bat ha 1 ha i ha I 
Oh 1 oh I groans out for ha 1 ha 1 hat 


Hey ho! 

Helen. In love, i’ faith, to the rery tip of the nose. 

Par. Me eaU nothing but doves, love; and that 
breeds hot blood, and hot blood begets hot thoughts, 
and hot thoughts beget hot deeds, and hot dera is 
love. 

Pan. Is this the generation of lore f hot blood, hot 
thoughts, and hot deeds? — Why, they are vipers: is 
love a generation of vipers? Sweet lord, who '» afield 
to-day? 

Par. Hector, Deiphofeui, Helenas, An tenor, and all 
the gallantry of Troy : I would fain have arm'd to-day, 
but my Nell would not have it so. Hon chance my 
brother Troilus went not! 
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! Helen. Ha bangs th« lip at something ; you know all, 
lord Pandarus. 

Pan. Not 1, boney-swest queen. — 1 long to bear how 
they sped to-day.— You ’ll remember your brother'* 
excuse f 

Par. To a hair. 

Pan. Farewell, sweet queen. 

Heim. Command me to your niece. 

Pan. 1 will, sweet queen. [Exit. 

[A retreat Bounded. 
Par. They are come from field : let us to Priam’s 
hall, 

To greet the warriors. Sweet Helen, I must woo you 
I To help unarm our Hector : his stubborn buckles, 

With these your white enchanting fingers touch’d, 

Shall more obey, than to the edge of steel, 

Or force of Greek ish sinews; you shall do more 
Then all the island kings, disarm great Hector. 

Helen. ’T will make us proud to be his servant, 
Paris: 

Yea, what he shall receive of us in duty 
Gives us more palm in beauty than we have ; 

Yea, ovetshines ourself. 

Par. Sweet, above thought 1 love thee. [Exeunt. 

SCENE II. — Troy. Pandarus' Orchard. 

Enter Pandarus and a Servant, meeting. 

Phn. How now ! where ’s thy master f at my cousin 
Cressida’sf 

Serv. No, sir; he stays for you to conduct him 
thither. 

Enter Troilus. 

Pan. O, here he comes — How now, how now t 
Tro. Sirrah, walk off. . [Exit Servant 

Pan. Have you seen my cousin 1 
Pro. No, Pandarus : 1 stalk about her door. 
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Like a strange aoul upon the Styguua banks 
Staying for wattage. O, be thou ray C harem. 

And give me swift transportance to those fields 
Where I may wallow in the lily lied* 

Propos'd for the deserver ! O gentle Pandarus, 

From Cupid's shoulder pluck his painted wings, 

And fly with me to Cre»id ! 

Pan. Walk here i' the orchard, 1 'll bring her straight 
[Exit Pandaki^. 

Tro. I am giddy : exjiectatiun whirls me round. 

The imaginary relish is so sweet 

That it encliants my sense. Wliat will it he, 

When that tlie wat’ry palate tastes indeed 
Love's thrice-reputed nectar? death, 1 fear me; 
Swooning destruction ; or some joy too tine. 

Too subtle-potent, and too sharp in sweetness, 

For the capacity of my ruder powers ; 

I fear it much ; and 1 do fear besides, 

That I shall lose distinction in my joys ; 

As doth a battle, when they charge on heaps 
The enemy flying. 

Re-enter Pandarus. 

Pan. She 's making her ready, she ’ll come straight : 
you must be witty now. She does so blush, and 
fetches her wind so short, as if she were frayed with a 
sprite: ^ ’ll fetch her. It is the prettiest villaiu she 
fetches her breath so short as a new-ta’en sparrow. 

[Exit Pandarus. 

Tro. Even such a pais ion doth embrace my bosom : 
My lieart beats thicker than a feverous nulse *, 

And all my powers do their bestowing lose, 

Like vassalage at unawares encountering 
The eye of majesty. 

Enter Pandarus and Crbmida. 

Pat). Come, come, what need you blush? shame’s 
• m baby. — Here she is now : swear the oaths now to her 
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that )ou have sworn to me. — Wlint, are you gone 
again 1 yon roust he watched ere you be made tame, 
must you 7 Come your ways, come your ways; on 
you draw backward, we ’ll put you i’ the Jills.* — 
Why do yon not sjteak to her T— ■ Come, draw this cur- 
tuin, ami let '■ see your picture. Alas the day, how 
loth you are to offend daylight ! an ’t were dark you ’d 
Hose sooner. So, ao; rub on, and kin the mistress. 
How now, a kiss in fee-farm ! build there, carpenter ; 
ilie air is sweet. Nay, you slusll fight your hearts out 
(a 1 I part you. The falcon as the tercel, for all the 
ducks l* the river : go to, go to. 

Tro. You have bereft me of all words, lady. 

Pan. Words pay no debts, give her deeds: but she ’ll 
bereave you of the deeds too, if she call your activity 
in question. What, billing again! Here 's — “In wit- 
ness whereof the parties interchangeably ” — Come in, 
come in ; I ’ll go get a fire. [Exit Pan. 

Crea. Will you walk in, my lord 7 

Tro . O Cressido, how often have I wish’d me thus! 

Crea . Wish’d, my lord! — The gods grant!— 

O my lord ! 

Tro. What should they grant? what makes this 
pretty abruption 7 Wliat too curious dreg espies my 
sweet lady in the fountain of our love? 

Crea . More dregs than water, if my fears h^ve eyes. 

Tro. Fears make devils cheruhins ; they never see - 
truly. 

Crea. Blind fear, that seeing reason leadf, find* 
safer footing than blind reason stumbling .without fear : 
To fear the worst oft cures the worse. 

Tro. O, let my lady apprehend no fefe: in all 
Cupid’s pageant there is presented no monster. 

Crea. Nor nothing monstrous neither 7 . 

Tro. Nothing, but our undertakings ; when we vdw 
to weep seas, live in fire, eat rocks, tame tigers ; thinking 
• JWs-thllls, shafts. 
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! St harder for our mistrea to devise imposition enough, 

J than for us to undergo any difficulty imposed. This is 
the monstruosity in lore, lady, — that the will is infinite, 
and the execution confined ; that the desire is boundless, 
and the act a slave to limit 

Ores. They say, all lovers swear more performance 
than they are able, and yet reserve an ability that tiiey 
never perform ; vowing more than the perfection often, 
and discharging less than the tenth part of one. Tlly 
j that have the voice of lions, and tlie act of hares, are 
I they not monsters ? 

j Tro. Are there such 1 such are not we : Praise us as 
we are tasted, allow ui as we prove ; our head sliall go 
bare till merit crown it: no perfection in reversion shall 
have a praise in present : we will not name desert lie- 
fore bis birth; and, being hom, his addition shall be 
humble. Few words to fair faith : T roil us shall be such 
to Crassid, as what envy can sgy wont shall lie a mock 
for his truth ; and what truth can speak truest, not truei 
than Troiluf . 

Crtt, Will you walk in, my lord ? 

Re-enter Pahdajius. 

Pan. What, blushing still J have you not done 
talking yeti 

Cres. Well, uncle, what folly I commit I dedicate 
to you. 

Pan. I thank you for that ; if my lead get a hoy of 
you, yon H give him me : Be true to my lord : if he 
flinch, chide roe for it. 

Tro. You know now your hostages; your uncle’s 
word, and my firm faith. 

Pan. Nay, I 'll give my word for her too : our kin- 
dred, though they be long ere they ar%wooed, they are 
constant, being won : they are burs, I can toll you; 
they 11 stick where they are thrown. 

Gris. Boldness comes to me now, and brings me heart : 
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Prince Troilus, I have lov'd you night and day, 

For many weary month*. 

Tro. Why was my Creisid then so hard to wint 
Cres. Hard to seem won ; but I was won, my lord, 
With die first glance that ever — Pardon me 
If I confess much, you will play the tyrant 
I love you now f but not, till now, so much 
But I might master it t — in ftuth, 1 lie j 
My thought* were like unbridled children, grown 
Too headstrong for their mother : See, we fools 1 
Why have 1 blabb'df wlio shall be true to us, 

When we are so unsecret to ourselves f 
1 But though 1 lov'd you well, I woo'd you not ; 
i And yet good foith, 1 wish’d myself a man ; 

Or that we women had men's privilege 
j Of speaking first. Sweet bid me hold my tongue | 

| For, in this rapture, 1 shall surely speak 
! The thing I shall repent See, see, your silence, 
Cunning in dumbness, from my weakness draws 
My soul of counsel from me : Stop my mouth. 

Tro. And shall, albeit sweet music issues thence. 
Pan. Pretty, i' faith. 

Cres. My lord, I do beseech you, pardon me t 
T was not my purpose thus to beg a Via : 

1 am asham'd ; — 0 heavens ! what have I done t — 

For this time will I take my leave, my lewd. 

Tro. You r leave, sweet Qressid 1 
Pan. Leave! an you take leave till to-morrow 
morning, — 

Ores. Pray you, oontent you. 

Tro . What offends you, lady f 

Cres. Sir, mine own company. 

Tro. You cannot shun 

Yourself. ^ 

Cres. Let me P end try : 

I have a kind of self resides wlthyou i 
But an unkind self, that itself will leav% 
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To be another*! fool. Where is my wit 1 
I would be gone : — I speak I know not what 

Tro. Well know they what they speak tliat speak so 
wisely. 

Cres. Perchance, my lord, 1 show more craft tlian 
love : 

And fell so roundly to a large confession, 

To angle for your thoughts : But you axe wise ; 

Or else you love not : Fur to be wise, and love, ^ 
Exceeds man's might ; that dwells with gods above. 

Tro. O, that 1 thought it could be in a woman, 

(As, if it can, I will presume in you,) 

To feed for aye her lamp and flames of love ; 

To keep her constancy in plight and youth, 

Outliving beauty's outward, with a mind 
That doth renew swifter than blood decays ! 

Or,' that persuasion could but thus convince me, 

That my integrity and truth to you 
Might be affronted with the match and weight 
Of suchr a ‘winnowed purity in love; 

How wen I then uplifted f but, alas, 

I am as true as truth's simplicity, 

And simpler than the infancy of truth. 

Crea. In that I ’ll war with you. 

Tro . O virtuous fight, 

When right with right wars who shall be most right ! 
True swains in love shall, in the world to come, 
Approve their truths by Troilus : when their rhymes, 
Full of protest, of oath, and big compare, 

Want similes, truth tir’d with iteration, — 

As true as steel, as plantage to the moon, 

As sun to day, as turtle to her mate, 

As iron to adamant, as earth to the centre, — 

Yet, after all comparisons of truth, 

As truth's authentic author to be citejf 
As true as Troilus shall crown up die verse, 

And sanctify the numbers. 
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I Cres. Prophet may you be! 

! If I be false, or swerve a hair from truth, 

When time is old and hath forgot itself, 

I Wl»en waterdrops have worn the stones of Troy, 

And blind ohliviou swallow’d cities up, 

And mighty states characterless are grated 

To dusty nothing ; yet let memory 

From false to false, among false maids in love, 

Upbraid my falsehood ! when they have said, os false 
As air, as water, as wind, as sandy earth, 

As fox to lamb, os wolf to heifer’s calf, 

Pard to the hind, or stepdame to her Bon ; 

, Yea, let them say, to stick the heart of falsehood, 
l As false as Cressid. 

Pan. Go to, a bargain made : seal it, seal it ; I 'll 
l»e the witness. — Here I hold your hand: here, my 
cousin's. If ever you prove false one to another, since 
1 have taken such pains to bring you together, let all 
pitiful goers-between be called to the world’s^nd after 
my name, call them all— Pandora; let all constant 
men be Troiluses, all false women Cressids, and gll 
brokers-between Pandars ! say, amen. 

Tin. Amen. 

Cres. Amen. 

Pan. Amen. -Whereupon I will show" you a cham- 
ber, which bed, because it shall not speak of your pretty 
encounters, press it to death : away. 

And Cupid grant all tongue-tied maidens here, 

Bed, chamber, and Pandar to provide this geer ! 

[Exeunt. 


SCENE III . — The Grecian Camp. 

Enter Aqambmnon, Ulysses, Dioubdbs, Nhstox, 
Aja^PIbnklaus, and C alohas. 

Cal Now, princes, for the service I have done you. 
The advantage of the time prompts me aloud 
vol. ix. s 
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I 

To call for recompense. Appear it to jour mind, 

That, through the tight 1 bear in things to love/ 

I I have abandon'd Truy, left my possession, 

Incurv'd a traitor's name ; expos'd myself, 

From certain and possess'd conveniences. 

To doubtful fortunes ; sequencing from me all 
That time, acquaintance, custom, and condition, 

Blade tame and most familiar to my nature ; 

And here, to do you service, am become 
As new into the world, strange, unacquainted : 

) 1 do beseech you, as in way of taste, 

j To give me now a little benefit, 
j Out of those many register'd in promise, 

Which you say live to come in my beiialf. 

Agam. What wouldst tliou of us, Trojan f make de- 
mand. 

Cal. You have a Trojan prisoner, call'd An tenor, 
Yesterday took : Troy holds him very deur. 

Oft' have you (often have you thanks tlierefbre) 

Desir’d my Cressid in right great exchange. 

Whom Troy bath still denied : But this Antenor, 

1 know, is such a wrest in their affairs, 

That their negotiations all must slack, 

Wanting his manage ; and they will almost 
Give us a prince of blood, a son of Priam, 

In change of -him : let him be sent, great princes. 

And he shall buy rav daughter ; and her presence 
Shall quite strike off all service 1 have done, 

In most accepted pain. 

Agam. Let Diomedes bear him, 

And bring us Cressid hither ; Calclias shall liavt* 

What he requests of us. — Good Diomed, 

Furnish you fairly for this interchange ; 

Withal, brinp word, if Hector will (mbottow 
B e answer’d rn his challenge : Ajax vready. 

• The meaning appear* to ua auffldently clear— through my 
presdeace in knowing what things 1 altonld love. 
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Dio. This shall I undertake ; and 't ii a burthen 
Which I am proud to bear. j[ Exeunt Dion, and Cal. | 

Enter Achilles an d Pathoclus, before their Tent. j 

Ulyas. Achilles standi i’ the entrance of his tent : — 1 

Please it our general to pass strangely by him, i 

As if he were forgot 5 and, princes all, j 

Lay negligent and loose regard upon him : ' 

I will come last : T is like, he 'll question me, ( 

Why such unplausive eyes are bent, why turn'd on 
him : 

If so, 1 have derision medicinable, 

To use between your strangeness and his pride. 

Which his own will shall hare desire to drink; 

It may do good : pride hath no other glass 
To show itself but pride ; for supple knees 
Feed arrogance, and are the proud man's fees. 

Agam. We 'll execute your purpose, and put on 
A form of strangeness as we pass along ; — 

So do each lord ; and either greet him not, 

Or else disdainfully, which shall shake him mqre 
Than if not look’d on. I will lead the way. 

AchU. What, comes the general to speak with met 
You know my mind, I ’ll fight no more ’gainst Troy. 

Agam. What says Achilles 1 would he aught with us t 

Neat. Would you, my lord, aught with the general t 

Achil. No. 

Neet. Nothing, my lord. 

Again. The better. [Exeunt Aoam. and Nest. 

Achil. Good day, good day. 

Men. How do you f how do you f [Exit Men. 

Achil. What, does the cuckold scorn met 

Ajax. How now, Patroclus f 

Achil. Good myr o w, Ajax. 

Ajax. Hat ^ 

Achil. Good morrow. 

Ajax. Ay, and good next day too. [Exit Aaax. 
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Aekil. Wliat mean tltese fellows? Know they not 
Achilles? 

rttfr. Tliey pass hy stiangely : they were us'd to bend, 
To lend their smiles before them to Achilles ; 

I To come as humbly as tlsey us’d to creep 
| To lioly altars. 

Achil. What, am I poor of late ? 

T is certain, greatness, once fallen out with fortune, 

' Must fall out with men too : What the declin’d if 
He shall as soon read in the eyes of others, 

As feel in his own fall : for men, like butterflies, 

Show not their mealy wings but to the summer; 
j And not a man, for being simply man, 

! Hath any honour ; but honour for those lamours 
; That are without him, as place, riches, and favour, 
Prizes of accident as oft as merit : 

Which, when tliey fall, as being slippery stonders, 

The love that lean’d on them as slippery too, 

! Do one pluck down another, and together 
v i Die in the fall. But ’t is not so with nae : 

{ Fortune and 1 are friends ; I do enjoy 
At ample point all that I did possess. 

Save these men's looks : who do, methinks, find out 
! Something not worth in me such rich beholding 
i As they have often given. Here is Ulysses ; 

I ’ll interrupt his reading. — 

How now, Ulysses? 

Ulya*. Now, great Thetis’ son ! 

Achti. What are you reading? 

Ulyas. A strange fellow here 

Writes me, that man, how dearly ever parted, 

How much in having, or without, or in, 

Cannot make boast to have that which he hath, 

Nor feels not what he owes but by Deflection ; 
j As when his virtues shining upon oflers 
! Heat them, and they retort thut heat again 
I To the first giver. 
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Achil. This is not strange, Ulysses. 

Tlie beauty that is borne here in the face 
Tlie Ijcarcr knows not, but commends itself 
To Olliers' eyes : nor doth the eye itself 
(Tlrnt most pure spirit of sense) behold itself, 

Not going from itself; but eye to eye oppos'd 
Salutes each other with each other's form. 

For sjpeculation turns not to itself. 

Till it hath travell'd, and is married there 
Where it may see itself : this is not strange at all. j 

Ulyst. I do not shram at the position, 

It is familiar ; but at the author's drift : 

Who, in his circumstance, expressly proves, j 

That no man is tlie lord of anything, 

(Though in and of him there is much consisting,) 

Till he communicate his parts to others : i 

Nor doth lie of himself know them for aught l 

Till he behold them form'd in the applause | 

Where they are extended ; which, like an arch, rever- ( 
berates 

Tlie voice again ; or, like a gate of steel 
Fronting the sun, receives and renders back 
His figure and his heat. 1 was much rapt in this ; 

And apprehended here immediately 
The unknown Ajax. 

Heavens, what a man is there ! a very horse ; 

That has he knows not what. Nature, what things 
there are, 

Most abject in regard, and dear in use ! 

What things again most dear in the esteem, 

And poor in worth ! Now shall we see. to-morrow, 

An act that very chance cloth throw upon him, 
j Ajax renown'd. 0 heavens, what some men d<^ 

! While some men leave to do ! 

| How some men xreep in skittish fortune's hall, 

) Whiles others play the idiots in her eyes ! 

I How one mau eats into another's pride! 
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While wide is feasting in lus wantonneas ! 

To see these Grecian lords ! — why, even already 
They dap the lubber Ajax on the shoulder} 

As if his foot were on hrere Hector's breast, 

And great Troy shrinking. 

Achil. I do believe it : for they pass'd by me 
As misers do by beggars ; neither gave to me 
Good word nor look : What, are my deeds forgot 1 
Uly&t. Time hatli, my lord, a wallet at bis back, 
Wherein he puts alms for oblivion, 

A great-sized monster of ingratitudes : 

Those scraps are good deeds past : which are devour'd 
As fast as ibey are made, forgot as soon 
As done : Perseverance, dear my lord. 

Keeps honour bright : To have done, is to hang 
Quite out of fashion, like a rusty mail 
In monumental mockery. Take the instant way ; 

For honour travels in a strait so narrow, 

Where one but goes abreast : keep then the path ; 

For emulation hath a thousand sons, 

That one by one pursue : If you give way, 

Or hedge aside from the direct forthright. 

Like to an enter’d tide, they all rush by, 

And leave you hindmost ; — 

Or, like a gallant hone fallen in first rank, 

Lie there for pavement to the abject rear, 

O’erron and trampled on : Then what they do in jne 
sent, 

Though less than yours in past, must o’ertop yours : 
For time is like a fashionable host, 

That slightly shakes his parting guest by the hand ; 
And with his arms outstretch’d, as he would fly, 
Grasps -in the comer : Welcome ever smiles, 

And farewell goes out sighing. 0, let not virtue seek 
Remuneration for the thing it was ! 

For beauty, wit, 

High birth, vigour of bone, desert in service^ 
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Love, friendship, charity, are subjects all 
To envious and calumniating time. 

One touch of nature makes the whole world kin,— 
That all, with one consent, praise new-born gawds, 
Though they are made and moulded of tilings past ; 
And give to* dust, that is a little gilt, 

More laud than gilt o'er*dusted. 

The present eye praises the present object : 

Then marvel not, thou great and complete man, 

Tliat all tlie Greeks begin to worship Ajax ; 

, Since things in motion sooner catch the eye, 

Than what not stirs. The cry went once ou thee, 

And still it might ; and yet it may again, 

If thou wouldst not entomb thyself alive, 

And case thy reputation in thy tent ; 

Whose glorious deeds, but in these Helds of late, 

Made emulous missions ’mongst the gods themselves, 
And drave great Mars to faction. 

Achil. Of this my privacy 

I have strong reasons. 

Ulyas. But ’gainst your privacy 

The reasons are more potent and heroical : 

’T is known, Achilles, that you are in love 
With one of Priam's daughters. 

Achil. Ha! known 1 

Ulysa. Is that a wonder ? 

The provideuce that ’s in a watchful state 
Knows almost every grain of Plutus’ gold ; 

Finds bottom in the uncomprehensive deeps j 
Keeps place with thought, and almost, like the gods, 
Does thoughts unveil in their dumb cradles.' 

There is a mystery (with whom relation 
Durst never meddle) in the soul of state *, 

Which hath an operation more divine 
Than breath, or pen, can give expressure to j 
All the commerce that you have had with Troy» 

As perfectly is ours, as yours, my lord ; 
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And better would it fit Achilles much, 

To tluuw down Hector, than Polyxena : 

[ But it most grieve young Pyrrhus now at liome, 

When Came shall in our islands sound her trump; 

And all the Greekish girls shall tripping sing,— 

*• Great Hector's sister did Achilles win ; 

But our great Ajax bravely heat down him." 

Farewell, my lord : 1 as your lover speak ; 

The fool slides o'er the ice that you should break. [Exit. 

Pair. To this effect, Achilles, have 1 mov'd you: 

A woman impudent and mannish grown 
Is not more loath’d than an effeminate man 
In time of action. I stand condemn’d for this ; 

Tiiey think, my little stomach to the war, 

.And your great love to me, restrains you thus : 

Sweet, rouse yourself ; and the weak wanton Cupid 
Siiall from your neck unloose his ious fold, 

And, like a dew-drop from the lion’s mane, 

Be shook to airy air. 

Aoful. Shall Ajax fight with Hector ? 

Patr. Ay ; and, perhaps, receive much honour by him. 
Achil. I see my reputation is at stake ; 

My fame is shrewdly gor’d. 

Patr. O, then beware; 

Those wounds heal ill that men do give themselves : 

Omission to do what is necessary 

Seals a commission to a blank of danger ; 

And danger, like an ague, subtly taints 
Even then when we sit idly in the sun. 

Achil. Go call Theraites hither, sweet Patroclus : 

I 'll send the fool to Ajax, and desire him 
To invite the Trojan lords after the combat, 

To see us here unarm’d : I have a woman's longing, 
An appetite that I am sick withal, 

To see great Hector in his weeds of peace : 

To talk with him, and to behold his visage. 

Even to my full of view. A labour sav’d ! 
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Enter Tukubitu. 

Tker. A wonder ! 

AchiL What? 

Ther. Ajax goes up and down the field, asking for 
himself. 

Achil. How so? 

Ther . He must fight Bingly to-morrow with Hector; 
and is so prophetically proud of on heroical cudgel- 
ling, that he raves in saying nothing. 

Achil. How can that be? 

Ther. Why, lie stalks up and down like a peacock, 
a stride, and a stand : ruminates, like an hostess that 
hath no arithmetic hut her brain to set down her reckon- 
ing : bites his lip with a politic regard, as who should 
say, there were wit in this head, and t would out : and 
so there is ; but it lies as coldly in him as fire in a flint, 
which will not show without knocking. The man ’• 
undone for ever; for if Hector break not his neck 
i T the combat, he ’ll break it himself in vainglory. He 
knows not me : I said, “ Good-morrow, Ajax and he 
replies, “Thanks, Agamemnon.” What think you of 
this man, that takes me for the general ? He is grown 
a very land fish, languageless, a monster. A plague 
of opinion ! a man may wear it on both sides, like a 
leather jerkin. 

Achil. Thou must be my ambassador to him, Tlier- 
sitea. 

Ther , Who, I ? why, he ’ll answer nobody ; he pro- 
fesses not answering ; speaking is for beggars : he wears 
his tongue in his arms. I will put on his presence j 
let Patroclus make bis demands to me, you shall see 
the pageant of Ajax. 

Achil. To him, Patroclus: Tell him, I humbly 
desire the valiant Ajax to invite the most valorous 
Hector to come unarmed to my tent; and to procure 
•afe conduct for his person, of the magnanimous, and 

— £ - 


TR0ILU8 AND C&S88IDA. [Aevl&L 


{ moat illustrious, six-or-eeven-limes honoured captain- 
general of the Grecian army. Agamemnon, Ac. Do this. 

Pair. Jove bless groat Ajax. 

Ther. Humph! 

Pair. 1 come from the worthy Achillea,— 

Ther. Ha! 

Patr. Who most liumhly desires you to invite Hector 
to Ins tent, — 

Ther. Humph ! 

Patr. And to procure safe conduct from Agamcuunni* 

Ther. Agamemnon 1 

Patr. Av, my hud. 

Ther. Ha! 

Patr. Wliat say you to 't? 

Ther. God tie wi' you, with all my heart. 

J'atr. Your answer, sir. 

7 Tier. If to-morrow be a fair day, by eleven o'clock 
it will go one way or other ; howsoever, tie shall pay Air 
me ere he has me. 

Patr. Your answer, sir. 

Ther. Fare you well, with all my heart 

Ach'd. Why, hut he is not in this tune, is he? 

7'her. No, hut he '■ out o' tune thus. What music 
will bejn him wlteu Hector has knocked out bis brains, 
I know’ not : But, I am sure, none t unless the tiddler 
Apollo gets his sinews to make catlings on. 

AchU. Come, thou sluilt bear a letter to him straight. 

Ther. Let me carry another to his horse ; for that 's 
the more capable creature. * 

AchU. My mind is troubled, like a fountain stilt'd ; 
And I myself see not the bottom of it 

[Exeunt Achili.m and Pathoci.uh. 

Ther. ’Would the fountain of your mind were clear 
again, that I might water an ass at it ! 1 had rather be 
a tick in a sheep, than such a valiant ignorance. [ Exit. 
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ACT IV. 

SCENE I.— Troy. A Street. 

Enter , at one side, tEn*a*, and Servant toitk a torch ; 
at the other , Pari*, Dkiphobuk, Antenoh, Dio* 
ubd Ely and othert , torchet. 

Par. See, ho ! tv ho ’§ that there 1 

Dei. T 18 the lord ASnenM. 

.Ene. Ii the prince there in person ? 

Had I so good occasion to lie long, 

A* you, prince Paris, nothing but heavenly business 
Should rob my bed-mate of my company. 

Dio. That ’s my mind too. — Good morrow, lord 
AEneaa. 

. Par. A valiant Greek, jEneas ; take his hand : 
Witness the process of your speech, wherein 
You told how Diomed, in a whole week by days, 

Did haunt you in the field. 

sEne. Health to you, valiant sir, 

During all question of the gentle truce : » 

But when I meet you arm'd, as black defiance, 

As heart can think or courage execute. 

Dio. The one and other Diomed embraces. 

Our bloods are now in calm ; and, so long, health : 
But, when contention and occasion meet. 

By Jove, I ’ll play the hunter for thy life, 

With all my force, pursuit, and policy.* 

ASne. And thou shalt hunt a lion, that will fly 
With his face backward. — In humane gentleness, 
Welcome to Troy ! now, by Anchises 1 life, 

* The sentence scarcely requires explanation : JSneas wishes 
Diomede* health, whilst there is no question, argument, be* 
tween them but what arises out of the truoe. 
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Welcome, indeed ! By Venus* hand I wear, 

Mo man alive can lore, in such a sort, 

The thing be means 1o kill, more excellently. 

JHo. VVe synquthize : — Jove, let Aineas li% 

If lo my sword his fate be not the glory, 

A thousand ctSrapletc courses of the sun ! 

But, in mine emulous iionour, let him die, 

W ith every joint a wound ; and that to-morrow ! 
jfUne. We know each other well. 

Dio. We do ; and long to know each other worse. 
Par. This is the most despitefuU’bt* gentle greeting, 
The noblest hateful love, tliat e'er 1 licai d of.— 

Wlwt business, lord, so early ? 

A Inc. I was sent for to the king ; but why, 1 know 
not. 

Par. His purjmse meets you : *T was to bring this 
Greek 

To Calchas* house ; and there to render him, 

For the enfreed Antenor, the fair Cressid : 

Let ’s have your company ; or, if you please, 

Haste there before us : I constantly do think, 

(Or, rather, call my thought a certain knowledge,) 

My brother Troilus lodges there fo-uight; 

Rouse hint, and give him note of our approach, 

With the whole quality wliereof j 1 fear, 

We shall be much unwelcome. 

ASne. Tliat I assure you ; 

Troilus had rather Troy were borne tq Greece, 

Than Cressid borne from Troy. 

Par. There is no help; 

The hitter disposition of the time 

Will have it so. On, lord ; we 'll follow you. 

AZne, Good morrow, all. [2&r»f. 

Par. And tell me, noble Diomed; faith, tell me 
true, ' 

Even in the soul of sound good-fellowship,— 

■ This Is the commou coiu.tr ue'.lon ot the age of Slwkspme, 
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Who, in your thoughts, merits fair Helen most. 

Myself, or Menelausf 
Dio . Both alike : 

He merits well to have her that doth seek her 
(Not making any scruple of her soilnre) 

With such a hell of nam, and world of charge) 

And you as well to keep her, that defend her 
(Not palating the taste of her dishonour) 

With such a costly loss of wealth and friends : 

He, like a puling cuckold, would drink up 
The lees and dregs of a flat tamed piece ; 

You, like a lecher, out of whorish loins 
Arc pleas'd to breed out your inheritors ; 

Both merits pois’d, each weighs no less nor more ; 

But he os he ; which heavier for a whore I 
Par. You are too bitter to your countrywoman. 

Bio. She ’s bitter to her country : Hear me, Paris. — 
For every felse drop in her bawdy veins 
A Grecian’s life hath sunk ; for every scruple 
Of her contaminated carrion weight, 

A Trojan hath been slain ; since she could speak. 

She hath not given so many good words breath. 

As for her Greeks and Trojans siffler’d death. 

Par. Fair Diomed, you do as chapmen ds, 

Dispraise the thing that yon desire to buy : 

But we in silence hold this virtue well, — 

We ’ll not commend what we intend to sell. * 

Here lies our way. [Exeunt. 

SCENE II. — 77*« eame. Court before the House of 
Pandarus. 

Enter Teoilus and Crbssida. 

Tro. Dear, trouble not yourself; the mom is cold. 
Cree. Then, sweet my lord, I ill coll mine uncle 
down; 

He shall unbolt the gates. 
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Tro. Trouble him not | 

To bed, to bed : Sleep kill tltoue pretty eyes, 

And give os soft attachment to thy senses, 

As infants' empty of all thought 1 

Orel. Good morrow, then. 

Tro. Prithee now, to bad. 

Crea. Are you aweary of met 

Tro. O Creesida ! but that the busy day, 

Wak’d by the lark, hath rous'd the ribald crows, 

And dreaming night will hide our joys no lunger, 

1 would not from thee. 

Crea. Night hath been too brief. 

Tro. Beshrew the witch ! with venomous wights she 
stays, 

As tediously as hell ; but flies the grasps of love, 

With wings more momentary -swift than thought. 

You will catch cold, and curse me. 

C'res. Prithee, tarry; — you men will never tarry. — 

0 foolish Cressid ! — I might have still held off. 

And then you would have tarried. Hark ! there ’s one 

Pan. [WfAsn.] What, on all the doors open here ? 
Tro. It is your unite. 

Enter Pahdaaus. 

Crea. A pestilence on him ! now will he be mocking ; 

1 shall have such a life, — 

Pan. How now? how now? how go maidenheads? 
Here, you maid, where s my cousin Cressid ? 

Crea. Go hang yourself, you naughty mocking 
uncle ! 

You bring me to do, and then you flout me too. 

Pan. To do what? to do what? — let her say what: 
what have I brought you to do ? 

Crea. Come, come; beshrew your heart: you ’ll 
ne'er be good. 

Nor suffer others. 
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' Pan. Ha, ha! Alto, poor wretch ! a poor canocchia !■ 
haat not slept to-night ? would lie not, a naughty man, 
I let it sleep? a bugbear take him ! [Knocking. 

Cret. Did not I tell you ?— ’would lie were knock'd 
o’ the bead ! — 

Who ’s that at doorf good uncle, go and see. — 

My lord, come you again into my chamber : 

You smile, and mock me, as if 1 meant naughtily. 

Tro. Ha, lia ! 


Cret. Gome, you are deceiv’d, I think of no such 

thing. — f Knocking . I 

How earnestly they knock ! pray you, come m ; | 

1 would not for half Troy have you seen here. 

[J&retmf Troilus and Ckbssida. 

Pan. [Going to the door.] Who ’s there? wluit *s 
the matter? will you beat down the door? How now f 
what ’s the matter? . 

Enter /Enbas. 

dine. Good-morrow, lord, good-morrow. 

Pan. Who ’s there? my lord .Eneas? By my trotli, 

I knew you not : what news with you so early ? 

Mne. Is not prince T roil us here ? 

Pan. Here ! what should he do here ? 

dine. Come, he is here, my lord, do not deny him/, 

It doth import him much to speak with me. 

Pan. Is he heie, say you ? ’t is more than I know, 

1 11 be iwora; — For my own part, I came in late : 
What should He do here Y 

dine. Who ! — nay, then: — Come, come, you 11 do 
him wrong ere y’ are '-ware : You 11 be’so true to him, 
to be false to him : Do not you know of him, but yet 
go fetch him hither ; go. 

At Pam&arus it going out, enter Troilus, 

Tro. How now? what ’s the matter? 

* Copoochla, FI oiio, In hit Italian Dictionary, explains 
mpeockk as M a shallow tkonss, a loggerhead." 
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JEne. M j lord, I scarce have leisure to salute jo u, 

My matter is so rath : Tltcre is at hand 
i Paris your brother, and Deiphobus, 

* The Grecian Diomed, and our Antenor 
Deliver'd to u|; and for him forthwith, 

! Ere the first sacrifice, within this hour, 

We must give up to Diomede*' hand 
The lady Cressida. 

7Vo. Is it concluded so I 

ASnc. By Priam, and the general state of Tsoy : 

They ore at hand, and ready to effect it 
Tro. How my achievement* mock me ! 

I will go meet them : and, my lord jEneas, 

We jnet by chance ; you did not find me hW 
jEne. Good, good, my lord ; the secrets of nature 
Have not more gift in taciturnity. 

[ Exeunt Thoilus and jEnbas. 
Pan. Is 't possible? no sooner got but lost f The 
devil take Antenor ! the young prince will go mad. A 
plague upon Antenor ! I would they hart broke ’s 
neck. 

Enter Crbssida. 

Crea. How now ? what 4 ’* the matter 1 Who was 
here? 

Pan. Ah, ah ! 

Crea. Why sigh you so profoundly ? where ’s my 
lord gone ? 

Tell me, sweet uncle, what ’s the matter? 

Pan. 'Would I were as deep under the earth as I am 
above! . • I 

Crea. O the gods ! — what ’s the matter ? 

Pan, Prithee, get thee in. *Would thon nausr neer 
l>een bom L I knew thou wouldst be his death :■ — O poor 
gentleman !— A plague upon Antenor ! * 

Crea. Good uncle, I beseech you on my knees, 

I beseech you what ’s the matter? 
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Pan. Thou must be gone, wench, thou must 
gone; thou art changed lor Aiitenor : tbou tnust to 
Briber* and be gone from Troilus : *t will be bis den 


Briber, and be gone from Troilus ; *t will be bis den 
*t #111 be bis bane : be cannot bear it. 

Ores. O you immortal gods! — I will not go. 

Pan. Thou must. , 

Ores. I.will not, uncle : 1 have forgot my father ; 

I know no toudi of consanguinity ; 

No kin, no love, no blood, no soul so near me, 

As the sweet Troilus. — 0 you gods divine! 

Make Cress id's name the very crown of falsehood 
If ever she leave Troilus ! Time, force, and dead:. 

Do to this body what extremity you can ; 

But the strong base and building of my love 
Is as the very centre of the earth. 

Drawing all tilings to it — I will go in, and weep ; — 
Pan. Do, do. 

Crcs. Tear my bright hair, and scratch my praised 
cheeks ; 

Crack my dear voice with sobs, and break my heart 
With sounding Troilus. I will not go from Troy. 

[Exeunt. 

SCENE III. — Thfi samo. Before Pandarus’ House . 

Enter Paris, Tiioii.us, A2nkas, Dbipuobus, An- 
"tenok, and Dioxbdbs. 

Par. It is gieat morning ; and the hour prefix'd 
Of her delivery to this valiant Greek 
Comes fait upon : — Good my brother Troilus, 

Tell you the lady what she is to do, 

And haste her to the purpose, 

Trv. Wajk in to her hmpe ; 

I 'll hiring her to the Grecian presently : 

And to his hand when I deliver iier, 

Think it an altar ; and thy brother Troilus 
A priest, there oflerixtg to it his Own heart 
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Par. I know what 't ii ta lots ; 

And 'would, os I shall pity, I oould help I— 

Plesae you walk in, my lords. [JSmimA 

SCENE IV. — The same. A Room m Pandoras' 
House. 

Enter Pandabub and Ckkssida. 

Pan. Be moderate, be moderate. 

Cres. Why tell you ml of moderation I 
The grief is fine, full, perfect, that 1 taste, 

And no less in a sense as strong as that 
Which causeth it: How can 1 moderate itf 
If I could temporize with my affection, 

Or brew it to a weak and colder palate, . 

The like allayment could I give my gri If: 

My love admits no qualifying cross : 

No more my grief, in such a precious loss. 

Enter Tkoilus. 

Pan . Here, here, here he comes, ‘a sweet duck ! 

Cres. O Trail us ! Trail us ! 

Pan. What a pair of spectacles is here ! Let me em- 
brace too: O hearty — as the goodly saying is, — 

O heart, heavy heart, 

Why sigh's* thou without breaking? 

* where he answers again, 

Because thou canst not ease thy smart, 

’ By friendship, nor by speaking. 

There was never a truer rhyme. Let us cast away 
nothing, for we may live to have need of such a verse j 
we see it, we see it.— How now, lambs t 

Tro. Cressid, I love thee in so strain’d a purity, 

Tliat the blest gods— as angry with my fancy, 

More bright hi zeal than the devotion which 
Cold lips blow to their deities— take thee from ms. 
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Cm. Have the gods envy 1 1 

Pan. Ay, ay, ay, ay ; ’t is too plain a cast r 

Crei. And is it true that I must go from tNff i 

Tro. A hateful truth. v ] 

Cree. What, and from Trail osteal* * 

Tro. From Troy, ami Troilus. 

Cret. Is ’t possible t 

| Tro. And suddenly ; when injury of chance 
| Puts back % leave- taking, jostles roughly by 
I All time of pause, rudely beguiles our lips 
1 Of all rejoindure, forcibly prevents 
I Our look'd embrasures, strangles our dear vows 
Even in the birth of our own labouring breath : 

I We two, that with so many thousand sighs 
Did buy each other, must poorly sell ourselves 
With the rud4 brevity and discharge of one. 

1 Injurious time now, with a robber's baste, 

Crams his rich thievery up, he kuows not how : 

As many farewells as be stars in heaven, 

With distinct breath and consign'd kisses to them, 

He fumbles up into a loose adieu { 

And scants us with a single famish'd kiss, 

Distasting with the salt of broken tears. 

JSne. [ Within.] My lord ! is the lady ready 1 
Tro. Hark ! you are call’d : Some say, the Genius 
so 

Cries, « Come !” to him that instantly must die.— 

Bid them have patience; Bhe shall come anon. 

Pan. Where are my tears f rain, to jay this wind, pr 
my heart will be blown up by the root. . [Ua?# Pa*. 

Cree. I must, then to the Grecians f 
7Vo. No remedy. 

Crei. A woeful Cremid ’mongst the merry Groks I 
When shall we see again f 

Tro. Hear me, my love; Be thou but true #f heart, — 
Cm. I true ! bow now t what wicked deefe is thief 
Tro. Nay, we must use expostulation kindly, 

T * 
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| For H is parting from us : 

[‘ I speak not, u be thou true,” as fearing thee ; 
j rar I will throw my glove to Death himself, 

That there *s do macuUtion in thy heart : 
j Bat “ be thou true/' my I, to fashion in 
My aequent protestation ; be thou true, 

And I will see thee. 

• Ore*. O, you shall be expos’d, my lord, to dangers „ 
As infinite as imminent ! but, 1 'll be true. 

Tro. And 1 11 grow friend with danger. Wear thb 
sleeve. 

Ore*. And you this glove. When shall laee you 1 
Tro. 1 will corrupt the Grecian sentinels, 

To give thee nightly visitation. 

But yet, be true. 

Ore*. O heavens ! — be true, again ? 

Tro. Hear why I speak it, love ; 

The Grecian youths are full of quality ; 

Their loving well compos'd with gift of nature, 

| Flowing and swelling o'er with arts and exercise ; 

How novelties may move, and parts with person, 

Alas, a kind of godly jealousy 
(Which, 1 beseech you, call a virtuous sin,) 

Makes me afraid. 

Ore*. O heavens ! you love me not 

Tro. Die I a villain then ! 

In this I do not call your faith in question, 

So mainly as my merit : I cannot sing, 

Nor heel die high lavolt, nor sweeten talk. 

Nor play at subtle games ; fair virtues all, 

To which the Grecians are most prompt and pregnant : 
But I can tell, that in each grace of tnese 
There larks a still and dumb-discoursive devil, 

That tempts most cunningly : but be not tempted. 
Cre*. Do you think I will f 
Tro. No. 1 

But something may be done that we will not ; 
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And sometimes we are devils to ourselves, 

When we will tempt the frailty of our powers, 
Presuming on their changeful potency. 
jEtie. [Within.] Nay, good my lord, — 

Tro. Come, kiss, and let us part. 

Par. [ Within.] Brother Troilus ! 

Tro. Good brother, come you hither ; 

And bring /Eneas and the Grecian with you. 

Cres. My lord, will you be true? 

Tro. Who, I ? alas, it is my vice, my fault ; 

While others fish with craft for great opinion, 

1 with great truth catch mere simplicity ; 

Whilst some with cunning gild their copper crowns, 
With truth and plainness 1 do wear mine bare. 

Fear not my truth ; the moral of my wit 
Is — plain, and true, — there ’s all the reach of it. 

Enter Man as, Paris, Antenor, Deiphobus, and 
Diohedes. 

Welcome, sir Diomed ! here is the lady, 

Which for Antenor we deliver you : 

At the port, lord, I ’ll give her to thy hand ; 

And, by the way, possess thee what Bhe is. 

Entreat her fair ; and, by my soul, fair Greek, 

If e’er thou stand at mercy of my swonl. 

Name Cressid, and thy life shall be as safe 
As Priam is in Ilion. 

Dio. Fair lady Cressid, 

So please you, save the thanks this prince expects ; 

The lustre in your eye, heaven in your cheek, 

Pleads your fair usage ; and to Diomed 

You shall be mistress, and command him wholly. 

Tro. Grecian, thou dost not use me courteously, 

To shame the seal of my petition to thee, 

In praising her : I tell thee, lord of Greece, 

She is as fat high-soaring o'er thy praises, 

As thou unworthy to be call'd her servant. 
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I charge thee, ues her well, even for my charge ; 

For, by the dreadful Pluto, if thou duet not, 

Though the great bulk Achilla* be thy guard, 

I ‘11 cut thy throat 

Dio. O, lie uot mov'd, prince Troilus : 

Let me be privileg'd by my place and meenge, 

To be a speaker free ; when 1 am hence, 

I 11 answer to my ln*t : And know you, lord, 

I *11 nothing do on charge : To her own worth 
She shall lie pris'd ; but that you say — be 't to, 

1 *11 speak it in my spirit and honour, — no. 

Tro. Come, to the port. — 1 11 tell thee, Diomod, 
This hmve shall oft make thee to hide -thy head. — 
Lady, give me your hand ; and, as we walk, 

To our own selves bend we our needful talk. 

[JZcesmt Troilus, Cbbuida, and Diomkd. 

[Trumpet heard. 

Par. Hark ! Hector's trumpet 
jEne. How have we spent this morning ! 

| The prince must think me tardy and remiss, 

Tliat sw o re to ride before him in the field. 

Par. T is Troilus' fault ; Came, come, to field with 
him. 

Dei. Let us make ready straight 

JEne. Yea, with a bridegroom's fresh alacrity, 

Let us address to tend fin Hector's heels : 

The glory of our Troy doth this day lie 

On his fair worth, and single chivalry. [Exeunt. 

SCENE V. — The Grecian Camp. LitU eet out. 

Enter Aj ax, armed; Agamemnon, Achilles, Patro 
CL ua, Mknklaus, Ultssrs, Nxstor, and other e. 

Apam. Here art thou in appointment fresh and fair, 
Anticipating time. With starting courage, 

Give with thy trumpet a loud note to Troy, 

Thou dreadful Ajax j that the appalled an 
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May pierce the bead of the great combatant, 

And hale him lather. 

Ajax, Thou, trumjiet, there f s my puree. 

Now oraok thy lungs, and split thy braien pipe : 

Blow, villain, till thy sphered bias oheek 
Out-swell the colic of puff'd Aquilon : 

Gome, stretch thy chest, and let thy eyes f]x>ut blood ; 
Thou blow 'it for Hector. [Trumpet sounds. 

Uly»». No trumpet answers. 

AckU. T is but early days. 

Agam. Is not yon Diomed, with Colchas’ daughter f 
U lyas. ’T is he, I km the manner of his gait j 
He rises cm the toe : that spirit of his 
In aspiration lifts him from the earth. 

Enter Diomkd, with Cressida. 

Agam. Is this the lady Cressid f 

Dio. Even she. 

Agam. Most dearly welcome to the Greeks, sweet 
lady. 

Neat Our general doth salute you with a kiss* 

Ulyas. Yet is the kindness but particular] 

’T were better she were kiss'd in general. 

Neat. And very courtly counsel : 1 11 begin. — 

So much for Nestor. 

Achil. I '11 take that winter from your lips, fair lady : 
Achilles bids you w el com a 

Men. I had good argument for kissing once. 

Pair. But that 's no argument for kitting now : 

For thus popp’d Paris in his hardiment ] 

And parted thus you and your argument 

Ulyas. O deadly gall, and theme of all our scorns 1 
For which we lose our heads, to gild his horns. 

Patr. The first was Menelaus' kissj — this, mine; 
Patroclus kisses you. 

Men. O, this is trim I 

Patr. Paris, and I, kiss evermore fur him. 
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Men. I ’ll have my kin, sir Lady, by your leave. 
Cret. In kissing, do you render or receive f 
Pair. Both take and give. 

Cres. I ’ll make my match to live, 

The kiss you take is better than you give ; 

Therefore no kiss. 

Mm. I 'll give you boot, I ’ll give you three for one. 
Cres. You ’re an odd man ; give even, or give nonet 
Men. An odd man, lady ? every man is odd. 

Cres. No, Paris is not ; for you know ’t is true 
That you are odd, and be is even with you. 

Men. You fillip me o' the head. 

Cres. No, I ’ll be sworn. 

U/yss. It were no match, your nail against his horn. — 
May I, sweet lady, beg a kiss of you? 

Cres. You may. 

Ulyss. I do desire it. 

Cres. Why, beg then. 

Ulyss. Why then, for Venus’ sake, give me a kiss, 
When Helen is a maid aguin, and his. 

Cres. I am your debtor, claim it when ’t is due. 
Ulyss. Never ’s my day, and then a kiss of you. 

Dio. Lady, a word ; — I ’ll bring you to your father. 

[Diomkb leads out Cnxssina. 
Nest. A woman of quick sense. 

Ulyss. Fie, fic upon her! 

There ’s a language in her eye, her cheek, her lip, 

Nay, her foot speaks ; her wanton spirits look out 
At every joint and motive of her body. 

O, these encounterers, so glib of tongue, 

That give a coasting welcome ere it comes, 

And wide unclasp the tables of their thoughts 
To every tickling reader ! set them down 
For sluttish spoils of opportunity, 

And daughters of the game, [ Trumpet i cithin. 

All. The Trojans’ trumpet. 

Agam. Yonder comes the troop. 




Scene V.] TROILUS AND CRE8SIDA. 


Enter Hector, armed; jEnbas, Troilus, and other 
Trojans, with Attendants. 

J2nc. Hail, all you state of Greece ! what shall be 
clone 

To him that victory commands ? Or do you purpose, 

! A victor shall be known 1 will you, the knights 
; Shall to the edge of all extremity 
i Pursue each other, or shall be divided 
1 By any voice or order of the field ? 

| Hector bade ask. 

Agam. Which way would Hector have it 1 

I A£ne. He cares not, he ’ll obey conditions, 
j Achil. T is done like Hector ; but securely done, 

! A little proudly, and great deal disprizing 
The knight oppos’d. 

JEne. If not Achilles, sir, 

What is your name ¥ 

Achil. If not Achilles, nothing. 

JEne. Therefore Achilles : But, whate’er, know 
this ; — 

In the extremity of great and little, 

Valour and pride excel themselves in Hector ; 

The one almost as infinite as all, 

The other blank as nothing. Weigh him well, 

And that which looks like pride is courtesy. 

This Ajax is half made of Hector’s blood : 

In love whereof half Hector stays at home ; 

Half heart, half hand, half Hector comes to seek 
This blended knight, half Trojan and half Greek. 

Achil. A maiden battle then ? — 0, 1 perceive you. 

Reenter Diokkdbs. 

Agam. Here is sir Diomed Go, gentle knight, 
Stand by our Ajax : as you and lord ./Eneas 
Consent upon the order of their fight, 

So be it ; either to the uttermost, 
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Or flee 4 breath : the combatants being kin, 

P^lf stints their strife before their strokes begin* 

[Ajax and H aero a enter the UmU, 
Utyss. They are oppos’d already. 

Agam. Wbat Trojan is that same that looks so 
heavy f 

Ulyss. The youngest son of Priam ; a true knight ; 
Not yet mature, yet matchless : firm of word ; 
Speaking in deeds, and deedless in his tongue ; 

Not soon provok'd, nor, being provok’d, soon calm’d : 
His heart and hand both open, and both free; 

For what he has he gives ; what thinks he shows ; 

Yet gives he not till judgment guides his bounty, 

Nor dignifies an impair thought with breath : 

Manly as Hector, but more dangerous ; 

For Hector, in his blase of wrath, subscribes 
To tender objects ; but he, in heat of action, 

Is more vindicative than jealous love : 

They call him Troilus ; and on him erect 
A second hope, as fairly built as Hector. 

Thus says ifcneas ; one that knows the youth 
Even to his inches, and, with private soul, 

Did in great llion thus translate him to me. 

[Alarum. Hsotor and Ajax fight. 
Agam. They axe in action. 

Nest. Now, Ajax, hold thine own ] 

Tro. Hector, thou sleep’st ; 

Awake thee ! , ^ 

Agam. His blows are wsU diepes’dr-dhere, Ajax ! 
Dio. You must no more. ■' fYVw warts cease. 


-<®ne. Princes, snsnjjh. m please yon. 

Ajax. I am not warm yet, let us fignt AfUD. 

Dio. As Hector pleases. 

fleet Why than, will flfto more 

Thou art, great lord, my father's sister’s soife 
A cousin-geman to great Priam’s aped ; 

The obligation of our blood forbids 
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A gory emulation ’tirixt. ui twain : 

Were thy commixtion Greek and Trojan to 
That thou couldst say — “ Thi* hand ia Grecian all, 
And this ia Trojan ; the ainewa of thia leg 
All Greek, and tlm all Troy ; my mother'* blood 
Run* on the dexter cheek, and thi* ainiater 
Bounda-in my father’* by Jove multipotent, 

Thou ahouldat not bear from me a Greekiah member 
Wherein my aword had not impreaaure made 
Of our rank feud : But the iuat god* gainiay, 

That any drop thou borrow'dst from thy mother, 

My aacred aunt, ahould by my mortal iwonl 
Be drain’d : Let me embrace thee, Ajax : 

By him that thunder*, thou hast lusty arms; 

Hector would have them fall upon him thus : 

Cousin, all honour to thee I 
Ajax. I thank thee, Hector : 

Thou art too gentle, and too free a man : 

1 came to kill thee, cousin, and bear hence 
A great addition earned in thy death. 

Hect. Not Neoptolemu* to mirable 
(On whose bright crest Fame with her loud’st 0 yea 
Cries, u This is he,”) could promise to himself 
A thought of added honour tom from Hector. 

Mne. There ia expectance here from both the sides, 
What further you will do. 

Hect We ’ll answer it ; 

The issue is embracement -.—Ajax, farewell. 

Ajax. If 1 might in entreaties find success, 

(As seld’ I have the chance,) I would desire 
My famous cousin to our Grecian tents. 

Bio. T ia Agamemnon’s wish, and great Achilles 
Doth long to sss unarm’d the valiant Hector. 

Hect. ASneas, call my brother Troilus to me : 

And signify this loving Interview 
To the expocters of our Trojan part j 
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*, Deane tbem bone. — Give me thy hand, my cousin ; 

! I will go eat with thee, and see your knights. 

| Ajar. Great Agamemnon comes to meet us here. 

' Hect Toe worthiest of tbem tell me name by name; 
But for Achilles, mine own searching eyes 
Shall find him by his large and portly size. 

A yam. Worthy of arms ! as welcome as to one 
That would be rid of such an enemy ; 

But that ‘s no welcome : Understand more clear 
What s past, and what ’s to come, is strew ‘d with lftski 
And formlos min of oblivion *, 

But in this extant moment, faith and troth, 

Strain'd purely from all hollow bias-drawing, 

Bids thee, with most divine integrity, 

| From heart of very heart, great Hector, welcome. 

I Hect. I thank thee, most imperious Agamemnon. 
Agwn. My well-fam’d lord of Troy, uo less to yon. 

[To Tnoiuia. 

Men. Let me confirm my princely brother's greet- 
ing ; — 

You brace of warlike brothers, welcome hither. 

HweL Whom must we answer f 
JEne. The noble Menelaus. 

Hect O you, my lord ? by Mars his gauntlet, 
thanks! 

Mock not, that I affect the untraded * oath ; 

Your quondam wife swears still by Venus' glove : 

She ’s well, but bade me not commend her to you. 
Men. Name her not now, sir j she ’s a deadly theme. 
Hect O. pardon; I offend. * , „ 

Nett. I have, thou gallant T»qfe%*Mn thee oft, 
Labouring for destiny, make cruel wagr , 

Through tanks of Greekish youtb i and I have seen 
thee, 

As hot as Perseus, spur thy Phrygian steed, 

* Untraded — unused, uncommon. 
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j And seen thee scorning forfeits and subduements, 

; When thou hast hung thy advanced sword i’ the air, 

! Not letting it decline on the declin'd ; 

That I liave said unto nay standers-by, 
j " Lo, Jupiter is yonder, dealing life f” 

And I hare seen thee pause, and take thy breath, 

When that a ring of Greeks have hemm'd thee in, 

Like an Olympian wrestling : This liave 1 seen ; 

But this thy countenance, still lock'd in steel, 

| I never wr till now. I knew thy grandsire, 

And once fought with him : he was a soldier good ; 
j But, by great Mars, the captain of ub all, 

Never like thee : Let an old man embrace thee ; 

And, worthy warrior, welcome to our tents. 

JSne. T is the old Nestor. 

Hect. Let me embrace thee, good old chronicle^ 

That hast so long walk'd hand in hand with time : — 
Most reverend Nestor, 1 am glad to clasp thee. 

Nett. I would my arms could match thee in conten- 
tion, 

As they contend with thee in courtesy. 

Sect. I would they could. 

Nett. Ha! 

By this white beard, I 'd fight with thee to-morttfir. 
Well, welcome, welcome ! 1 have seen the thunk 
Ulya. 1 wonder now how yonder city status^ 

When we have here her base and pillar by us. 

Hect. I know your favour, lord Ulysses, wsllf 
Ah, sir, there 's many a Greek and Trojan dea% 

Since first I saw yourself and Diomed 
In Ilion, on your Greekish embassy. 

Ulya. Sir, 1 foretold you then what would ensue i 
My prophecy is but half his journey yet ; 

For yonder walls, that pertly front your town, 

Yon towers, whose wanton tops do buss the cloudy 
Must ki« their own feet. 

Sect. I must not believe you i 
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TWe thsy stand jet ; and modestly I think, 

The fall of ever j Phrygian stone will oost 
A drop of Grecian blood : The end crowns all; 

And mat old common arbitrator, time, 

Will one day end it 

Ulyu. So to him we leave it 

Most gentle, and most valiant Hector, weloeme ; 

After the general, 1 beseech you next 
To feast with me, and see me at my tent 

Achil. 1 shall forestall thee, lord Ulysses, than • 
Now, Hector, 1 have fed mine eyes on thee : 

1 have with exact view perus'd thee, Hector, 

And quoted joiut by joint 

Hect Is this Achilles f 

Achil. I am Achilles. 

Beet. Stand fair, 1 pray thee : let me look on thee. 
AchiL Behold thy fill. 

Hect. Nay, I have done already. 

Achil. Thou art too brief ; I will the second time, 
As I would buy thee, view thee limb by limb. 

Heet. O, like a book of sport thou ’It Tead me o’er j 
But there i more in me than thou understand 'st 
Why dost thou so oppress me with thine eyef 

Achil. Tell me, you heavens, in which part of liii 
body 

Shall I destroy him 1 whether there, or there, or there t 
That I may give the local wound a name ; 

And make distinct the very breach whereout 
Hector's great spirit flew : Answer me, heavens ! 

Hect. It would discredit tb# bless'd gods, proud 
man. 

To answer such a question : Stand again t 
Thmk’st thou to catoh my life so pleasantly, 

As to prenominate in nice conjecture 
Where thou wilt bit me dead H 
Achil. I tell tbee^ yea. 

Hect. Wert thou the oraole to tell me so, 
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I ’d not believe thee. Henceforth guard thee well j 
For 1 'll not kill thee there, nor tliere, nor there j 
But, by the forge that stithied Mara hia helm, 

I 'll kill thee everywhere, yea, o’er and o’er. — 

You wisest Grecians, pardon me this brag, 

His insolence draws folly from my lijis; 

But I ’ll endeavour deeds to match these words, 

Or may I never — 

Ajax. Do not chafe thee, cousin ; — 

And you, Achilles, let these threats alone, 

Till accident, or purpose, bring you to 't: 

You may have every day enough of Hector, 

If you have stomach; the general Btate, I fear, 

Can scarce entreat you to l)e odd with him. 

Hect. I pray you, let us see you in the field; 

We have had pelting • wars, since you refus’d 
The Grecians’ cause. 

Achil. Dost thou entreat me, Hector? 

To-morrow do I meet thop, fell as death ; 

To-night, all friends. 

Hect. Thy hand upon that match. 

Agam. First, all you peers of Greece, go to my tent ; 
There in tire full convive you : afterwards, 

As Hector’s leisure and your bounties shall 
Concur together, severally entreat him. 

Beat loud the tabourines, let the trumpets blow, 

That this great soldier may Ids welcome know. 

[Exeunt all but Tnon.us and Ulysses. 
Tro . My lord Ulysses, tell me, I beseech you, 

In what place of the field doth Calchas keep? 

Ulyss. At Menelaus’ tent, most princely Troilus : 
There Diomed doth feast with him to-night. 

Who neither looks on heaven, nor on earth, 

But gives all gaze and bent of amorous view 
On the fair Cressid. 


Pelting-^ petty. 
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Tro. Shall I, sweet lord, be bound to tbee to much, 
After we part from Agamemnon's tent, 

To bring me thither ¥ 

Ulyu. You shall command me, sir, 

As gentle tell me. of wlial honour was 

This Cressida in Tmy ¥ Hod she no lover there. 

That wails her absence ¥ 

Tro. O, sir, to sucli as boasting show their scon, 

A mock is due Will you walk on, my lord ¥ 

She was belov'd, she lov'd ; die is, and doth : 

But, still, sweet love is food fur fortune's tooth. [E& 
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i ACT V. 

! SCENE I.— Grecian Camp. Before Achilles’ 
Tent. 

i 

; Enter Achilles and Patroclus. 

Achil. I 'll heat liis blood with Greekiah wine to- 
night, 

Which with my scimitar I 11 cool to-morrow. — 
Patroclus, let us feast him to the height. 

Patr. Here comes Thersites. 

Enter Tjibrsites. 

Achil. How now, thou core of envy 1 

Thou crusty batch of nature, what 's the news ? 

Ther. Why, thou picture of what thou seemest, and 
idol of idiot-worshippers, here 's a letter for thee. 

Achil. From whence, fragment ¥ 

Ther. Why, thou full dish of fool, from Troy. 

Patr. Who keeps the tent now ¥ 

Ther. The surgeon’s box, or the patient’s wound. 

Patr. Well Baid, Adversity! and what need these 
tricks ¥ 

Ther. Prithee be silent, boy ; I profit not by thy talk s 
thou art thought to be Achilles' male varlet. 

Patr. Male varlet, you rogue! what’s that! 

Ther. Why, his masculine whore. Now the rotten 
diseases of the south, guts-griping, ruptures, catarrhs, 
loads o’ gravel i' the back, lethargies, cold palsies, raw 
eyes, dirt-rotten livers, wheezing lungs, bladders rail of 
imposthume, sciaticas, lime-kilns i’ the palm, incurable 
bone-ach, and the rivelled fee-simple of the tetter, take 
end take again such preposterous discoveries ! 

vol. ix. u 
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Pair. Why, thou damnable box of enry, thou, what 
meanest thou to curse thnsf 

Tkrr. Do 1 curse theef 

Pair. Why, no, you ruinous butt; you whoreson 
indistinguishable cur, no. 

7%ar. No f why art thou thna exasperate, thou idle 
immaterial skein of sley’d silk, thou green sarcenet flan 
far a son eye, thou taarel of a modigal's purse, thou T 
Ah, how the poor world il pestered with Utah water-fli* ; 
diminutivM pf nature ! 

Pair. Out, gall ! 

Thar. Finch egg ! 

AehU. My sweet Patroclus, I am tiiwarted quite 
Flrom my great purpose in tomorrow's battle. 

Here is a letter from queen Hecuba: 

A token from her daughter, my fair lore ; 

Both taxing me, and gaging me to keep 
An oath that I hare sworn. I will not break it : 

Fall, Greeks t fail, fkme ; honour, or go, or stay : 
flfjr major row lies here, this I '11 obey. 

Come, some, Thersitea, help to trim my tent ; 

This night in banqueting must all be spent. 

Away, Patroclus. \Examt AoHirxxa and Pitmclub. 

Thar. With too much blood and too little brain, 
these two may run mad; hut if with too much brain 
and too little blood they do, I 'll beaoursrof madmen. 
Here's Agamemnon, — an honest fellow enough, sod 
one that lores quails ; but he has not so much brain as 
ear-wax: And the goodly transformation of Jupiter 
there, hi« broths*, the bull,— the primitive stable and 
oblique memorial of cuckolds j a thrifty shoring-bom 
in a chain, hanging at his brother's leg ,-t4o what form, 
but that he is, should wit larded with malice, ana 
audio* forced with wit, turn him to t To an ass were 
nothing ; he is both us and ox : to an o* were nothing; 
be is with ox and am, To be a deg, a mule, a cat, a 
fitchew, a fond, a Heard, an owl, a putfeck, ar a herring 
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without a roe, I would not care ; but to be Meoelaus, 
I would conspire against destiny. Aik me not whit I 
would be if 1 were not Themtei ; (tie I can not to be 
the loun of a laser, so I wen net Honelaua—Hcy- 
day ! spirits and fins I 

Enter Hsotoa, Taon.ua, Aio, AoixnmoN, Ults- 


Agam. We go wrong, we go wrong. 

Ajax. No, yonder ’t is ) 

Them, when wo see the lights, 

Hect. I trouble you. 

Ajax. No, not a whit 

JJlyu. Hen comes himself to guide you. 

Enter Aghili.bs. 

Aohil. Welcome, brave Hector ; welcome, princes all. 
Agam. So now, fair prince of Troy, I bid good night. 
Ajax commands the guard to tend on you. 

Hect. Thanks, and good night, to the Greeks' general. 
Mm. Good night, my lord. 

Hect. Good night, sweet lord Menelaus. 

Thtr. Sweet draught : Sweet, quoth ’a 1 sweet sink, 
sweet sewer. 

Aohil. Good night, and welooms, both at once, to 
those 

That go, or tarry. 

Agam . Good night 

[Exeunt Aoamhxno* and Mssmuus. 
Aehil. Old Nestor tarries; and you too, Diomed, 
Keep Hector company an hour or two. 

Dio. I cannot, lord j I have important business, 

The tide whereof is now.— Good night, great Heptar. 
Beet. Give me your hand. 

Vjyu. Follow hi* torch, he goes 

To Calohas’ tent : I ’ll keep you oempany. 

[jukk to TmoiLus. 

u 3 



TftOtLUS AND CEB8UDA. 


[Act V. 


Tro . Sweet sir, you honour me 

UtoL And m good night 

[Exit Diomed ; Ulyss. and Tno. following * 

AckiL Como, come, enter my tent. 

Achil., Hector, Ajax, and Nut. 

Tier. That same Diomed 'a a false-hearted rogue, a 
most unjust knave ; I will no more trust him when he 
leers, than I will a serpent when he hisses : He will 
spend his mouth, and promise, like Brabler the hound) 
but when he performs, astronomers foretell it that Trie 
prodigious, there will come some change ; the sun bor- 
rows of the moon when Diomed keeps his word. I will 
rather leave to see Hector than not to dog him ; they 
my be keeps a Trojan drab, and uses the traitor Cal- 
chas' tent: 1 11 after. — Nothing but lechery! all 
incontinent varlets ! [Esifl 

SCENE II.— The tame. Before C alohas' Tent. 
Enter Diomxdxs. 

Dio. What, are you up here, ho 1 speak. 

Cal. pPttAm.] Who calls 1 

Dio. Diomed.— -Calchas, 1 think. — Where ’i your 
daughter 1 

Cal. [Within.'] She comes to you. 

Enter Thoilus and Ulysses, at a distance; after 
them Thkrsites. 

Ulyu. Stand where the torch may not discover us. 
Enter Cbxmioa. 

Tro. Cressid comes forth to him. 

Dio. How now, my charge f 

Cret. Now, my sweet guardian ! — Hark ! a word 
with you. [Whitperju 

Tro. Yea, so ihmiliar ! 

S %m* She will sing any man at first sight. 
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Thar, And any man may ting her, if he can take 
her cliff; ahe ’• noted. 

Dio. Will you remember ? 

Crea. Remember f yes. 

Dio. Nay, but do then ; 

And let your mind be coupled with your words. 

Tro. What should site remember ? 

Utyaa. List! 

Crea. Sweet honey Greek, tempt me no more to folly. 
Ther. Roguery! 

Dio. Nay, then, — 

Cret . I ’ll tell you what : 

Dio. Phol pho ! come, tell a pin : You ore a fore- 
sworn — 

Crea. In faith, I cannot: What would you have 
me dof 

Ther. A juggling trick, to be secretly open. 

Dio. What did you swear you would bestow on mef 
Crea. I prithee, do not hold me to mine oath ; 

Bid me do anything but that, sweet Greek. 

Dio. Good night. 

Tro. Hold, patience ! 

Ulyas. How now, Trojan 1 

Crea. Diomed, — 

Dio. No, no, good night : I 'll be your fool no more. 
Tro. Thy better must. 

Crea . Hark ! one word in your ear. . 

Tro. O plague and madness 1 
Ulyas. You are mov’d, prince ; let us depart, I pray 
you, 

Lest your displeasure should enlarge Itself 
To wrathful terms ; this place is dangerous ; 

The time right deadly ; 1 beseech you, go. 

Tro. Beho’.d, I pray you ! 

Ulyas. Nay, good my lord, go off: 

You flow to great destruction ; come, my lord. 

Tro. I pray thee, stay. 


tA«T, 


tty*. Too hate not nten; eome. 

7V®. I pray you, stay ; by hell, tad bell to r m ents, 

I will not apeak a finL 
Die. And an, good night 

Or*. Najr, but you part in anger. 

TVt». Doth that grieve tbert 

0 wither'd truth ! 

ttys*. Why, bow now, lord! 

Tro. By Jov% 

1 will be patient 

Ore*. Guardian ! — why, Grade ! 

Dio. Pbo, phol adieu; you palter. 

Crm. In faith, 1 do not ; ootne hither onoe again, 
ttyas. You shake, my lord, at something ^ will you 
got 

You will break out 

The. She strokes his cheek I 

tty** Come, eotne, 

Tro. May, day ; by Jove, I will not speak a word : 
There is between my will and all offence* 

A guard of patience stay a little while. 

Thor. How the devil luxury, with his fat rump, and 
iotato finger, tickles these together ! Pry, lechery, fry ! 

j5to. Irot will you then 1 

Vtei. In faith, I will, la i never trust me else. 

Dio. Give me some token fbt the Surety of it 
Cm. I *11 fetch you one. [B*it, 

TJlyu. You have ewotn patience. 

3 Vo. Fear me net, ewe* lord ; 

I will not be myself, nor have cognition 
Of what I fed} I a* all patience. 

lU -mta r OasaeioA. 

Thor. Now the pledge; now, now, new! 

Orm* Hero, Diorned, keep tins sleeve. 

Tro. 0 beauty | where ’» thy fWth 1 

tty*. MfUsdr* 
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Tro. I Will bt patient ; outwardly I will. 

Crw. You look upon that sleers : Behold it well. — 
He lov’d me — O false wsich ! — Give 't me Again. 

Dio. Whose was 'tf 

Oss. No matter, now I have ’t again. 

1 will not meet with yon to-morrow night : 

1 prithee, Diomed, visit me no more. 

Ther. Now she sharpens »— Well said, whetstone. 
Dio . I shall have it. 

Cm. What, this ? 

Dio. Ay, that 

Cres. O, all you gods ! — O pretty pretty pledge ! 
Thy master now lies thinking in his bed 
Of thee, and me ; and sighs, and takes my glove, 

And givtfll memorial dainty kisses to it, 

As 1 kiss thee. — Nay, do not snatch it from met 
He that takes that doth take my heart withal. 

Dio. I had your heart before, this follows it 
Tro. 1 did swear patience. 

Cm, You shall not have it, Diomed; ’faith, you 
shall not ; 

I ’ll give you something else. 

Dio, I will have this : whose was it? 

Cres. ’T is no matter. 

Dio. Gome, tell me whose it was. 

Cm. ’T was one’s that loved me better than you Will. 
But, now you have it, take it 
Dio. Whose was it ? 

Cm, By all Diana’s waiting-women, yond, 

And by herself, I will not tell you whose. 

Dio. To-morrow will 1 wear it on my helm j 
And grieve his spirit that dares* not challenge it 

Tro. Wert thou the devil, and wer’st it on thy hoed, 
It should be challeng’d. 

Cres. Well, well, ’t is done, ’t is past fr-And yet It 
I will notfstop my word. 
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Dio. Why then, farewell; 

Thou never ihalt mock Diomed again. 

Or w. Ton ahall not go : — One cannot (peak a word. 
But it straight starts you. 

Dio. I do not like this fooling. 

Thor. Nor k by Pluto : but that that likes not you 
pleases me best 

Dio. What, shall 1 come? the hour 1 
Ores. ' *■ Ay, come O Jove! 

Do come : — I shall be plagued. 

Dio. Farewell till then. 

Cm. Good night I prithee, come.— 

[Exit Diomkdbs. 

Troilus, farewell ! one eye yet looks on thee ; 

But with my heart the other eye doth see. 

Ah! poor our sex ! this fault in us I find, 

The error of our eye directs our mind : 

What error leads must err ; O then conclude, 

Minds sway'd by eyes are full of turpitude. 

[Exit Crkssida. 

Thor. A proof of strength she could not publish more, 

, Unless she say, my mind is now turn'd whore. 

Ulyu. All ’s done, my lord. 

Tro. It is. 

Ulyu. Why stay we then! 

Tro. To make a recordation to my soul 
Of every syllable that here was spoke. 

But, if I tell how these two did co*act, 

Shall I not lie in publishing a truth 1 
Sith yet there is a credence in my heart, 

An esnerancc so obstinately strong, 

That doth invert die attest of eyes and ears, 

As if those organs had deceptious functions, 

Created only to calumniate. 

Was Cressid here? 

Ulyu. I cannot conjure, Trojan. 

Tro. She was not, sure. 
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Ulyaa. Mott fure the was. 

Tro. Why, my negation bath no taste of madnew. 
Ulyta. Nor mine, my lord: Crestid wat here but 
now. 

Tro. Let it not be believ'd for womanhood ! 

Think, we had mothers ; do not give advantage 
To stubborn critics, apt, without a theme, 

For depravation, to square the general sex \ 

By Creesid's rule : rather think this not Cretthl. 

Ulyta. What hath she done, prince, that can toil our 
mothers? 

Tro. Nothing at all, unless that this were she. 

Ther. Will he swagger himself out on 's own eyes? 
Tro. This she ? no, this is Diomed’s Cressida : 

If beauty have a soul, this is not she ; 

If souls guide vows, if vows be sanctimony. 

If sanctimony be the gods’ delight, 

If there be rule in unity itself, 

This is not she. O madness of discourse, 

That cause sets up with and against thyself! 

Bi-fold authority ! where reason can revolt 
Without perdition, and loss assume all reason 
Without revolt ; this is, and is not, Cressid J 
Within my soul there doth conduce a fight 
Of this strange nature, that a thing inseparate 
Divides more wider than the sky and earth ; 

And yet the spacious breadth of this -division 
Admits no orifice for a point, os subtle 
As Ariachne’s broken woof, to enter. 

Instance, O instance ! strong as Pluto's gates ; 

Cressid is mine, tied with the bonds of heaven : 
Instance, O instance ! strong as heaven itself; 

The bonds of heaven are slipp'd, dissolv'd, and loos'd ; 
And with another knot, five-finger tied, 

The fractions of her faith, orts of her love. 

The fragments, scraps, the bits, and greasy reliqaas 
Of her o’er-eaten faith, are bound to Diomed. 
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ttys*. May worthy Tfaihie be half attach’d 
WHb that which ban Ms laaicn detfa srprsm t 
1H* Aj, Greek; and that ihall ba divulged well 
la characters aa red as Man his heart 
Inflam'd with Varna : oarer did young saaft fancy 
With ao atemal aod aa Ax'd a aoul. 

Hath, Greek : Aa much M 1 do Creaaida lore, 

So much by weight hate I her Diumed : 

That sleeve ia mine that be ’ll bear in hia hah&| 

Wan ft a casque oomposd by Vulcan's skill, 

My sword should bite it : not the dreadful spowt 
Which sbiutnen do the hurricano call, 

Constring'd in mam by the almighty sun, 

Shall dicay with more clamour Neptune's ear 
In his descent, then shall my prompted sword 
Falling on Diomed. 

Tkit , He ’ll tickle It for hia ooncopy. 

Tro. O Cressid ! O false Gremid ! false, false, false! 
Let all untruths stand by thy stained name, 

And they *11 seem glorious. 

Ufyu. O, contain yourself ; 

Your passion draw* ears hither. 

Enter <&jraae. 

JEne. 1 hare been seeking yea this hour, my lord i 
Hector, by Ail, is arming mm in Troy j 
Ajax, your guard, stay* to conduct you home, 

Tro. Have with you, prince :-^-My eourteous lord, 
adieu * 

Farewell, tetuKted Ml I— and Diomed, 

Stand fast, Wd WSW a castle on thy bead I 
Ulyu. 1 ’ll bring you to tile gates, 

Th. Accent distracted thanks. 

[Etirttnt Tnoilus, /Site so, and UltsoC. 
Ther. ’Would I Could meet feat fugue Diomed ! 1 
would creek like a raven j I would brae, I would bed*. 
Patroclua *81 ghetee teythtoy ft* the feteUigenCC Of 
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this whore : the parrot will not do more for in almond 
than he for a commodious drab* Lechery, lechery ; 
■till, ware and lechery j nothing alee holds fashion t A 
burning devil take them ! [Bwti. 

SCENE Ill.-Troy. JSefare Priam’s Paldee. 

Enter Hacron and Ahdrowachk. 

And. When was my lord so much ungently temper'd, 
To slop his ears against admonishment! 

Unarm, unarm, and do not fight to*day. 

ttect. You train me to offend you ; get you gone : 

By the everlasting gods, 1 'll go. 

And. My dreams will, sure, prove ominous to the 
day. 

Heel No more, 1 say. 

Enter CiWiNDEi. 

Cos. Where is my brother Hector! 

Arid. Here, sister | arm’d, and bloody in intent 
Consort with me in loud and dear petition, 

Pursue we him on knees j for 1 have dream'd 
Of bloody turbulence, and this whole night 
Hath nothing been but shapes and forms of slaughter* 
Cos. O, it is true. 

Heel Ho ) bid my trumpet sound 1 

Cos. No notes of sally, for the heavens, sweet brother. 
Sect* Begone, I say : the gods have heard me swear. 
Cos. The gods are deaf to hot and peevish vows; 
They are polluted offerings, more abbort'd 
Than spotted liven in the sacrifice. 

And. 0 1 he persuaded i Do not count it holy 
To hurt by being just : it is ai lawful* 

For we would ghr# much, to count violent theft*| 

And fob in die behalf ef charity. 

Oae. It is the purpose that makes Streng ths V90i 
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But tow* to every purpose muft not hold : 

Unarm, sweet Hector. 

Beet. Hold you still, 1 my i 

Mine honour keep* the weather of my fate : 

Lift every man holds dear j but the dear man 
Holds honour far more precious dear than life.— 

t Enter Tuon.ub. 

I How now, young man 9 mean'st thou to fight to-day 9 
And. Cassandra, call my father to persuade, 
j {Exit Cassandra 

j Hect. No, faith, young Troilus; doff thy harness, 
youth, 

I I am to-day i' the vein of chivalry : 
j Let grow thy sinews till their knots be strong, 

And tempt not yet die brushes of the war. 

1 Unarm thee, go ; and doubt thou not, brave boy, 

1 11 stand to-day, for thee, and me, and Troy. 

Tro. Brother, you have a vice of mercy in you, 
Whichtfcetter fits a lion than a man. 

| Beet. What vice is that, good Troilus 1 chide me 
) for it. 

Tro. When many times the captive Grecians fall, 
Even in the fan and wind of your fair sword, 

You bid them rise and live. 

Beet. O, ’t is fair play. 

Tro. Pool’s play, by heaven, Hector ! 

Beet. How now I bow now 1 
Tro. For the love of all the gods, 

1 Let "s leave the hermit pity with our mothers ; 

, And when we have our armours buckled on, 

The venom'd vengeance ride Upon our swords; 

Spur them to ruthful work, rein them from ruth. 

Beet. Fie, savage, fie ! 

Tro. Hector, then ’t is wars. 

Hect. Troilus, I would not have you fight to-day* 
Tro. Who should withhold me 9 
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Not fate, obedience, nor the hand of Man 
Beckoning with fiery truncheon my retire ; 

Not Priamus, and Hecuba on knees, 

Their eye* o'erg&Ued with recourse of tears ; 

Nor you, my brother, with your true sword drawn, 
Oppos'd to hinder me, should stop my way, 

But by my ruin. 

Re-enter Cassandra, with Priam. 

Cos. Lay hold upon him, Priam, hold him fast : 

He is thy crutch ; now if thou lose thy stay, 

Thou on him leaning, and all Troy on thee, 

Fall all together. 

Pri. Come, Hector, come, go back : 

Thy wife hath dream 'd ; thy mother liath had yisions , 
Cassandra doth foresee; and 1 myself 
Am like a prophet suddenly enrapt, 

To tell thee that this day is ominous : 

Therefore, come back. 

Hect. jEneas is a-field ; 

And I do stand engag’d to many Greeks, 

Even in the faith of valour, to appear 
This morning to them. 

Pri. Ay, but thou slialt not go. 

Hect. I must not break my faith. 

You know me dutiful'; therefore, dear sir, 

Let me not shame respect ; but give me leave 
To take that course by your consent and voice, 

Which you do here forbid me, royal Priam. 

Cos. G Priam, yield not to him. 

And. Do not, dear father. 

Hect. Andromache, I am offended with you : 

Upon the love you bear me, get you in. [Exit Andho. 

Tro. This foolish, dreaming, superstitious girl 
Makes all these bodeaents. 

Com. 0 farewell, dear Hector. 

Look, how thou diest ! look, how thy eye turns pale ! 
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Look, bow thy wwad> do Mud t —ay veptel 
Hark, boor Troy toon ! ho* Hecuba cnee out I 
How poor Andromache shrills bar dolour dbrtfti I 
Behold drotmetien, freney, mad ornament, 

Like «HI« antic*, one another meet. 

And all cry —Hector! Hector's dead I O Hector ! 

Tro, Away ! — Away ! 

Coe. Farewell. — Ye*, soft. — Hector, 1 take my leave : 
Thou doit thyself and all our Troy deceive. [Exit, 
Hect. You are amas'd, my liege, at her exclaim#' 
Go in, and cheer the town j we ’ll forth and fight; 

Do deals worth praise, and tall yen them at night 
Pri. Farewell: the gods with safety stand about 
thee! 

[Baeunt severally Phi, and H*ct. Alarum*. 
Tro. They are at it ; hark ! Proud Diomed, believe, 
1 come to lose my arm, or win my sleeve. 

A* Troilcs i* going out, enter, from tff o#er tide, 
PavpAAPa. 

Pan. Do you bear, my lord! do you heart 
Tro. What now! 

Pan. Here ’■ a letter from yon' poor girt 
Tro. Let me read. 

Pan. A whoreson tisick, a wh p e eeo p rascally thick 
so troubles me, and the fbolidi fortune of this girl ; and 
what one thing, what another, that I shall leave you 
one o’ these days : And I have a rheum in mine eyes 
too; and such an ache in mr boose, that, unless a man 
wen cursed, I cannot tell wbat to think on 't-*»What 
eays she there t 

Tro. Words, weeds, men words, no matter front the 
heart; [Tearing the letter. 

The effect doth operate another wey.>— 

Go, wind, to wind, there turn and change together*** 
My )ev# with words and errors still die feeds; 

But edifies another with bar deeds. 
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Pan. Why! but hear you. 

Tro. Hence, broker lackey ! ignomy and ihame 
Pursue thy Ilfs, and lire aye with thy name. 

[Exeunt severally. 

SCENE IV . — Between Troy and the Grecian Camp. 

Alarums: Excursions. Enter Thbrsitss. 

Thar. Now they ore clapper-clawing one another) 
I ’ll go Ipok on. That dissembling abominable yarlet, 
Diomedf has got that same scurvy doting foolish young 
knave’s sleeve of Troy there in his helm ; I would fain 
see tiiem meet ; that that same young Trojan ass, that 
loves the whore there, might send that Greekish whore- 
masterly villain, with the sleeve, back to the dis- 
sembling luxurious drab, of a sleeveless errand. O' 
the other side, the policy of those crafty swearing rascals, 
— that stall old mouse-eaten dry cheese, Nestor, and 
that same dog-fox, Ulysses, — is not proved worth a 
blackberry :^-They set me up, in policy, tllftt mongrel 
cur, Ajax, against that dog or as bad a kind, Achilles t 
and now is the cur Ajax prouder than the cur Achilles, 
and will not arm to-day ; whereupon the Grecians 
begin to proclaim barbarism, and policy grows into an 
ill opinion. Soft ! hew come sleeve, and t’ other. 

Enter Diovxdes, Thoilus following. 

Tro. Fly not ; for, sho^ldst thou toko the river Styx, 
I would swim after. • 

Dio. Thou dost miscall retire : 

I do not fly ) but advantageous cow 
Withdrew me from the odds of multitude i 
Have at thee I 

Thar. Hold thy whore, Grecian Umawtor thy whose, 
Trojan !— now the sleeve, now the sleeve I 

[Exeunt Troiwj* (md Province, jfeJUp#. 
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Enter Hkotok* 

Heel. Whit art thou, Greek, art thou for Hector* 
match? 

Art thou of blood and honour t 

Tier. No, no: — I am a rascal; a scurvy coiling 
knave ; a very filthy rogue. 

Hod. I do believe thee ; — live. [Exit. 

Ther. God-a-mercy that thou wilt believe mei But 
a plague break toy neck for frighting me ! WhdMe 
become of tlie wenching rogues f I think they have 
•wallowed one another: 1 would laugh at that mi* 
tacle. Yet, in a sort, lechery eats itself. I 'll seek 
them. \Exit% j 


SCENE V * — The tame. 


Enter Dioxkdu and a Servant 
Dio. Go, go, my servant, take thou Troilua’ hone ! 
Present the fair steed to my lady Cressid :* 

Fellow, commend my service to her beauty ; 

Tell her I have chastis'd tlie amorous Trojan, 

And am her knight by proof. 

Sere. I go, my lord. [Exit Servant 


Enter 



Hath Demos prisoner ; 

And stands colossus-wise, waving his beam, 
Upon the patoed cones of toe kings 
Epistrophus and Cedius : Polbcenes is* slain ; 
Amphimacus, and Tboaa, deadly hust’ *, 
Patroclus ta'en, or slain ; and Palamedes ' 
Sore hurt and bruis'd : tlje dreadful Bagittary 
Appals our numbers ; haste we, Dimned, 

To reinforcement, or we perish all* 
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I Enter Nkstob. 

Nett Go, bear Patroclus’ body to Achilla* 

And bid die snail-pac'd Ajax arm for ihame. 

1 There is a thousand Hectors in tlie field : 

Now here lie fights on Galathe his horse, 

And there lacks work ; anon, he a there afoot, 

Ancl there they fly, or die, like scaled sculls • 

Before the belching whale ; then is he yonder, 

And there the strawy Greeks, ripe for his edge, 

Fall down before him like the mower's swath : 

Here, there, and everywhere, lie leaves and takes ; 
Dexterity so obeying appetite 
That what he will he does ; and does so much 
That proof is call'd impossibility. 

Enter Ulysses. 

Ulya*. O courage, courage, princes ! great Achillas 
Is arming, treepingw cursing, vowing vengeance ; 
PatrocW wounds have rous'd his drowsy blood, 
Together with his mangled Myrmidons, 

That noseless, handles*, hacked and chipp'd, come to 
him, 

Crying on Hector. Ajax hath lost a friend, 

And foams at mouth, and hrfls ^rm'd, and at it. 
Bearing for Troilus ; who hqthidone to-day 
Mad and fantastic execution ; 

Engaging and redeeming of himself, 

With such a careless force, and forceless care, 

As if that luck, in very spite of cunning, 

Bads him win all. 

* jScvlk — aHoalrcff fUh. We have the word in Milton (< ftr*. 
diie Loot/ book vtj.); — t * 

" Fit, that Wra their fins and shining scales 
01 W* under At green wave. In muu that oft 
Bank the midMa.” ’ 
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Alto 1 Ajax. 

Ajax. Trnilus, thou coward Thrilm! [Ant. 

Dio. Ay, there, than. 

Nut So, ao, we dnw together. 

Enter Aoanxxa. 

Ackit When ia this Hector ? 

Come, coma, thou boy-qoeller. ahow thy faot; 

Know what it is to meat AchiJlae angry. 

Hector! where '■ Hector f I will none but Hector. 

[Exeunt 

SCENE VI.— AftoOer Part of the Field. 

Enter Ajax, 

Ajax. Troilua, thou coward Trodlua, ahow thy bead! 
Atto Diomdis. 

Dio. Ttotlui, I say 1 when ’a Troilua f 

Ajax. 'What wouldit thou 1 

Dio. I would correct him. 

Ajax. Wan I the general, thou dxmldst bare my 

office 

Ere that correction : — Troilua, I asy 1 what, Troilua! 
Aito TaoiLca. 

Tro. O traitor Diaaned I— turn thy fklse fees, thou 
traitor, 

And pay thy lift thou ow’it me for my hone ( 

Dm. Hal artthoi; theif t 

Ajax. 1 11 fight with him alone : stand, Diomed. 

Dio . He is my prise. I will not look upon. 

Tro. Come both you cogging C hee ks \ hare at yon 
both. [Exeunt fighting. 
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EnUr Hbotor. 

HecL Yea, Troilui? 0 vail fought, my youngest 
brother! 

Enter Achilles. 

Achil. N aw do I see thee : — Ha ! — Have at thee, 
Hector. 

Jleet Pause, if thou wilt. 

Achil. I do disdain thy courtesy, proud Trojan. 

Be happy that my arms are out of use : 

My rest and negligence befriend thee now, 

But thou anon shalt hear of me again ; 

Till when, go seek thy fortune. [Exit. 

Hect. Fare thee well : — 

I would have been much more a fresher man 
Had I expected thee. — How now, ray brother ? 
Re-enter Tnou.us. 

Tro. Ajax hath ta’en j®neas : Shall it be f 
No, by the flame of yonder glorious heaven. 

He shall not carry him ; I ’ll be ta’en too, 

Or bring him off : — Fate, hear me what I say l 
I rack not though I end ray life to-day. [J£r#. 

Enter one in tumptuout armour. 

Sect. Stand, Stand, thou Greek ; thou art a goodly 
mark: — 

Not wilt thou not?-— I like thy armour well 
I *11 flush* it, and unlock the rivets all, 

But I ’ll be master of it : — Wilt thou not, beast, abide? 
Why then, fly on, I Tl hunt thee for thy hide. [Exeunt. 

SCENE VII.— The tame. 

Enter Achillbs,' %cith Myrmidons. 

Achil. Gome hem about me, you my Myrmidons ; 
Mark what I say.—* Attend me where | wheel : 

* FrwA— break to pi*oe§. 

x 2 
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| Strike not a stroke, but keep yourselves in breath ; 

1 And when I bare the bloody Hector found, 

; fimnale him with your weapon* round about ; 

In RtUmt manner execute your arm*. 

Follow me, sirs, and my proceedings eye : — 

It is decreed Hector the great must die. [ Exeunt . 

SCENE VIII.— TO* tame. 

I .Safer Men BLA. ua and Pari 8, fighting : then Ther- 
1 bites. 

| Ther. The cuckold and the cuckold-maker are at 
| it: Now, bull ! now, dog! 'Loo, Paris, 'loo ! now my 
1 double-benned sparrow f ’loo, Paris, 'loo! The bull 
baa the game : — Van horns, ho ! [Sr. Pan. and Men. 
Enter Maroarslon. 

Mar. Turn, slave, and fight. 

Ther. What art thou ? 

Mar. A bastard son of Priam's. 

Ther. I am a bastard too *, I love bastards : I am a 
bastard begot, bastard instructed, bastard in mind, bas- 
tard in valour, in everything illegitimate. One bear 
will not bite another, and wherefore should one bastard? 
Take heed, the quarrel 's most ominous to us : if the 
•on of a whore fight for a whore, he tempts judgment : 
Farewell, bastard. 

Afar. The devil take thee, coward ! [ Exeunt 

SCENE IX. — Another Part of the Field. 

Enter Hector. 

Sect Most pu trifled core, so fair without, 

Thy goodly armour thus hath cost thy life. 

Now is my day’s work done : I 'll take good breath : 
Best, sword : thou hast thy fill of blood and death ! 

[Pttfs of hie helmet, and hangs his shield 
behind him. 
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Enter Achillas and Myrmidons. 

Achil. Look, Hector, how the sun begins to set; 
How ugly night comes breathing at his heels *. 

Even with the vail and darting of the sun. 

To close the day up, Hector’s life is done. 

Beet. I am unarm'd ; forego this vantage, Greek. 
Achil. Strike, fellows, strike ; tliis is the man 1 seek. 

[Hbgtor fail*. 

So, Hion, fall thou ; now, Troy, sink down ; 

Here lies thy heart, thy sinews, and thy bone. — 

On, Myrmidons ; and cry you all amain, 

“ Achilles hath the mighty Hector slain." 

[A retreat sounded. 
Hark 1 a retreat upon our Grecian part 
Myr. The Trojan irumpets sound the like, my lord. 
Achil. The dragon wing of night o'erspreads the earth, 
And, stickler-like," the armies separate. 

My half-supp’d sword that frankly would have fed, 
Pleas’d with this dainty bit, thus goes to bed. — 

[Sheaths his sword. 

I Come, tie his bpdy to my horse’s tail ; 

Along the field I will the Trojan trail. [Exeunt 

SCENE X. — Tfye same. 

Enter Agamemnon, Ajax, Mbnelaus, Nestor, Dio- 
MBDE8, and others , marching. Shouts within. 
Agam. Hark ! hark ! what shout is that f 
Nest. Peace, drums. 

[Within.] • Achilles! 

Achilles! Hector ’s slain ! Achilles I 

Dio. The bruit is Hector ’s slain, and by Achilles* 
Ajax. If it be so, yet bragless let it be ; 

Great Hector was a man as good os he. 

Agam. March patiently along ‘.—Let one be sent 

* Stwklerlike. A stickler was an arbitrator, or sidesman v 
one who presided over the oombsts of quarter-staff and wrestling * 
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1b p ray AtkaUmmm at our tant— 

If in hit death the gods bare in befriended. 

Grant Troy it flora, tad oar aberp wan an tndod. 

mart cMn^, 

SCENE XL— Another Pori qfUUFM 


Smkr MtnAM md Truant. 



AhrTaoiui. 

Tro. Hectov it dam. 

AH. Hector f — Tbt god* forbid ! 

Tro. He 'a deed ; and at the murtherer's bone's tail, 
In beastly tort, dagg'd through the shameful field. — 
Fiown op, yqa hiara ns, eflbo t y ou trage with speed 1 

JetyouTbritf plapties be mercy. 

And linger not our sort destructions on ! 

Mn*. M j lord, you do discomfort all tt» boat 
Tra. Too nndmatand me not that teH me so : 

I do not speak of flight, of tear, of death ; 

But dan all imminence that gods and men 
Address their dangers in. Hector is gone ! 

Who shall tell Pnam at, or Btcahnf 
Let him that will a screech-owl aye be call'd 

Go in to Troy, and my t here H e a ter 's dead i 

There is a word will Priam torn to atone ; 

Make wells and Niobee of the maids and wives* 

Cold atatuet of the youth ; and, in a word* 

Scare Troy out of itself. But, march, away i 
Hector is dead ; there ia no men to say. 

Stay yet You rile abominable tecta, 

Thus proudly pight upon our Phrygian plains, 

Let Titan rise as early as he dam, 

1 11 through and through you J — And thou, graat-eu'd 
coward! 

Vo qmot of earth shall nmdev on two hatai j 
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i I T1 haunt thee like a wicked conscience still, 

That mouldeth goblins swift as frenzy thoughts. 

I Strike a free inarch to Troy f — with comfort go : 

| Hope of revenge shall hide our inward woe. 
i [Exeunt JGmxam and Trojans. 

I Am Tboilus is going out, enter, from the other aide , 

! Pandabus. 

| Pan. But hear you, hear you ! 

Tro. Hence, broker lackey 1 ignomy and shame 
j Pursue thy life, and live aye with thy name. 

* [Exit Tboilds, 

! Pan. A goodly medicine for mine aching bones ! — 
O world! world! world! thus is the poor agent de- 
spised ! O traitors and bawds, how earnestly are you 
set a' work, and how ill requited ! Why should our 
endeavour be so desired, and the performance so loathed f 
what verve for it f what instance for it?— Let me see ; — 
Full merrily the humble-bee doth sing, 

Till he hath lost his honey and his sting : 

And being once subdued in armed tail, 

Sweet honey and sweet notes together fail. — 

Good traders in the flesh, set this in your pointed cloths. 

As many as be here of pander's hall, 

Tour eyes, half out, weep out at Pandar's fall : 

Or, if you cannot weep, yet give some groans, 

Though not for me, yet for your aching bones. 

Brethren, and sisters, of the hold-door trade, 

Some two months hence my will shall here be made : 

It should be now, but that my fear is this, — 

Some galled goose of Winchester would.hias : 

Till then 1 11 sweat, and seek about for eases ; 

And, at that time, bequeath you my diseases. [Ear& 
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INTRODUCTORY REMARKS. 


Thi first edition Of 1 PerieW a pp eared in 1(109, nndet 
the following title t— ^ The late and tnoeh admired 
play, called Pericles, Prince of Tyre. With the true 
relation of the whole histone, adtentores, and fortunes 
of Hie eaid prince i As alee the no lame strange and 
worthy accidents, in the birth and life of hit daughter 
Mariana. At it bath been divers and ftoidry thnee 
acted [by] his Maleeties Semanti at the Globe on the 
Bank-eide. By William Shakespeare. Imprinted it 
London for Hettry Goeeon, and are to be eald it the 
sign of the Smme in Paternoster-row, &e. idOft” 
Other quarto editions appeared in 1611, in 1610* in 
1630, and hi 1686. The r e f lati ons in than from the 
butt of 1609 ate tetf slight In 1964 ‘Peridle* 1 first 
appeared ih the folio edUectwn of ShakspereV works* 
bring introduced into the third edition, whose title-page 
States-**" Unto this impression is added sefrit plays 
nerer Deiore printed m folio. 

We adtocate the belief that ' Pyroefei/ <* •PefSblfor 1 
was i v«y early work of shakepete, hi s mu form* 
Howerer dHforttat frdm that Which We peaset*. TbOth 
frad st early Work we am boostreteed fobriJefej het 
from the evident* of purHcolsr passages* tridolt may 
0® oeneimc itt poww w wnn or h wi i ww % minh 
fbe entile (Maria sW the dramatic aotiom The 
vol. is. t 2 
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play if essentially one of movement, which it a great 
requisite for dramatic success ; but that movement it 
Rot held in subjection to an unity of idea. But with 
this asswntinl disadvantage we cannot doubt that, even 
with very imperfect dialogue, the action pre sen te d a 
•occasion of scenes of wry absorbing interA' The 
introduction of Gower, however inartificial it may seem, 
was tile result of very profound skill. The presence of 
Gower supplied the unity of idea which the desultory 
nature of the story wanted. Nevertheless, such a story 
we believe could not have been chosen by Shakspere in 
the seventeenth century, when his art was fully deve- 
loped in all its wondrous powers and combinations. 
With his perfect mastery of the faculty of representing, 
instead of recording, the treatment of a story Which 
would have required perpetual explanation and con- 
nection would have been painful to him, if not impos- 
sible. 

Dr. Drake has bestowed very considerable attention 
upon the endeavour to prove that ‘ Pericles' ought to be 
received as the indisputable work of Shakspere. Yet 
his arguments, after all, amount only to the establish- 
ment of the following theory : “ No play, in fact, more 
openly discloses the hand of Shakspeare than ‘ Pericles,’ 
and fortunately his share in its composition appears to 
have been very considerable; he may be distinctly, 
though not frequently, traced, in the first and second 
acts; after which, fethwg the incompetency of hit f el- 
fate-labourer, he seems to have assumed almost the 
entire management of the remainder, nearly the whole 
of fiat third, fourth, and fifth acts beating indisputable 
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testimony to tbe genius and execution of the great 
master.*'* We have no faith whatever in this very 
easy mode of disposing of the authorship of a doubtfhl 
play— of leaving entirely out of view the most im- 
portant part of every drama, its action, its characterisa- 
tion, looking at the whole merely as a collection of 
passages, of which the wont are to be assigned to some 
dmo damnie, and the best triumphantly claimed for 
Shakspere. There are some, however, who judge of 
such matters upon broader principles. Mr. H&llam 
says, u Pericles is generally reckoned to be in port, and 
only in part, die work of Shakspeare. From the po- 
verty and bad management of the fable, the want of 
any effective or distinguishable character, for Marina 
is no more than the common form of female virtue, 
such aa all tbe dramatists of that age could draw, and 
a general feebleness of the tragedy as a whole, 1 should 
not believe the structure to have been Shakspeare’s. 
But many passages are for more in his manna than in 
that of any contemporary writer with whom I am ac- 
quainted.” f Here « the poverty and bad management 
of the fable" — <* the want of any effective or distinguish- 
able character,” are assigned frt the belief that the 
structure could not have been Shakspere’s. But let us 
accept Dry den’s opinion that 

" Shokspean'a own man his Pericles first bore," 
with reference to the original structure of the play, and 
the difficulty vanishes. It was impossible that the cha- 
racter of the early drama should not have been im- 
* ' Shalupeare and bis Tbnet,' vol. il. p. S68. 
f ' History of Literature,’ vol. iii. p. 569. 





(rand Optra SbibpM't aariicst efforts. Db we there* 
fen A link that the drama, as it has co m a down to us, is 
plONBted id the fcrm in which it was first written 1 By 
m onb. Wo agree with Mr. Hal lam that hi part* 
flo language seems rather that of 8haks|aHft “Itaond 
Mr third manner than of his fiiet” But *#1*U«f is 
Bit i nco nsistent with the opinion that the original 
S tr uctu re was fihakspare’t. No other poet that existed 
ftt tte beginning of the s eventeen th century— perhaps 
no pool that carao after that period, whether Massinger, 
or Fletcher, or We b ste r T ould hare wr i tte n the greater 
part of the fifth act Oouse as fire Comic scenes ire* 
there are touches in theta unlike any other writer but 
Sbahspere. We are willing to briiere that, ora in the 
very height of his feme, Shtbspere would hare bestowed 
any amount of labour fbr fire imp rove m e n t of an eariy 
production of hie own, if the taste of his audienoee had 
from tune to thne demanded hi continuance upon the 
stage. It is fin this reuran ftat we think that tfc«< Fe- 
rities’ which appears to Imre been in some res p e c t s A 
new play* the b^tantog if the seventeenth century 
was the revival of a ploy written by Shakspere setae 
twenty yearn earlier. 





PERSONS REPRESENTED. 



AnTiocaua, King of Antioch. 

Appear*, Act I, to. 1. 

Pbeiolu, Prince of Tyre. 

App e ar *, Act J. ao. 1 ; ac. 8 ; ao. 4. Act II. ac. 1 1 ao. S ; m. 
ms. 5. Act III. ms. 1 ; ms. 8. Act V. k. 1 ; ac. 8; ac. 3. 

Heljcanub, a lord of Tyre . 

Appear t, Act I. ac. 8; ac, I. Act II. ac. 4. Act V. ac. 1 ; 
ao. 8; ac. S. 

EfOANU, a lord qf Tyre. 

Appears , A# I. et. 8. Act II. ac. 4. 

Simonides, King of Pentapolie. 

Appears , Act If. ac. 8 1 ao. 8 j ac. 6. 

Cleon, Governor of Tharsus. 

Appears, Act I. ac. A Act U|. ao. $. Act IV. ao. 4. 

LyaiMACHua, Governor of Mitylene. ■ 

Appears, Act IV. ac, fl. Act V. ac. 1; ao. 8; 10.8. 

Cbrimon, a lord of Epheeue. 

Appears, Act IH. ac. 8 ; ac. 4.‘ Act V. ao. 8. 

Thaliard, servant to Andochui. 

Appears, Act I. ac. 1 1 ac. 3. 

Leonine, servant to Dionyca. 

Appears, Act IV. ac. 1 ; ac. 8. 

Marshal. 

Appears, Act II. ao. 3. 

A Pandw om? his Wife. 

App ea r* Act IV.ec. 8; ao. f. 
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PERSONS REPRESENTED. 


Boih.t, tenant to the Pander. 

Appear s , Act IV. sc. 9 ; ac. 6. 

Gowkh, at Chorus. 

Appears, Act I Cltoru*. Act II. Chonu. Act III. Chora* 
Act IV. Chorus, ae. 4. Act V. Chorus, ae. f ; sc. 9. 

The Daughter of Antiochua. 

Appears , Aet I. ae. 1 . 

Dionyza, v>ife to Cleon. 

Appears, Act I. sc. 4. Act III. sc. 9. Act IV. v. 1 ; ac. 4. 

Tiiaisa, daughter to Simonides. 

Appears, Act II. sc *; ae. 3; ac. 9. Act HI. ae. •; ac 4. 
Act V. ae. 9. 

Marina, daughter to Pericles and Thaiaa. 
Appears, Act III. ac. S. Act IV. so. 1 : ac. 3 ; ac. 6. Act V. 
ac. 1 1 as. • ; as. B. 

Lychorida, nurse to Marina. 

Appears, Act III. ac. 1 ; ac. 9. 

Diana. 

Appears, Act V. ac. B. 

Lords, Knights, Sailors, Pirates , Fishermen, and 
Messengers. 

SCENE, — DiaPBBSEDI.Y IN YABI0U8 COUNTRIES. 


SOS 


PERICLES. 


ACT I. 

Enter Gowih. 

Before the Palace of Antioch. 

To »ing a song of old woi sung, 

From ashes ancient Gower ia com? ; 
Auuming man's infirmities, 

To glad your ear, and please your eyes. 

It hath been sung, at festivals, 

On ember-eves, and holy-ales ; 

And lords and ladies, in* their lives 
Have read it for restoratives. 

The purpose is to make men glorious ; 

Et bonum, quo antiquius , co tnetiut. 

If you, bom in these latter times, 

When wit ’s more ripe, accept my rhymes 
And that to hear an old man sing, 

May to your wishes pleasure bring, 

I life would wish, and that I might 
Waste it for you, like taper-light 
This Antioch then, Antiochus the Great 
Built up, this city, for his chiefart seat; 
The fairest in all Syria ; 

(l tell you what mine authors say i) 

This king unto him took a pheera,* 

Who died and left a female heir, 

■ In their /M|f— during their lives. 
b PAjsre, or/srs, is a mats. 


▼OL. IX. 
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PEUCLBB. 


[Act t. 


So buxom, blythe, and full of face, 

As Heaven bad lent her all his grace : 

With whom the father liking tow, 

And her to insert did provoke; 

Bad child, wone father ! to entioe bis a*rn 
To evil, should be done br none. 

By custom, what they did begin 
Wai with long me account’d no tin. 

The beauty of thb sinful dame 
Made many princes thither frame, 

To seek her as a bedfellow, 

In marriage-pleasures playfellow ; 

Which to prevent, he made a law, 

(To keep her still, and men in awe,) 

That wboK) ask'd her for his wife, 

His riddle told not, lost bis life i 
So for her many a wight did die, 

As yon grim looks do testify. 

What ensues, to the judgment of your eye 
I give, my cause who beet can justify. [£rtf. 

SCENE I . — Tke Palace cf Antioch, 

Enter Annoonus, Pbbiclks, and Attendants. 

Aid. Young prince of Tyre, you have at large re- 
ceiv'd 

The danger of the task you undertake. 

Per. I have,,Antiochus, and with a soul 
Embolden'd with the glory of her praise, 

Think death uo hatfid, in this enterprise. [Mu tic 

Aid. Bring in our daughter, clothed like a bride, 

For tne enthronements, even of Jove himself) 

At whose conception (till Loeina reign'd) 

Nature this dowry gate, to glad he? pmeaoej 
The senatotauie of planets all did sit, 

To knit in her their W pvfectim* 


Snare I.] 


PBMCLM. 


Bn ter the Daughter of Antiochus, 

Per. See where the cornea, apparel’d like the spriaft 
Graces lier subjects, and her thoughts the king 
| Of every virtue gives renown to men ! 

Her face the bode of praises, where is read 
Nothing but curious pleasures, as from thenoa 
Sorrow were ever 'raid, and testy wrath 
Could never be her mild companion. 

Ye gods that mode me man, and sway in love, 

That have inflam'd desire in my breast 
I To taste the fruit of yon celestial tree, 

' Or die in the adventure, be my helpe, 
i As I am eon and servant to your will, 

I To compass such a boundless happiness 1 
AnU Prince Pericles — 

Pei\ That would be son to gnat Antioehua. 

Ant. Before thee stands this fair Hesperidas, 

With golden fruit, but dangerous to be touch'd) 

For death-like dragons here affright thee hard : 

Her face, like heav’n, enticeth thee to view 
Her countless glory, which desert must gain : 

And which, without desert, because thine eye 
Presumes to reaoh, all thy whole heap must die. 

Yon sometime famous princes, like thyself, 

Drawn by report, adventurous by desire, 

Tell thee with speechless tongues, and semblance pale, 
That, without covering save von field of stars, 

Here they stand martyrs, slain in Cupid’s wars; 

And with dead cheeks aavise thee to desist 
For going on Death's net, whom none resist 
Per. Antioch us, I thank thee, who hast taught 
My frail mortality to know itself, 

And by those fearful objects to prepare 
This body, like to them, to what I must ; 

For death remember’d should be like a mtaoq 
Who tells us, life ’« hilt breath, to trait it eons. 

a 3 



Bow they inky be, and yet In two. 

An you will live, reeolve it yon. M 

Sharp physic is the last : but O, ye powers ! 

That give heav'n countleu eyes to view men's acts, 
Why cloud they not their sights perpetually, 

If this be true, which makes me pale to read it! 

Fair glam of light, I lov'd you, and could stilL 

[Tehee hold qf the hand of the Princess. 
Were not this glorious casket stor'd with ill : 

* Of aB toffd «vf la tb« ancient reading) which Rosy ea* 
fs et ed meant— oftall who have earned yet. 
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| But I must tell you, — now, my thoughts revolt; 

| For be 'a no man on whom perfection! wait, 

That, knowing tin within, will touch the gate. 

You ’re a fair viol, and your sense die strings ; 

Who, finger'd to make man his lawful music, 

Would draw heav’n down, and all the gods to hearken ; 

| But being play'd upon before your time, 

I Hell only aancetb at so liarsh a chime : 

Good sooth, 1 care not for you. 

Ant. Prince Pericles, touch not, upon thy life; 

For that 's an article within our law, 

As dangerous as the rest Your time s expir'd ; 

Either expound now, or receive your sentence. 

Per. Great king, 

Few love to hear the sins they love to act; 

TP would ’braid yourself too near for me to tell it. 

Who hath a book of all that monarchs do, 

He 's more secure to keep it shut, than shown : 

For vice repeated is like the wand'ring wind, 

Blows dust in others' eyes, to spread itself ; 

And yet the end of all is bought thus dear, 

The breath is gone, and the sore eyes see clear ; 

To stop the air would hurt them. The blmd mole 
casts 

Copp’d hills toward heaven, to tell, the earth is throng'd 
By man's oppression j and the poor worm doth die for 't. 
Kings are earth’s gods : in Tice their law 's their will ; 
And if Jove stray, who daws say Jove doth ill t 
It is enough yon know ; and it is fit, 

What being more known growt worse, to smother it*— 
All love the womb that their first being bred, 

Then give my tongue like leave to love my head. 

AnL Heaven that 1 had thy head! he has found the 
meaning! 

Bht I will glose with him. [AtiAe.] Young prince of 
Tyre, 

Though by the tenor of our strict edict; 
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Your exposition misinterpreting, 

We might proceed to cancel of your days \ 

Yet hops, succeeding from «o four a tree 
As your fair self, doth tune ui otherwise : 

Forty days longer we do respite you. 

If by which time our seoret be undone, 

This merer shows we 'll joy in suoh a son 
And, until then, your entertain shell be, 

As doth befit our honour, and your worth. 

[JSaMwtf Ajnt., kit Daughter, and Attendants. 

Per. How courtesy would seem to cover sin ! 

When what is done is like an hypocrite, 

The which is nod in nothing but in sight 
If it be true that I interpret false, 

Then were it certain, you were not so bag, 4 
As with foul incest to abuse your soul ; 

Where now you 're both a father and a son, 

Byyour untimely clasping* with your child 
(Which pleasure fits a husband, not a father) ; 


fWhich pleasure fits a husband, not a father ) ; 
And she an eater of her soother's flesh, 

By the defiling of her parent's bod} 

And both like serpents are, who though they feed 
On sweetest flowers, yet they poison bread. 
Antioch, farewell I for wisdom sees, tltoee meu 
Blush not in actions blacker than the night, 

Will shun no course to keep them from the light. 
One sin, I know, another doth provoke j 
Murder ’s as near to lust, as flams to smoke. 
Poison and treason are the hands of sin, 


Reenter AwtiochC*. 

Ant, He hath found the meaning, for the which we 
men " 

To have his head ; 
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He muet not live to trumpet forth my infamy, 

Nov tell the world, Antiochus doth nn 
In rq oh a loathed manner : 

And therefor* inetantly thin prince muit die ; 

Far by hi> foil mv honour must keep high. 

Who attends ua there f 

Enter Thaliabd. 

Thai. Doth your highness calif 

Ant. Thaliard, you 're of our chamber, and our 
mind 

Partakes her private actions to your secresy ; 

And for your foithfulness we will advance you. 
Thaliard, behold here 's poison, and here 's gold ; 

We hate the prince of Tyre, and thou must kill him) 

It fits thee not to ask the reason why. 

Because we bid it Say, is it done 1 
Thai. My lord, 't is dime. 

Enter a Messenger. 

Ant. Enough. 

Let your breath cool yourself, telling your hast*. 

Me*. My lord, prince Perioles is fled. 

Ant. As thou 

Wilt live, fly after j and like an arrow, shot 
From a well-experienc'd archer, hits the mark 
His eye doth level at, so do thou .pe’er return, 

Unless thou say 'it, prince Pericles is dead. 

Thai. My lord, if I can get him within my pistol’s 
length, l *11 make him sure enough : so farewell to your 
highness. [Etni. 

Ant. Thaliard, adieu ! till Pericles be dead, 

My heart can lend no succour to my head. [R*U. 

' SCENE II.— Tyre. 

Enter Pxbiclxs, HiLioAias, and other Lords. 
Per. Let none disturb us : why should (hie charge 
of thoughts,— 
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Hie sad companion, dull-ey'd Melancholy, 

By me [be] so us'd a guest, as not an hour, 

In the day a glorious walk, or peaceful night, 

(The tomb where grief should sleep,) can breed me 

quiet ? I 

Here pleasures court mine eyes, and mine 0Y m *bun 1 
them. 

And danger which I feared, is at Antiocli, 

Whose arm seems far too short to hit me here ; 

Yet neither pleasure's art cau joy my spirits, 

Nor yet the other’s distance comfort me : 

Then it is thus ; the passions of the mind, 

That hare their first conception by xnis-dread, 

Hare after-nourishment and life by care ; 

And what was first but fear what might he done. 

Grows elder now, and cares it be not done. 

And so with me ; — the great Antiochus 
(’Gainst whom 1 am too little to contend, 

Since he ’■ so great, can make his will his act) 

Will think me speaking, though I swear to silence ; 

Nor boots it me to say 1 honour him, 

If he suspect 1 may dishonour him : 

And what may make him blush in being known, 

He ’ll stop the course by which it might be known ; 

With hostile forces he 'll o'erspread the land } 

And with the stint of war will look so huge,’ 

Amaaement shall drive courage from the state ; 

Our men be vanquish’d, ere they do resist, 

And subjects punish'd, that ne'er thought offence i 
Which care of them, not pity of myself, 


hich fence the roots they grow by, and defend them,) 

* Stint, •* which is the raiding of all tlw**copie«, has here no 
meaning,” according to Malone. Orient is therefore adopted. 
Bat what has been said just before 

** H*'U atop the course by whloh, it might be known ?" 

► fie will atop it, fay the rtiat f war. Stint is synonymous with 
Stop, in the old writers. 
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I Makes both my body pine, and soul to languish, 

And punish that before, that he would punish. 

1 Lord. Joy and all comfort in your sacred breast 1 
3 Lord. And keep your mind, till you return to us, 
Peaceful and comfortable ! 

Hel. Peace, peace, and give experience tongue : 
They do abuse the king that flatter him, 
i For flattery is the bellows blows up sin ; 

The thing the which is flatter'd, but a spark, 

To which that spark gives heat and stronger glowing; 
Whereas reproof, obedient, and in order, 

Fits kings as they are men, for they may err. 

When signior Sooth here doth proclaim a peace, 

He flatten you, makes war upon your life : 

Prince, pardon me, or strike me if you please, 

I cannot be much lower than my knees. 

Per. All leave us else ; but let your cares o'erlook 
What shipping, and what lading 'a in our haven, 

And then return to us. Helicanus, thou 
Hast moved us : what seest thou in our looks f 
Hel. An angry brow, diead lord. 

Per. If there be such a dait in princes’ frowns, 

How durst tby tongue move anger to our face f 

Hel. How dare the plants look up to heaven, from 
whence 

They have their nourishment 1 

Per. Thou know'st I have powet to take thy life from 
thee. 

Hel. 1 have ground the axe myself; do but you 
strike the blow. 

Per. Rise, prithee, rise : sit down, thou art no flat* 
terer ; 

I thank thee for it ; and heaven forbid, 

That kings should let tlieir ears hear their faults hid 1 
Fit counsellor, and servant for a prince, 

Who by thy wisdom mak’st a prince thy servant, 

What wouldst thou have me do f 
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Bel To betr with pattate 

Such grieft as yon yourself do lay upon yourself. 

Per. Thou speak 'at like a physician, Helicanus ; 
That minister's! a potion unto me, 

That thou wouldst tremble to receive thyself, 
i Attend me then ; I went to Antioch, a. 

Whereas,* thou know’st, against the face of dflith, 

I sought the purchase of a glorious beauty, 
i From whence an issue I might propagate ; 
j Are arms * to princes, and bring joys to subjects. 

Her face was to mine eye beyond all wonder ; 

I The rert (hark in thine ear) as block as incest ; 

Which by my knowledge found, the sinfUl fother, 
Seem’d not to strike, but smooth s* but thou know'st this, 
’T is time to fear, when tyrants seem ts kiss. 

Which fear so grew in me, I hither fled, 
i Under the covering of a careful night, 

Who seem’d my good protector : and, being here, 
Bethought me what was past, what might succeed ; 

I knew him tyrannous, and tyrants' fears 
Decrease not- but grow (kster than the years ; 

And should he doubt it, (as no doubt he doth,) 

That I should open to the listening air, 

How many worthy princes’ bloods were shed, 

To keep hn bed of blackness unlaid ope, — 

To lop that doubt, he 'll fill this land with arms, 

And make pretence of wrong that 1 have done him $ 
When all, tor mine, if I may call ’t offence, 

Must feel war's blow, who spares not innocence : 

Which love to all (of which thyself art one, 

Who now reprov’st me for it) 

Eel. Alas, sir ! 

Per. Drew sleep out of mine ftyes, blood from my 
cheeks, 

■ Where ci, la i be mmcotwhen. 
b Which arc amt. fcc., la hers understood. 

• To maoth signifies lo Jkttp-. 
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Minings into my mind, with thousand doubts 
How 1 might atop thia tempest ere it came ; 

And finding little comfort to relieve them, 

I thought it pincely chanty to grieve them. 

Hel. Well, my lord, since you have given me leave 
to apeak, 

Freely will 1 speak. Antioch us you fear ; 
i And justly too, I think ; you fear the tyrant, 

I Who either by public war, or private treason, 

1 Will take away your life. 

Therefore, my lord, go travel for a while, 

Till that his rage and anger be forgot j 
Or till the Destinies do cut his thread of life : 

Your rule direct to any ; if to me, 

Day serves uot light more faithful than 1 11 be. 

Per. I do not doubt thy faith ; 

But should he wrong my liberties in my absence— 

Hel. We ’ll mingle our bloods together in the earth, 
From whence we had our being and our birth. 

Per. Tyre, 1 now look from thee then, and to Tharsus 
Intend my travel, where I ’ll liear from thee j 
And by whose letters I 'll dispose myself. 

The care I hod and have of subjects’ good, 

On thee I lav, whose wisdom’s strength can bear it 
I ’ll take thy word for faith, not ask thine oath ; 

Who shuns not to break one, will sure crack both t 
But in our orbs we ’ll live so round and safe, 

That time of both this truth shall ne’er convince,* 

Thou show’dit a subject’s shine, I a true prinoa [Ex*. 

SCENE III. 

Enter Thaxiard. 

That, So, this is Tyre, and this the court Here 
must I kill king Pericles ) m 4 if I do it uot, I am *»• 
to be luuiged at heme : ’t is dangerous^— Well, Z pe* 
■ Con store, la the sense of omomt* 



oeire, be was a wist fellow, and had good discretion, 
that, being bid to ask what be would of the king, de- 
wed be might know none of his secrets. Now do I see 
be bad some reason for it : for if a king bid a man be a 
villain, he is bound by the indenture of his oath to be 
one. 

Hash, here come the lords of Tyre. 

Enter Hki.icanus, Esc an kb, and other Lords of Tyre. 

HeL You shall not need, my fellow-peers of Tyre, 
Farther to quertion me of your king's departure. 

His seal'd commission, left in trust with me, 

Doth speak sufficiently, he 's gone to travel. 

Thai How! the Ling gone! [Aside. 

Eel. If further yet you will be satisfied, 

Why, as it were unlicens’d of your loves 
He would depart, I 11 give some light unto you. 

Being at Antioch 

Thai. What from Antioch ? [Aside. 

HeL Royal Antiochus (on what cause I know not) 
Took some displeasure at nim, at least be judg’d so : 
And doubting lest he had err’d or sinn'd. 

To show his sorrow, he ’d correct himself*, 

Bo puts himsdf unto the shipman's toil, 

With whom each minute threatens life or death. 

ThaL Well, I perceive 

I shall not be hang’d now, although I would ; 

But since he ’• gone, the king sure must please 
He ’scap’d the land, to perish at the sea. — 

I *11 present myself. Peace to the lords of Tyre. 

HeL Lord Thaliard from Antiochus is welcome. 
Thai. From him I come 
With message unto princely Pericles ; 

But since my landing I have understood, 

Your lord bath betook himself to unknown travels; 

My message must return from whence it came. 

HeL We have no reason to desire it, 
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I Commanded to oar muter, not to us : 

I Yet ere you shall depart, this we desire, 

| As friends to Antiocn, we may feast in Tyre. [£r#w*t. 

SCENE IV.— Themis. 

Enter Cleon, Dionyza, and othnw. 

* Cle. My Dionyza, shall we rest us here, 

And, by relating tales of others' griefs, 

See if ’t will teach us to forget our own 1 
Dio. That were to blow at fire in hope to quench it ; 
I For who digs hills because they do aspire. 

Throws down one mountain to cut up a higher. 

| O my distressed lord, ev’n such our griefs are ; 

Here they ’re but felt, and seen* with mischief’s eyes, 
But like to groves, being topp’d, they higher rise. 

Cle. O Dionyza, 

Who wanteth food, and will not say he wants it. 

Or can conceal his hunger, till he famish 1 
Our tongues and sorrows do sound deep our woes 
Into the air ; our eyes do weep, till tongues 
Fetch breath that may proclaim them louder, that 
If heaven slumber, while their creatures want, 

They may awake their helpers to comfort them. 

I ’ll then discourse our woes felt seveial years, 

And, wanting breath to speak, help me with tears. 

Dio. I ’ll do my best, sir. 

Cle. This Tliarsus, over which I have the govern- 
ment, 

A city, on whom plenty held full hand, 

For riches strew’d herself even in the streets ; 

Whose towers bore heads so high, they kiss’d the clouds, 
And strangers ne'er beheld, but wonder'd at ; 

* Dtonysa mean* to sty that here their griefs are but frU aid 
seen with mischiefs ey es eyes of dlsoontent and suffering j fact 
if tapp’d with ether tales— that is, eat down by the comparison 
—like groves they will r«e higher, be more unbearable. 
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Whom men and dames to jetted and adorn'd, 

Like one another's flue to trim them hy : 

Their tables were stor'd full, to glad the sight. 

And not so much to feed on, as delight : 

All poverty was scorn’d, and pride so great, 

The name of help grew odious to repeat, g 
Dio. Oh, 't is too true. 

Cle. But see what heaven can do! By this our 
change, 

These mouths, whom but of late, earth, sea, and air, 
Were all too little to content and please. 

Although they gave tlieir creatures in abundance, 

As houses are defil'd for want of use, 

They are now starv'd for want of exercise; 

Those palates, who, not us’d to hunger's savour, 

Must have inventions to dslight the taste. 

Would now be glad of bread, and beg for it ; 

Those mothers who, to nouzle up their babes, 

Thought nought too curious, ore ready now, 

To eat those little darlmgs whom they lov’d ; 

So sharp are hunger's teeth, that man and wife 
Draw lets who first sliall die to lengthen life : 

Here stands a lord, and them a lady weeping; 

Here many sink, yet those which see them fall 
Have scarce strength left to give them burial. 

Is not this true 1 

Dio. Our cheeks and hollow eyes do witness it. 

Cle. O let those cities that of Plenty's cup 
And her prosperities so largely taste, 

With their superfluous riots, hear these tears ! 

The misery of Tliarsus may be theirs. 

Enter a Lord. 


Lord. Where ’■ the lord governor t 
Cle, Hue. 
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| Lord. We have descried, upon our neighixnuing 
I shore, 

I A portly sail of ships make hitherward. 

I Ck. I thought as much. 

One sorrow never comes but brings an heir, 

That may succeed as his inheritor ; 

And so in oun t some neighbouring nation, 

Taking advantage of our misery, 

Hath stuff'd these hollow vessels with their power. 

To beat us down, the which are down already ; 

And make a conquest of unhappy me, 

Whereas no glory 's got to overcome. 

Lord. That 's the least fear ; for, by the semblance 
Of their white flags display'd, they bring us peace, 
l And come to us as favourers, not as foes. 

| Cle. Thou speak'st like him 's untutor'd to repeat* 

| Who makes the fairest show, means most deceit. 

But bring they what they will, and what they can. 
What need we fear ? 

The ground '« the lowest, and we are half way there : 
Go tell their general, we attend him here, 

To know for what he comes, and whence he comes, 
And what be craves. 

Lord. I go, my lord. 

Cle. Welcome is neace, if he on peace consist ; » 

If wars, we aie unable to resist 

Enter Pericles, with Attendants. 

Per. Lord governor, for so we hear you are. 

Let not our ships, and number of our men, 

Be, like a Iteacon fir'd, to amaze your eyes. 

We have heaid your miseries as for as Tyre, 

And seen the desolation of your streets : 

Nor come we to add sorrow to your tears, 

But to relieve them of their heavy load ; 

And these our ships (you happily may think 
■ Cwuwt— stands on- 
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I An, like the Trojan bam, war-stuff <1 within, 

With bloody views expecting overthrow) 
i Are stor'd with com to make your needy bread, 

* And give them life, whom hunger starv'd half dead, 
i Omnes. The gods of Greece protect you ! 

I And we will pray for you. 

Per. Arise, I jrfay you, rise ; 

We do not look for reverence, but for love, 

And harbourage for ourself, our ships, and men. 

Cle. The winch when any sliall not gratify, 

Or pay you with unt hank fbl ness in thought, 

Be it our wives, our children, or ourselves, 

The curse of heaven and men succeed their evils! 

Till when (tlte which, 1 hope, sliall ne'er be teen). 
Your grace is welcome to our town and us. 

Per. Which welcome we ’ll accept; feast here a while, 
Until our stars, that frown, lend us a smile. [Exeunt. 
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ACT II. 

Enter Gower. 

Goto. Hen have you seen a mighty king 
His child, I wis, to incest bring : 

A better prince and benign lord, 

That will prove awful both in deed and word. 

Be quiet then, as men should be, 

Till he hath past necessity. 

I 'll show you those in trouble's reign, 

Losing a mite, a mountain gain. 

The good, in conversation 
(To whom 1 give my benizon) 
is still at Thorsus, where each man 
Thinks all is writ he spoken can : * 

And, to remember what he does, 

Build his statue to make him glorious : 

But tidings to the contrary 

Are brought to your eyes ; what need speak I f 

Dumb show. 

Enter at one door Pbrici.es talking with Clxok ; all 
the Train with them. Enter at another door a 
Gentleman, with a letter to Pericles ; Pericles 
shows the letter to Cleon; Pericles give* the 
Messenger a reward, and knight* him. 

[Exit Per. at one door , and Clx. at another > 

Good Helioane hath stay'd at home, 

Not to eat honey, like a drone, 

■ The meaning of this obscure line probably is— thinks all be 
earn speak Is ss uoly wijt 

b We give this dmb dot* literally, as in the original, 

voi* is. 2 a 
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From others' lsboure; for though he strire 
To killen bed, keeps good elire; 

And, to falfll hb prince* deure, 

Sends word of ell this hup in Tyre : 

How Ifcelbrd came fall bent with sin, 

And had intent to xnurdc him *, 

And that in Thanras ’t was not belt 
Lager foe him to make hie re* i 
He, Knowing so, put forth to seas, 

Where when men bin, there '* seldom ease; 

For now the wind begins to blow} 

Thunder above, and deeps below, 

Make such unquiet, that the ship 
Should bouse him sale, is wrack'd and split) 

And he, good prince, haring all lost 
By wares from coast to ooest b ton'd* 

All perishen of man, of pel^ 

Ne aught ascapeu'd but himself ; 

Till fortune, tir'd with doqtf bad, 

Threw him ashore to giro him glad s 
And here hftoomm} What shall be next, 

Pardon old Gower} fob longs the text* [Exit 

SCENE I. — Pentapolis. 

Enter PaaioLxi, wt. 

Per. Tat cease your ire, ye angry stare of heaven ! 
Wind, rain, and thunder, remember, earthly man 
Is but a substance, that must yield to you } 

And I, as fits my nature, do obey you. 

Alas, the sea hath oast me on the rooks, 

Wash'd me from shore to share, and left ms breath, 
Nothing to think on, but ensuing death : 

* Douce anlslas this clearly t—* 1 This longs the last* 1 b, la 
ttWs s Hto j KI saastraattoa; Oil tort/ I Mod 

not comment opon H ; yon wtUssofo 
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Lot It suffice the greatness ef your pow ext, 

To have bereft a prmoe of all hie fortunes j 
And baring thrown him from y«w wat’ry glare, 

Here to have death in peace, u ell he ’ll crave. 

Enter three Fishermen. 

1 F*A. What, ho, Pilche ! • 

2 Fuh. Ha, come, end faring away the note* 

1 Fish. What, Patch-breecb, 1 my ! 

3 Fuh. What my you, master f 

1 Fish. Look how thou stirrest now : coma away, nr 
I ’ll fetch thee with a wannion. 

3 Fuh. 'Faith, master, 1 am thinking of the poor 
men that were oast away before us, even now. 

I Fish. Alas, poor souls ! it griev'd my heart to hear 
what pitiful cries they made to us, to help them, when, 
well*a-day, we could scarce help ourselves* 

8 Fuh. Nay, master, said not 1 as much, when 1 
mw the porpus how he bounced and tumbled f they 
my, they are half fish, half flesh \ a plague on them I 
they ne'er come but I look to be wash id. Hester, I 
marvel how the Ashes live in the sm. 

1 Fish. Why, as men do a-landj the gnat ones Sat 
up the little ones t 2 can compare our rich misers to 
nothing so fitly as to a whale ; 'a plays and tumbles, 
driving the poor fry before him, and at last devours 
them all at a mouthful. Such whiles have I beard on 
a’ the land, who never leave gaping, till they Ve swal- 
low'd the whole parish, church, steeple, bells apdaXL 

Per. A petty moral# 

3 Ft$L Hut, master, if 2 had beta the MftpD, I 
would have been that day in the belfry. 

ft Fish* Why, pant 

8 Fish. Beeaose he should have swalWd *#«*» 
and when 1 had been in his batty, I would h toft 
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aoflb a jangling of the M k ***** he > knld new hue 
left, tniMOMt belle, steeple, church, end perish, up 
•gem. But if the good long S im o ni des were af my 


Per. gmonidesl * 

3 PUL We would purge the lend of thee* dnme^ 
that mb the bee of Ur boney. 

Per. Bow from the finny subject* of the see 
Them fishers tell the infirmities of men j 
And from their watery empire recollect 
All that may men uprose, or men detect! 

Peace be at tout labour, honest fishermen. 

1 Fuk. Honeet, good follow, what ’■ that f If it be 
a day fils you, search out of the calendar, and nobody 
look after it> 

Per. Too may see, the sea hath cast me on your 
coast 

1 PUL What a drunken knave was the sea, to cast 
thee in our way ! 

Per. A men whom both the waters and the wind. 

In that vast tetinis-ooart, hath made the ball 
For them to play upon, entreats yon pity him; 

He asks of yon, that never nl’d to beg. 

1 FUL fra, friend, cannot you begf here ’• them in 
our country of Greece gets mote with begging tluui we 
can do with working. 

ft PUL Const thou catch any fishes then ! 

Per. I never practis'd it 

ft FUL Nay, then thou wilt starve sure; fix Use *s 
nothing to be got now-o-dayi, unless thou const fish for ’t 

Per. What I have been, I have forgot to know; 
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But what I am, want teaches me to think on ; 

A man throng’d op with cold ; my veins are chill, 

And have no more of life than may suffice 
To give my tongue that heat to ask your help : 

Which if you shall refuse, when I am dead, 

For that I am a man, pray see me buried. 

1 Fish. Diet quoth-a ? Now gods forbid ! I have 
a gown hen ; come, put it on, kesp thee warm. Now, 
afore me, a handsome fellow! Gome, thou ahalt go 
home, and we’ll have flesh for holidays, fish for fasting- 
days, and momo’er puddings and flap-jacks ; and thou 
■halt he welcome. 

Per. 1 thank you, sir. 

2 Fish. Hark you, my friend, you said you could 
not beg. 

Per. 1 did but crave. 

2 Fish. But crave t then 1 ’ll turn craver too, and 
so I shall ’scape whipping. 

Per. Why, are all your beggars whipp’d then I 

2 Fish. O, not all, my friend, not all ; for if all 
your beggars were whipped, I would wish no better 
office than to be a beadle. But, master, I ’ll go draw 
up the net. [Brevnt two of the Fishermen. 

Per. How well this honest mirth becomes their labour! 

1 Fish. Hark you, sir, do you know when you an? 

Per. Not well. 

1 Fish. Why, I ’ll tell you; this is called Penta- 
polis, and our king, the good Simonides. 

Per. The good king Simonides do you call him? 

' 1 Fish. Ay, sir, and he deserves so to be called, for 
his peaceable reign, and good government 

Per. He is a happy lung, since he gains from Us 
subjects the name or good, by his government How 
for it his court distant from this shorn? 

1 PfsA Unary, sir, half a day’s journey ; and 111 
t*U you, he hath a feirdaughter, and to-morrow if 
her birthday; and tee are pRfnoes and knights osma 
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from all parts of fra world Id jmt and tourney far h* 
low. 

Per. Wm my fortunes equal to my desires, I could 
wish to moke on fro*. 

1 Fuk. Of dr, thing* moat lit m they mur ; end 
whet a man cannot get, he may lawfully dad tor— his 
wife's aouL* 

JU-mtmr fra two Fishermen, dratrimg wp a net 
% M Haliw master, help 1 haw *a a flab hangs in 
the net, like a poor mart right in the law; ’twill 
hardly come oat Ha! beta on 't, ’t is coma at last, 
and ’t ia turn'd to a maty armour. 

Par. An armour, friends ! I pray yon, lit me see it 
Thanks, Fortune, yet, that after all my croaaaa, 

Thou giv’at me somewhat to repair myself ; 

And, though it wae mine own, part of mine heritage 
Which my dead father did bequeath to me, 

With tide strict charge (even as be left his life), 

-K— fc my Pwieles, it hath been a shield 
Twist aa and death (and pointed to this brace); 

For that it sav’d m% keep ft ; in like necessity, 

The wUeh the gods protect free from ! *t may de fe n d 
frea n 

U kant where I kept, I so dearly lov’d it ; 

HU the tough seas, that spare not any man, 

Teok.it m rage, though calm'd they f ve given it agabt: 
I thenk free for it ; ay fripwraok now ’a no ilL 
flhsoe I faovahere my fhfrer'a rift in hia will. 

1 FUk, What mean you, eirf 
Par. To beg of yo% kind ftiend% this coat of worth, 
For it was aoma tune target to a king x 
X know it by this made; he lav’d me dOariy, 

And fer his sake, X wish fra havtog of it ; 

And frat you’d gride me to your mrnmgrt CMtfc 
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Where with it 1 may ft gentleman ; 

And if that tnr my low fortune '• better, 

I ’ll pay your bounties: till then, rest your debtor. 

I fwL Why, wilt thou tourney tor the lady t 
Per. 1 11 show the virtue I have borne in arms. 

1 Fish. Why, d* ye take it, and the gods give thee 
good on ’t! 

3 Fish. Ay, but hark you, tny friend ; 1 was we that 
made up this garment through the rough seams of the 
water: them are certain condolements, certain vails. 
I hope, sir, if you thrive, you 11 remember from whence 
you had it. 

Per. Believe it, I will ; 

By your furtherance I am cloth’d'in steel ; 

And spite of all the rupture of the sea, 

This jewel holds his biding an my arm ; 

Unto thy value I will mount myself 
Upon a courser, whose delightful steps 
Shall make the gazer joy to see him tread. — 

Only, my friend, 1 yet am unprovided 
Of a pair of bases.* 

3 Fish. We 11 sure provide : thou shalt have my 
best gown to make thee a pair ; and 1 11 bring thee to 
the court myself. 

Per. Thai honour be but a goal to my will, 

This day 1 'll rise, or else add 111 to. ill. [Exeunt 

SCENE II. — A public Way or Platform, leading to 
the Lists. A Pavilion by the side of it for Mi re- 
ception of the King and Princess. b 

Enter Smomom, Thusa, Lords, and Attendants. 

Mas. Am the knights ready to begin tbs triumph) 

4 1 Lord. They am, my liege \ 

Aid stay your coming, toywssetit thoMMvss* 

* Aimonr Ibr Ifel lm. 


♦ this 



Sias. Return them, we an ready ; and our daughter, 
In honour of whom birth them triumph* are, 

Site ben, like beauty’s child, whom Nature gat 
Far men to see, and seeing wonder at [Ertf o Lord. 

Thai. It plmseth you, my royal father, to express 
My commendations great, whose merit 's lgfe 
Sim . T is fit it should be so ; for princes a* 

A model which heaven makes like to itself: 

As jewels lose their glory, if neglected, 

So princes their renown^tf not respected. 

*T Is now your honour, daughter, to explain 
The labour of each knight, m his device. 

Thai* Which, to preserv e mine honour, 1 11 perform. 
[Eater a Knight \ he passes over the stage, and 
hie Squire presents his shield to the Princeu. 
Sim* Who is the tint that doth prefer himself f 
Then* A knight of Sparta, my renowned father j 
And the device he bean upon his shield 
Is a black Aithiop reaching at the sun j 
The word. Lux tua vita aims. 

Sim* He lovee you well, that holds his life of you. 

[The second Knight passes. 
Who is the seoond that presents himself? 

Thai. A prince of Macedon, my royal father ; 

And the device ho bears upon his shield 

Is an arm'd knight, that 's conquer'd by a lady : 

The motto thus, in Spanish, Piu per duloura que per 
foerqa. [ The third Knight passe*. 

Sim. And what ’■ the third? 

Thai. The third of Antioch ; and his device, 

A wreath of chivalry : the word, Ms vompee prooexit 
apex. [ The fourth Knight passes * 

Sim * What is the fourth? 

Thai. A burning torch that’s tamed upside down ; 
The word, Quod me a tit, me exUnguit. 

Sim. Which shows that beauty hath his power and will, 
Whfeh can as well inflame, as it can kill. 

- * [ The fifth Knight passes. 
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Thai . The fifth, an hand e n vironed with clouds, 
Holding out gold, that *■ by the touchstone tried : 

The motto thus, Sio speetandafdes 

[The sixth Knight mmm. 
Sim. And what '• the sixth and last, the whieh the 
knight himself 

With such a graceful courtesy deliver’d f 

Thai. He seems to be a stronger ; but his present 
Is a wither’d branch, that ’» only green at top ; 

The motto, In hoc spe vivo. 

Sim . A pretty moral ; 

From the dejected state wherein he is, 

He hopes by you his fortunes yet may flourish. 

1 Lord. He had need mean better than his outward 

show 

Gan any way speak in his just commend : 

For, by his rusty outside, he appears 

To have practis'd more the whipstock than the lance. 

2 Lora. He well may be a stranger, for he comes 
To an honour’d triumph, strangely furnished. 

3 Lord. And on set purpose let his armour nut 
Until this day, to scour it m the dust. 

Sim. Opinion 's but a fool, that makes us scon 
The outward habit by the inward man. 

But stay, the knights are coming ; we ’ll withdraw 
Into the gallery. [Exeunt 

[Great shouts, and all erg, The mean Knight 

SCENE III*— A Hall of State. A Banquet prepared. 

Enter Suconiobs, Thaisa, Lords, Attendants, and the 
Knights from tilting. 

Sim. Knights, 

To say yon are welcome, were superfluous. 

To place upon the volume of your deeds, 

As in a title-page, your yoith in arms, 

Were more man you- expect, as more than ’• fit, 
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Sine* tmy worth in i how oomxnends itself. 

Prepare for mirth, for mirth becemai a tout i 
You ere princes, and my yuesta. 

Thai But yeti! my knight and guest; 

To wham this wreath of victory I give, 

And cro wn you king of this day's happitwei- 
Per. T is more by fortune, lady, tMb by merit. 
Sim . Cell it by what you will* die day is youre; 
And here, I hope, is none the! envies it 
In framing an artist, ait hath thus decreed. 

To make some good, but others to exceed ; 

And you 're her labour'd scholar. Gome, queen o* die 
feast, 

(For, daughter, so you are,) here take your placet 
Marshal the rest, as they deserve their grace. 

Knight*. We are honour'd much by goed Simonides. 
Sim. Your presence glads our days ; honour we lore, 
For who bates honour, hates the gods above. 

J forth. Sir, yonder is your place. 

Per. Some other is more fit 

1 Knight. Contend not, sir ; for we are gentlemen, 
That neither in our hearts, nor outward eyes, 

Bnvy the great, nor do ties lew despise. 

Per. You are right eeurteous knights. 

' Sim. Sit, air, sit 

By Jove, I wonder, that is king of thoughts, 

There ostes resist me, he not thought upon. 

Thai. By Juno, that is queen of marriage, 

AB viands that I eat do seem unsavoury, 

Wishing him my meat : sure he's a gallant gentleman. 
Sim. He's but a country gentleman ; has drew no 
more 

Than other knights have done ; has broken a ttadj 


Or re; so let it pare 
Thai To mo ns « 


Thai To me 
Per* Yon kin 
Which tetisme, 


i seems like diamond to glass. 

’s tores, like to my four*! picture, 
i that glory oaos ha was; 
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Had twmom sit like stan about his throne, 

And be the ton. fot them to reverence. 

None that beheld him, hot, like lesser light*, 

Did vail their crown* to hi* supremacy ; 

When" now hit ton ’* like a glow-worm hi die night, 
The which hath fire in darkne**, none in light ; 
Whereby I tee that Time '■ the king of men, 

For he 'a their parent, and he it their grave, 

And give* them what be will, not whit they crave. 

Situ. What, are yon merry, knight* f 
1 Knight. Who can be other In this royal p r ete n ce! 
Sim. Here, with a cup that ’• stor’d onto the brim, 
(A* you do love, fill to your miitren' lips,) 

We drink this health to you. 

Knight*. We thank your grace. 

Sim. Yet paute awhile; yon knight doth tit too 
melancholy, 

A* if the entertainment in onr court 
Had not a show might countervail his worth. 

Note it not you, Thaisaf 

Thai. What it ’t to me, my father! 

Sim . O, attend, my daughter j 
Princes, in this, should live like gods above, 

Who freely give to every one that comm 
To honour them i 

And prinoes, not doing so, art like to gnats, 

Which make a sound, but kill'd are wonder'd at 
Therefore to teake his entrance more sweet, 

Hem say, we drink this standing bowl of wine to him. 

ThaL Alee, tty fkther, it befits not me 
Unto a stranger knight to be so bold ; 

He may my proflhr take for an offence, 

Since men take w om e n ’s gift* for impudence. 

Stm. Hu* ! do a* I Ud you. or you 11 move me eke* 
Thai* How, by the gods, he could not please me 
fetter. [AtkU. 


an rauoLSL [Aevii. 

Sim. And farther tall him, we darire to know of him, 
Of wbeuoe he is, his name and p areotaga. 

Thai. The king my father, ur. hath drank to you. 
Per. I thankhun. 

Thai. Wishing it so much blood unto /our life. 

Per. I thank both him and you, ana ^ea§« him 
freely. 

Thai. And further he denim to know of you, 

Of whence you are, your name and parentage. 

Per. A gentleman of T yr e (my name Pencks; 
My education has been in arts and arms ;) 

Who, looking for adventures in the world, 

Was by the rough seas reft of ships and men, 

And, after shipwreck, driven upon this shore.) 

Thai. He thanks your grace; names himself Pericles, 
A gentleman of Tyre, who only by 
Misfortatne of the sea has been bereft 
Of ships and men, and oast upon this shore. 

Sim. Now, by the god% I pity his misfbrtuu* 

And will awake him from his melancholy. 

Gome, gentlemen, we sit too long on trifles, 

And waste the tim^ which looks for other revels. 

Even in your armours, as you are address'd, 

Will very well beoorae a soldier’s danoe : 

I will not have excuse, with saying* this 
Loud music is too harsh ftr ladies' heads; 

Since they love men in arms, as well as beds. 

( The Knights donee. 

So, this was well ask'd; 't was so well perform’d. 
Come, sir; here is a lady that wants breathing too * 
And 1 have often heard, you knights of Tyre 
Axe exoellent in making Wies trip; 

And that their measures are as excellent 
Per. In those that practise them, they are, my ML 
Sim, Oh, that 's as much at yon would be denied 
[2<%e Knights and Ladies donee. 
Of yoo fair courtesy. — Unclasp, unclasp; 
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Thanks, rattle mao, to all; all haft done well, 

Bat you the best [7b Ptmiof.] Pages and lights, 
to conduct 

Then knights onto their several lodgings : Tons, sir, 
We have given order to be next our own. 

Per. I am at your graoe’s pleasoi? 

Sim. Prince^ it is too late to talk of love, 

For that ’* the mark 1 know yon level at : 

Therefore each one betake him to his rest; 

To-morrow, all tor speeding do their best [Ezeunt 

SCENE IV. — Tyre. 

Enter Hxlioahus and Eecaxie. 

Eel. No, Esoanes,* know this of me, 

Antiocbus from incest liv'd not free ; 

For which, the most high gods not minding longer 
To withhold the vengeance that they had m store, 

Due to this heinous capital offence ; 

Even in the height ana pride of all hia glory, 

When he was seated in a chariot of 
An inestimable value, and his daughter 
With him, a Are from heaven earns and shrivel I’d up 
Those bodies, even to loathing; fcr they so stunk, 

That all those eyes ador’d than* ere their fall. 

Scorn now their hand should give them burial. 

Eiea. T was very strange. 

Hd. And yet but justice ; for though 

This king were great, his grmtness was no guard 
To bar heav’n's shaft, but sin had lus reward. 

Eeoa. T is very true. 

Enter three Lords, 

1 Lord, See, not a man in private conference, 

Or oonneil, hath respect with ram but ha. 

* A* stUfttesl eeostmetto^-wU those eyes wfce* ados’* 


3 Lord. It shall no longer gripee without reproof, 
a Lord, And eas'd btlw that will not •Mood it 
I Lord. Follow me then : lord He! inane, a word. 
JBei, With mef and welcome; happy day, my lords. 
1 Lord. Know that our gnat am naeu to the top, 
And now at length they pvmfiow their banfe 
HtL Tour griefs, for whaif wrong ngt your prince 
yon lore, 

1 Lord. Wrong not yroraelf then, noble Helicaoei 
But if the prince do lire, let us salute him. 

Or know what ground *s made happy by hia breath. 

If in the world be lire, we 11 seek him out; 

If in hia grave he rest, we 11 find him there ; 

And be resolv'd, he lives to govern na, 

Or dead, givea cauae to mourn hi* fan*al, 

And leavea na to oar free election, 

3 Lord. Whaee death ’a, indeed, the atrongeat in our 

And knowing thia kingdom ia without a bad, 

(Like goodly buildings left without a roof 
Soon fall to rain,) your noble «el£ 

That beat know'* how to rule, end how to reign, 

We thue submit unto^ronrernmeagn. 

Omn. Lira, npble H«lio*na 

HeL Try honour'* cause ; forb ea r your suffrages : 

If that you love prince Periolea forbear. 

Take I your wish, 1 leap info the sear. 

Where ’* hourly trouble, for a minute's ease. 

A twelvemonth longer, let me entreat ypu 
To forbear the absence of your king; 

If in which time expir'd, he not return, 

I shell with aged patience bear your yoke. 

But if I cannot wnt you to this fove, 

Go search like nobles, like noble subjects, 

And in your seareh spend your adventurous worth ; 

* Ceusrs— opialoa. 
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Whom if you find, and win motto toton, 

Yon shall like dia m onds sit about Ms crown. 

1 Lord, To wisdom be 's a fool that will not yield ; 
And since lord Helicane enjoineth ns, 

We with our travels will endeavour it 
HeL Then yon love n% we you, and well clasp 
hands; 

When peers thus knit, a kingdom ever stands. [Ex*, 


SCENE V. — Pentapolis. 

Enter Simonides reading a Letter; the Knights meet 
him. 


1 Knight, Good morrow to the good Simonides. 

Sim. Knights, from my daughter this I let you 

know, 

That for this twelvemonth she will not undertake 
A married life : 

Her reason to herself is only known, 

Which from herself by no means can I get 

2 Knight May we not get access to her, raj lard t 
Sim . ’Faith, by no means > she hath so strictly tied 

her 


To her chamber, that it is impossible. 

One twelve moons more Bhe ’ll wear Diana’s livery ; 
This by the eye of Cynthia hath she vow’d, 

And oq her virgin honour will not break. 

8 Knight, Loth to bid farewell, we take our leaves. 

[-Swim* 

Sun. So, 

They ’m well despatch’d ; now to my daughter’* letter ; 
She tells me how, she ’ll wed the stranger knight, 

Or never more to view nor day nor light 

’T is well, mistress, your choice agrees with mine j 

I like that well nay, how absolute sh? ’» in ’t, 

Not m i ndin g white j dislike or no. 
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Well, I do eomnMod her choice. 

And will ao longer have it be delay'd : 

Soft, here he oomei; — I must disenable it 

Enter Pkbiclxs. 

Per. AU fortune to the good Simon idee ! 

Sim, To you as much ! Sir, I am beholdfet go you, 
For your nreet music this last night : I do 
Protest, my ears were never better fed 
With such delightful pleasing harmony. 

Per. It is your grace's pleasure to commend ; 

Not my desert 

Sim. Sir, you are music's master. 

Per. The wont of all ha scholars, m y go od lord. 
Sim. Let me ask you one thing. What do you 
think 

Of ray daughter, air t 

Per. A most virtuous princess. 

Sim. And she is fair too, is she not f 

Per. As a fair day in summer ; wond’rous fair. 

Sim. Mv daughter, sis, thinks very well of you ; 

Ay, so well, that yon must be her master, 

And die will be your scholar ; therefore look to it 
Per. I am unworthy for her schoolmaster. 

Sim. She thinks not so ; peruse this writing else. 
Per. What's here! 

A letter, that she loves the knight of Tyre! 

I T is the king's subtHty to have my life. [Arid*. 
Oh, seek not to entrap me, gracious lord, 

A stranger and distressed gentleman, 

That never aim'd so high to love your daughter, 

But bent all offices to honour her. 

Sim. Thou bait bewitch'd my daughter, and thou 
art 

A villam. 

Per. By the gods I have not ; 

Never did thought of mine levy offence ; 
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Nor uever did my actions yet cotnmenoe 
A deed might gam bar lore, or your displeasure. 

Sim. Traitor, thou liest 
Per. Traitor ! 

•Sun. Ay, traitor. 

Per. Eren in his throat (unletf it be a king)t 
That calls me traitor, I return the lie. 

Sim. Now, by the gods, I do applaud his courage. 

[Aside. 

Per. My actions are as noble as my thoughts, 

That never relish'd of a base descent. 

It came unto your court, for honour’s cause, 

And not to be a rebel to her state ; 

And he that otherwise accounts of me, 

This sword shall prove, he *s honour’s enemy. 

Sim. No! — 

Here comes my daughter, she can witness it. 

Enter Thaisa. 

Per. Then, as you are as virtuous as fair, 

Resolve your angry father, if my tongue 
Did e’er solicit, or my hand subscribe 
To any syllable that made love to you f 

Thai. Why, sir, say if you hail, who takes offence 
At that would make me glad ¥ 

Sim. Yea, mistress, are you so peremptory? 

I am glad of it with all my heart. [A aide. 

1 11 tame you ; 1 11 bring you in subjection. 

Will you, not having my consent, bestow 
Yourfove and your affections upon a stranger 1 
(Who, for aught I know, 

May be, nor can I think the contrary, 

As great in blood as I myself.) Aside, 

Therefore, hear you, mistress ; either frame 
Your will to mine — and you, sir, hear you, 

Either be rul’d by me, or I will make you — 

Man and wile; 

▼OL. xx. 2 l 
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ACT HI. 

Enter Gowib. 

Gov. Now sleep ▼slaked hath the rout ; 

No din but snores, the house about, 

Made louder by the o’er-fed breast 
Of this most pompous marriage feast 
The cat, with eyne of burning coal. 

Now couches from * the mouse’s hole ; 

And crickets sing at the oven's mouth, 

Are the blither for their drouth. 

Hymen hath brought the bride to bed, 

Where, by the loss of maidenhead, 

A babe is moulded : — Be atlent. 

And time that is so briefly spent, 

With your fine fancies quaiutly eche ; b 
What ’s dumb in show, 1 11 plain with speeoh. 

Dumb show. 

Enter Pericles and Simonides, at one door , with 
Attendants; a Messenger meets them, kneels, and 
gives Pericles a letter. Pericles shows it to 
Simonides; the Lords kneel to him . Then enter 
Thaws, with child and LycThorida, a nurse . 
Simonides shows [his daughter ] the letter ; she 
rejoices: she and Pericles take leave qf her 
father, and depart 

Gow. By many a dame 0 and painful perch, 

Of Pericles the careful search 
By the four opnosing ooignes, 

Which the world together joins, 

* Fro**— before--* short dktasee off. 

b Eche— eke out • Dem ecltostlt 
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!• made, with all due diligence, 

That hone and mil, and high expense, 

Can stead the quest. At last from Tyre 

S um answering the most strange inquire) 
the court of king Simonides 
Are letters brought ; die tenor these f A 
Antioch us and his daughter dead ; 

The men of Tyrus on the head 

Of Helicanus would set on 

The crown of Tyre, but hr will none; 

The mutiny he there hastes t' oppress ; 

Says to them, if king Pericles 
Come not home in twice six moons, 

He, obedient to their dooms, 

Will take dm crown. The sum of this, 
Brought hither to Pentapolis, 

Y ravished the regions round, 

And every one with claps gan sound, 

“ Our heir apparent is a king : 

Who dream'd, who thought of sucli a tiling f ” 
Brief he must hence depart to Tyre ; 

His cpieen with child, makes her desire 
f Which who shall cross 1) along to go; 

(Omit we all their dole and woe :) 

Lvchorida her nurse she takes, 

And so to sea. Their vessel shakes 
On Neptune's billow; half the flood 
Hath their keel cut ; but foitune mov’d, 
Varies again : the grizzled noith 
Disgorges such a tempest forth, 

That, as a duck for life that dives, 

So up and down the poor ship drives. 

The lady shrieks, ana well-a-near 
Doth fall in travail with her fear ; 

And what ensues in this fell storm, 

Shall for itself, itself perform; 
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I I mil relate; Action may 

Conveniently the rest convey 1 
Which might not what by me is told.— 

In your imagination bold 

Thu «tage, the ship, upon whose deck 

The sea-ton'd Pericles appears to speak. [£*&. 

SCENE L 

Enter Pkriclbs on a ship at sea. 

Per. Thou Ood of this great vast, rebuke these 
surges, 

Which wash both heaven and hell ; and thou that hast 
Upon the winds command, bind them in brass, 

Having call'd them from the deep ! O still 
Thy deaf 'ning, dreadful thunders ; gently quench 
Thy nimble, sulphurous flashes ! — O how, Lychorida, 
How does my queen T — Thou storm, venomously. 

Wilt thou spit all thyself 1 — The seaman's whistle 
Is as a whisper in the ear of death, 

Unheard — Lychorida! — Lucina, O 
Divinest patroness, and midwife, gentle 
To those that cry by night, convey thy deity 
Aboard our danoing boat ; make swift the pangs 
Of my queen’s travails ! — Now, Lychorida 

Enter Lyghobida. 

Lye. Here is a thing too young for such a place, 
WhtL if it had conceit, would die, as I 
Am like to do : take in your arms this piece 
Of your dead queen. 

Per. How! how, Lychorida! 

£yc. Patience, good sir, do not assist the storm. 

Here *s all that is left living of your queen, 

A little daughter ; for the sake of it. 

Be manly, and take comfort 
Per. Oh ye gods I 
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Why do you make us love your goodly gifts. 

And snatch them straight stray ? We, here below, 
Recall not what we give, and therein may 
Use honour with you. 

Lye. Patience, good sir, 

Sven Cor this charge. * 

Per. Now, mild may be tbylifo! 

For a more blust'rous birth bad never babe : 

Quiet and gentle thy conditions ! 

For thou art the rudelieat welcom'd to this world. 

That e'er was prince’s child. Happy what follows I 
Thou hast as chiding a nativity, 

Aa fire, air, water, earth, and heaven can make; 

To herald thee from the womb j 

Even at the first, thy Ion is more than can 

Thy portage quit, with all thou canit find here*-— 

Now the good gods throw their best eyes upon it 1 

Enter two Sailors. 

1 Sail. Wbatl courage sir! God save you. 

Per. Courage enough : I do not fear the flaw; 

It hath done to me the worst Yet fin the love 
Of this pbor infant, this fash-new seafarer, 

I would it Weald be quiet. 

1 Sail Slack the Wins there ; thou wilt not, wflt 
thou? Blow and split thyself. 

% Sail. But sea-room, an the brine and cloudy billow 
kin the moon, 1 care not. 

1 Sail. Sir, your queen must overboard; the Sea 
works high, the wind is loud, and will not lie till the 
ship be clear'd of the dead. 

Per . That ‘s your superstition. 

1 Sad. Pardon us, sir; with us at sea it bath 
been still observed; and we are strong in, astern.- 1 

• 8trmgj*, cuter*. The original eoptn have, “ wear* strut* 
fa antor*#. Will not ths rffafitestohaags give a nantini assus. 



Therefore briflAy yield her; for ibe must overboard 
straight. 

Per. Be it a* you think meet—] Mott wretched quoin! 

Lye. Here »be lie*, wtt. 

Per. A terrible childbed hast thou had, my dear} 
No light, no fire : the unfriendly elements 
Forgot thee utterly ; nor have I time 
To give tliee liallow’d to thy grave, but straight 
Must cast thee, scarcely coffin'd, in the ooce ; 

Where, fbr a monument upon thy bones, 

And aye-remaining lamps, the belching whale. 

And humming water must o'enrbelm toy corps, 

Lying with simple shells. O, Lychorida, 

Bid Nestor bring me spioes, ink and paper, 

My casket and my jewslg^ and bid Nicander 
Bring me the satin coffin :• lay the babe 
Upon the pillow ; hie thee, whiles I say 
A priestly farewell to her : suddenly, woman. 

* Sail. Sir, we have a chest beneath the hatches, 
caulk'd and bitumed ready. 

Per. I thank thee. Mariner, say, what coast is thief 

2 Sail We are near Tharsua. 

Per. Thither, gentle mariner ; 

Alter thy course fbr Tyie> When canstthou reach it! 

2 Sail. By break of day, if the wind cea se . 

Per. O make for Tharsua. 

There will I visit Cleon, fbr the babe 
Cannot hold out to Tyrus: there 1 11 leave it 
At careful nursing. Go thv ways, good mariner} 

X ’ll bring the body presently. \Ez*wti. 

with the conciseness of Statical language 1 All (hat oae tfai 
•allow wants is " sea romn." The stop, as we leera 1mm 
dutely, U off the ooast of Tharsus* The sailor dreads the eeail* 
and the ship is driving apoe U. nnmansgeehls -ensw whmjaot 


the helm:— 1 11 We ere stnmg Is [driving strongly b nosy 

* Ceflto, and egffr, are worlfo of the same original meaning 

* Purees net the wares for Tyre. 
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SCENE 1L— Ephesus. A Room m Cerimon"* Hottoe. 

Bator CsBsucm, a Servant, and tome perton* toko 
hat* been thipwrecked. 

Cor. Philemon, bo ! 

Enter Philemon. 

PhiL Doth my lord call ¥ 

Or. Get fire and meat for these poor men; 

It hath been a turbulent and stormy night. I 

Ser. I hare been in many j but such a night as tills, i 
Till now, 1 ne'er endur'd. 

Cer. Your master will be dead era you return ; 

There '« nothing can be minister'd to nature, 

That can recover him. Give this to the ’pothecary. 

And tell me bow it works. [To Philemon. 

Enter two Gentlemen. 

1 Gent. Good morrow. 

3 Gent Good morrow to your lordship. 

Cer. Gentlemen, why do you stir so early ¥ 

1 Gent. Sir, our lodgings, standing bleak upon tlw sea, 
Shook as the earth did guake; 

The very principals* did seem to rend, 

And all to tonple : pure surprise and fear 
Made me to leave the bouse. f 

3 Gent. That is the cause we trouble you so early; 

T is not our husbandry. 

Cer. O you say well. 

1 Gent. But 1 much marvel that your lordship, having 
Rich tire about vou, should at these early hours 
Shake off file golden slumber of repose : 

It b most strange, 

Nature should be so conversant with pain, 

Being thereto not compell'd. 

• PrincipaU. The strange* timbers of a building. 
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Cer. I bald it ever, 

Virtue and cunning* were endowments greater 
Than nobleness and riches : careless heirs 
May the two latter darken and expend ; 

But immortality attends the former, 

Making a man a god. T is known, I ever 
Have studied physic, through which secret art, 

By turning o'er authorities, I have 
(Together with my practice) made familiar 
To me and to my aid, the hless'd infusions 
Tliat dwell in vegetives, in metals, stones ; 

And I can speak of tire disturbances 

That nature works, and of her cures ; which gives me 

A more content in course of true delight 

Than to be thirsty after tottering honour, 

Or tie my pleasure up in silken bogs, 

To please the fool and death. 1 * 

2 Gent. Tour honour hath through Ephesus pour’d 
forth 

Your charity, and hundreds call themselves 
Your creatures, who by you have been restor’d : 

And not your knowledge, your personal i>uin, but 
even 

Your purse, still open, hath built lord Ccrimon 
Such strong renown as time si mil never 

Enter two Servants with a Chest. 

Ser. So ; lift there. 

Cer. What ’s that f 
Ser. Sir, 

Even now did the sea tots up upon our shore 
This chest : ’t is of some wTack. 

• Ckwwm— knowledge. 
k So, in Measure te Measure.*— 

11 Merely thou art death's JM, 

Vox him thou labour’sMty thy flight to shuu, 

And yet rnnn’st toward him stdl." 
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Cr. Set it dovn, let ’• look upon iL 
SCM T is like a oofin, sir. 

Crr. Whale er it be, 

T ie wondrous beery. Wrenob it open straight ; 

If the sea's stomach be overcharg'd with cold, 

It is a good constraint of Fortune H ugno as. 

1 QmL It is so, my lotd. A ■ 

Cer. How close ’t is eattlk'l and fcltumVl ! 

Did die sea oast it spf 
Ser. I norm saw so huge a billow, sir, 

As toss'd it upon shore. 

Cer. Wrench it opn ; 

Soft— it smells most sweetly in my seam. 

3 QmL A delicate odour. 

Cer. As ever hit my nostril ; so, — up with it 
Oh you most potent gods ! what ’* hsee f a cons! 

1 Gent Host strange ! 

Cer. Shrouded in cloth of state! 

Balm’d and entreasur'd with full bags of spices ! 

A passport too! Apello, perfect ms 

In die charaotom! [Ee read* out of a scroll. 

" Hers I glvs to 
(If s’eT this oafllo drive a-lsnd), 

L Mag Perielast hare lost 

This queen, »orth all oar mundane oast. 

Who finds her, give her bn Tying, 

8be vu tbs duughter of a king : 

Beride* this treason for a he. 

The gods requite his charity r 

If dum liv’st, Pericles, thou hast a heart 

That eeeb cracks for woe ! This chanc'd to-night. 

2 Qmt. Most likely, sir. 

Cer . Hpy, certainly to-night; 

For look how fresh she looks! — Tliey wen too rough 
That threw her iu the sea. Make a fire within ) 

Fetoh hither all my boxes in my closet. 

Death may usurp on nature many hours, 

And yet me fire of lift kindle again 
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The o'erpras'd spirits. I hare heard of an Egyptian 
That baa nine boun Hen dead. 

Who was by good appliance recovered. 

Enter a Servant with napkins andjire. 

Well laid, well said ; the fire and the cloths. — 

The rough and woeful music that we hare, 

Cause it to sound, 'beseech you. 

The viol once more; — How thou stirr'st, thou block! — 
The music there. — I pray you, give her air; — 
Gentlemen, this queen will live : 

Nature awakes ; a warmth breathes out of her ; 

She hath not been entranc'd above five hours. 

See how she 'gins to blow into life's flower again ! 

1 Gent. The heavens, through you, increase cur 

wonder, 

And set up your fame for ever. 

Cer. She is alive ; behold, 

Her eyelids, cases to those heavenly jewels 
Which Pericles hath lost, 

Begin to part their fringes of bright gold ; 

The diamonds of a most praised Water 
Do appear, to make the world twice rich. O live, 

And make us weep to hear your fate, fkir creature^ 

Bare as you seem to be ! [She moves. 

Thai. 0 dear Diana, 

Where am If Where 's my lord f What world is fhisf 

2 Gent. Is not this strange t 

1 Gent Most rare. # 

Car. Hush, my gentle neighbours ; 

Len chine your hands : to thCnext chamber bear bar* 
Get linen; now this matter must he look'd to, 

For her relapse is mortal. Come, corner 
And Esculapius guide us! 

[Easmtf carrying her amp. 
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SCENE QL — Thanui. A Room in Cleon's House, 

Enter Puuclxj, Clrom, Dionvaa, Lycbobida, 
and Marika. 

Per, Moat Iranour'd Cleon, 1 must mtisbe tom; 
My twelve months an expir'd, mul Tvrue efioji 
In a litigious peace. You and your lady 
Take from my heart all thankfulnew ! The gods 
Make up the rest upon you! 

Cle. Your shafts of fortune, though they hurt yon 
mortally, 

Yet glance full wond'ringly on us. 

Dion. O your sweet queen ! 

That the strict fates had pleas'd you had brought her 
hither, 

To have bless'd mine eyes with her ! 

Per. We cannot but obey 

The powers above us. Could I rage and roar 
As doth the sea die lies in, yet the end 
Must be as 't is. My gentle babe, Marina, 

(Whom, for she was born at sea, I have nam'd so,) 
Here I charge your chanty withal, 

Leaving her the infant of your care, beseeching you 
To give her princely training, that she may be 
Maaner'd as she is bom. 

Cle. Fear not, my lord ; but think. 

Your graoe, that fed my country with your com, 

2 or widely the people's prayers still fall upon you,) 
list in your child be thought on. If neglection 
Should therein make me vile, the common body* 

By you reliev'd, would force me to my duty ; 

But if to that my nature need a spur, 

The gods revenge it upon me and mine, 

To the end of generation ! 

Per. I believe you; 

Your honour and your goodness teach me to it. 
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Without your vows. Till she be married, madam, 

By bright Diana, whom we honour all, 

Unscissar’d shall this hair of mine remain. 

Though I show will in 'L* So 1 take my leave : 

Good madam, make me blessed in your cam 
In bringing up my child. 

Dion. I have one myself, 

Who shall not be mom dear to my respect, 

Than yours, my lord. 

Per. Madam, my thanks and prayers. 

Cle. We 11 bring your grace even to the edge o' the 
shore; 

Then give you up to the mask’d Neptune, and 
The gentlest winds of heaven. 

Per. I will embrace 

Your offer. Come, dearest madam. — O, no tears, 
Lychorido, no tears : 

Look to your little mistress, on whose grace 

You may depend hereafter. — Come, my lord. [ Exeunt . 

SCENE IV. — Ephesus. A Room in Cerimon’a 
House. 

Enter Cxriuon and Thaiba. 

Cer. Madam, this letter, and some certain jewels, 
Lay with you in your ooffcr ; which are now 
At your command. Know you the cliaracterl 
Thai. It is my lord’s. That I was shipp’d at sea 
I well remember, even on my yearning time; 

But whether there delivered or no, 

By the holy gods, I cannot rightlv say ; 

But since king Pericles, my wedded lord, 

1 The original has " witter'd shall this heir." lie *111 not 
marry ; she shall be witter'd. But when JPei Ides in the fifth 
act discovers his daughter, he will “ dip to form " what makes 
him ** look so dismal r and ’beautify what for •• fourteen years 
ao rasor touch’d." 
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1 mV shall sat again, a ratal lira? 

Will 1 taka me lo, and never mem have joy. 

Cer. Madam, if this you purpose a* you spmk, 
Diana's temple is not distant tu, 

When you may Tnde until your date expire ? 
Moreover, if you please, a meoe of mine A 
Shall there attend you. m 

Thai. My moompeuse is thanks, that *s all ; 

Yet my good will is gnat, though the gift small 

[RuwiL 

* Until you die. 
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ACT IV. 

Enter Gown. 

Goto. Imagine Pericles arriv'd at Vjn*, 
Welcom'd and settled to hit own daeon. 
His woeful queen we leere at V]fewms, 
Unto Diana thare a voiam 
Now to Marina bend your mind, 

Whom our fast-growing scene must find 
At Thoisus, and by Cleon train'd 
In music, letters; who hath gain'd 
Of education all the grace, 

Which makes her bom the heart and place 
Of general wonder. But, alack ! 

That monster Envy, oft the wrack 
Of earned praise, Marina's life 
Seeks to take off by treason's knife. 

And in this kind hath our Cleon 
One daughter, and a wench ftill prows* 
Even right for marriage fight ; this maid 
High! Philotsn s and it is said 
For certain in our story, die 
Would eyer with Manna be. 

Be ’t when she weav’d the sleided silk 
With fingers, long, small, white as milk ; 
Or when she would with sharp naeld wound 
The cambric, wbioh she made more sound 
By hurting it; or when to the lute 
She sung, and made the night-bird mute 
That still records* with motn j or when 
She would with rich end constant pen 
Vail to her mistress Disc t still 
TMi Pbiloten contends in dull 

» Bsoordiw — V>s made— sings. 
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[Act IV, 


With absolute Marin* : » 

The dove of Paphos might with the crow 
Vie feathers white. Marina gate 
Alienism, which are paid as debts, 

And not as given. This so darks 
In fhiloten all graceful marks, 

That Cleon's wife, with envy rare, 

A present murderer does prepare 
Far good Marina, that her daughter 
Might stand peerless by this slaughter. 

The sooner her vile thoughts to stead, 

Lychorida, our none, is dead, 

Arid cursed Dionysa hath 
The pregnant instrument of wrath 
Prast* fur this blow. The unborn event 
I do commend to your content : 

Only I carried winged time 
Post on the lame feet of my rhyme ; 

Which never could I so couvey, 

Unless your thoughts went on ray way.— 

Diooyxa doth appear, 

With Leonine, a murderer. [Exit. 

SCENE L — Th&rsns. An open place near the 
eoa-ehore. 

Enter Dionyza and Lkonikb. 

Dion, Thy oath remember ; thou hast sworn to do it 
"T is but a blow, which never shall be known. 

Thou canst not do a thing in the world so soon, 

To yield thee so much profit. Let not conscience, 
Which is but cold, inflaming love i’ thy boeom, 
Inflame too nioely ; nor let pity, which 
Even women have cast off, melt thee, but be 
A soldier to thy purpose. 

Leon. 1 ’ll do ’t ; but yet she is a goodly creature. 
Jtast— ready. 
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I Dion. The fitter then the gods above should hive her. 
[ Here she coma weeping for her only m is t r es s ' death, 
i Thou art resolv'd! 

Leon. I am resolv’d. 

Enter Marina, with a basket of flowers. 

Mar. No : I will rob Tellue of her weed, 

To strew thy green with flowers : the yellowy blues, 

' The purple violets, and marigolds, 

Shall as a carpet * hang upon thy grave, 
i While summer days do last Ah me ! noor maid, 

Bom in a tempest, when my mother died, 

This world to me is like a lasting storm, 

Whirring roe from my friend*. 

Dion. How now, Marina ! why do you keen alone ? 
How chance my daughter is not with you ? Do not 
Consume your blood with sorrowing ; you have 
A nurse of me. Lord ! how your favour 'a chang'd 
With this unprofitable woe ! 

Come, give me your flowers, ere the sea mar them. 
Walk with Leonine ; the air 's quick there, 

And it pierces and sharpens the stomach. ComdJ 
Leonine, take her by the arm, walk with her. 

Mar. No, I pray you ; . 

I 'll not bereave you of your servant. 

Dion. Come, come ; 

I love the king your father, and yourself, 

* Carpet. So me old copies. The modern reading is ckapltrt. 
But it ii evident that the poet was thinking of the green mound 
that marks the last resting-place of the humble, and not of the 
sculptured tomb to be adorned with wreaths. Upon the grassy 
grave Marina will hang a carpet of flowers— she will it me 
flowers, she has before said. The carpet of Shakepere’i Date 
was a piece of tapestry, or embroidery, spread upon tables ; 
and the real flower* with which Marina will rover foe grave of 
her Mead might have been, in her imagination, so Intertwined 
as to resemble a carpet, asnaUy\bright with the flowers of foe 
needle. 
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With more than foreign lwart Wt mmy day 
Expect Uh» beset when be shall coma, and find 
Our paragon to all reports thus blasted. 

He will repent the breadth of his great voyage; 

Blame bout my lord and me, that we have ta'en 
No cam to your best mu m. Go, I pray H9* 

Walk, and be cheerful onoe again ; r eserv e * 

That excellent complexion which did steal 
The eyes of young and bid. Care not for me; 

I can go home alone. 

Mar. Well, I will go ; 

But yet 1 have no derive to it. 

Dion. Come, coroe, I know 't is good for you. 

Walk half an hour, Leonine, at the least ; 

Remember what 1 have said. 

Leon. 1 warrant you, madam. 

Dion. 1 *11 leave you, my sweet lady, for a while ; 
Pray walk softly, do not heat your blood : 

What 1 I must have a care of you, 

Mar. My thanks, sweet madam. 

\ Bwit PiOMysa. 

Is tbi\wind westerly that blows! 

Loon. South-west 

Mar. When I was bom foe wind was north. 

Leon. Was t so! 

Mar. My father, as nurse said, did never fear, 

But cried, •* Good seamen,” to the sailors, galling 
His kingly bands with hauling of the ropes $ 

And, clasping to foe mast endur’d a sea 
That almost bunt foe deck. 

Leon. When was this ! 

Mar. When J was bom. 

Never was waves nor wind mom violent j 
And from foe ladder* tackle washes off 
A canvas-climber : u Ha! ” says one, u wilt out! " 
And with a dropping industry they skip 
■ fro m prmenrsi 


I 
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From item to item the boatswain wbfctles, tad 
The muter calk, and trebles their oonfusion. 

Leon, Come, say your prayers. 

Mar. What mean yowl 

Leon. If you require a little space far prayer, 

I giant it : pray j but be not tedious, 

For die gods are quick of ear, and 1 am swum 
To do my work with haste. 

Mar. Why will you kill met 
Leon. To satisfy my lady. 

Mar. Why would she have me kill’d 1 
Now, as I can remember, by my troth, 

1 never did her hurt in all my life) 

1 never spake bad word, nor did ill turn, 

To any living creature : believe me, la, 

1 never kill'd a mouse, nor hurt a fly : 

I trod upon a worm against my will, 

But I wept for it. How have 1 offended, 

Wherein my death might yield her any profit, 

Or my life imply her any danger! 

Loon. My commission 
Is not to reason of the deed, but do it 
Mar. You will not do 't for all the world, I hopt 
You are well-favour’d, and your looks foreshow 
You have a gentle heart I saw you lately, 

When you caught hurt in parting two that fought : 

Good sooth, it show'd well m you j do so now t 
Your lady seeks my lift ; — oome you bet w e en , 

And save pom me, the weaker. 

Loon. I am sworn, 

And will despatch. 

Enter Pimtes whil*t the it otrvfflmp 

1 Pirate. Hold, villain ! [Law. now msoy, 
3 Pirate. A prise! a prise! 

3 c 3 
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SCENE 1L — The soma. 

Re-enter Lbomimb. 

Loot a. Tbw roguing thieves tone the great pintle 
Valdes; 

And they here eeis d Manna. Let her gt* 

Then *• no hope abe *11 return I *11 wear '■ dead. 
And thrown into the sea. — But 1 11 we further ; 
Perhaps they will but pleaae themselves upon her. 

Not carry her aboard. If abe remain, 

Whom they hare ravish d muat by me be alain [Exit 

SCENE III — Mitylene. A Room m a BrotAel 
Enter Pander, Bawd, tmd Bouit. 

Pond. Boult. 

BoulL Sir. 

Pond, Search the market narrowly ; Mitylene ia full 
of gallant*. We loat too much money this mart by 
being tuo wenchless. 

Bated We were never ao much out of creatures 
We have but poor three, and they can do no more than 
they can do; and they with continual action are even 
aagood aa rotten. 

Pond Therefore let *s have ftesh ones, whate'er we 
pay far them. If there be not a conacience to be uaed 
in every trade, we ahall never proaper. 

Bated. Thou aay’at true : ’t u not oar bringing up 
of poor bastards, aa I think I have brought up some 
eleven 

Boult. Ay, to eleven, and brought them down again. 
But ahall I search the market! 

Bated. What rise, man! TbectuiT we have, a strong 
wind will blow it to pieces, they are ao pitifully sodden. 

Pined. Thou s&y’at true ; they ’re too unwholesome 
w' conscience. The poor Transylvanian m dead that 
lay with the little baggage 
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Bonk. Ay, she quickly poop’d him ; the made him 
rout-meat for worms : — but I ’ll go search the market. 

(Bait Boult. 

Pond. Three or four thousand cbequins woe u 
pretty a proportion to lire quietly, and so giro over. 

Bated. Why, to give over, I pray you ? Is itashame 
to get when we are old f 

Pond. O, our credit comes not in like the com- 
modity ; nor the commodity wages not with the d anger: 
therefore, if in our youths we could pick up some pretty 
estate, 't were not amiss to keep our door hatched. Be- 
sides, the sore terms we stand upon with die gods, will 
be strong with us for giving over. 

Bawd. Come, other sorts offend u well as we. 

Pond. An well as wel ay, and better too; we offend 
worse. Neither ie our profession any trade; it ’■ no 
calling ; but here comes Boult 

Enter the Pirates, and Boult, dragging in Mamba. 

Boult Come your ways. [To Mabika.] My masters, 
you sav she ’a a virgin? 

1 Pirate. O air, we doubt it not 

Boult Master, I have gone thorough for this piece, 
you see : if you like her, so ; if not, I have last my 
earnest 

Bawd. Boult, has she any qualities? 

Boult 81m has a good face, speaks well, and hath 
excellent good clothes ; there ’i no farther necessity of 
qualities can make her be refused. 

Bawd. What ’• her price, Boult? 

Boult. I cannot he bated one doit of a t h o us a nd 
pieces. 

Pond. Well, follow me, my masters; yon shall 
have your money presently. Wife, take her in; in- 
struct her what she has to do, that she may not be raw 
in her e>iw*dwi>nt [Exeunt Pander and Pirates. 

Bated. Boult, take yon the maria of her; the colour 
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ef tor tok, ■mplnirn, height, tor age, with wnwnt 
after vfcgiateys and cry, “ He that will sin moat, 
toll toft tor fort.” Such a maidenhead were no 
, if men wen as they two ben. Get this 

MbnHanMlWlMVm. [WBoolt. 

Mar. Alack, that Leonine wae eoaUek, foatow ! 
(Be should have tack, not spoke;) or that then pirates, 
Slot enough baitarona had bat overboard 
Iton me, for te ana my nother 1 

Bant Why lament yn, pretty one I 

Mar. That 1 am pretty. 

Bond. Come, the gode have done their part in you* 

i far* Ioocuee them not 

B ant Ton an lit kzto my hende, where you an like 
in lira 

Mar. The more my fault, to 'eeape kia hands, 
^ where I 
Win Bto to die. 

Jaad Ay, and yen aball Hve in pleaeme. 

Mar. No. 

Bawd. Yea, indeed ebaH yon, and taete gentlemen 

“ mall have 

! do you atop 
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tto dMtonatof all complexions. 


Yon iball fate wd^j^yon 


Mar. Arc you a woman f 

B an t What would yon have me be, on I be not a 


Mar. An honest woman, or not a woman. 

Bawd. Marry, whip thee* gosling : 1 think 1 atoll 
ton eetnetbing to do with you. Come, yon We a 
young foolish sapling, and must be bowed as I would 
have yen, 

Mar. The goto defend me! 

Bated. Kit please the gods to defend yon by tatty 

ton meamu* oefefert you, men matt feed yotythafe 
amweto y«a ap^Beult ’• returned. 
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Enisr Boult. 

Now, nr, bait thou cried her through the t market f 

Boult 1 have cried her almoft to Uie number of her 
hain; I have drawn her picture with mj voice. 

Bated. And I prithee, tell me, how doet thou find the 
inclination of the people, especially of the younger 
fort! 

Boult. Taith, they listened to me, as they would have 
hearkened to their father's testament There was a 
Spaniard's mouth so watered, that he went to bed to Iter 
very descried on. 

Bawd. We shall have liim here to- mo rrow, with hie 
beet ruff on. 

Boult. To-night, to-night But, mistress, do you 
know the French knight that cowers i’ the hams ? 

Bawd. Whol monsieur Verolesl 
B Boult. Ay ; he offered to cut a caper at the procla- 
mation ; but he made a groan at it, and swore he would 
see her to-morrow. 

Bawd. Well, well; as for him, he brought his disease * 
hither : here he doth but repair it. I know he will come 
in our shadow, to scatter his crowns in the sun. 

Boult. Well, if we had of every nation a traveller, 
we should lodge them with this sign. 

Bawd. Pray you, come hither a while. You have 
fortunes coming upon you. Mark me; you must seem 
to do that fearfully which you commit willingly; to 
despise profit where you have most gain. To weep that 

S ou live as you do makes pity in your lovers : Seldom 
ut that pity begets you a good opinion, and that opinion 
a mere* profit 
Mar. I understand you not. 

Boult, O take her home, mistress, take her home : 
these blushes of her* must oe quenched with some pre- 
practice, 

• Jfttt— afas«Uti- -ew tsto . 
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Bawd. Thou my ct true, i* tattb, to they mint , for 
your bride goes to that with shame, whjcli u her way to 
go with warrant. 

Boat, 'Faitli, some and tome do not But, But- 
tress, if I hate bargain d for the joint,— 

Bawd. Thou may* cut a monel off the t|uL 
Boat. I may so. 

Bawd. Who should deny ltf Come, young one, I 
like the manner of your garments well 

Boat. Ay, by my faith, they shall not be changed 
yet 

Bawd. Boult, spend thou that in the town rcjjort 
what a sojourner we hare, you 11 lose nothing by cus- 
tom When Nature framed this piece, she meant thee 
a good turn, therefore say what a paragon she is, and 
thou hast the harvest out of thine own report 

Bout I warrant you, mistress, thunder shall not so 
awake the beds of eels, os my giving out of her beauty 
stir up the lewdly-inclined. 1 'll bring home some to- 
night 

Bawd Come your ways ; follow me 
Afar If fires be hot, knives sharp, or waters deep, 
Untied I still my virgin knot will Keep. 

Diana, aid my purpose 1 

Bawd. What have we to do with Dianaf Pray you, 
Will you go wrth us 1 [Exeunt. 

SCENE IV — A Booth m Cleon's Howe at Thanus. 

Enter Ci bon and Dzonyia 
IHon. Why, ate you foolish t Can it be undone f 
Cle O Diouysa, such a piece of slaughter 
The sun and moon ne'er look d upon 1 
Dion 1 think you 11 turn a child again 
Cle Were 1 chief lord of all tins spacious world, 

I ’d give it to undo die deed 0 lady, 

Much less in blood than virtue, yet a princess 



hoiks IV.) miCLtt. HI 

To equal any single cro w n o' the earth, 

I’ the justice of compare ! O villain Leonine, 

Whom thou hast poison'd too ! 

If thou hadst drunk to him, it hod been a kindness 
Becoming well thy lace: What const thou say 
When noble Pericles shall demand his child f 
Dion. That she is dead. Nurses are not the iotas. 
To foster It, nor ever to preserve. 

She died at night ; 1 'll say so. Who can cross it f 
Unless you play the impious innocent. 

And for an honest attribute, cry out, 

“She died by foul play." 

Cle. O, go to. Well, well. 

Of all the faults beneath the heavens, the gods 
Do like this wont. 

Dion. Be one of those that think 

The pretty wrens of Th&rsus will fly hence, 

And open this to Pericles. I do sliame 
To think of what a noble strain you are, 

And of how coward a spirit. 

Cle. To such proceeding 

Who ever but his approbation added, 

Though not his pre-consent, he did not flow 
From honourable courses. 

Dion. Be it so then : 

Yet none doth know, bnt you, how she came dead, 

Nor none can know, Leonine being gone. 

She did disdain my child, and stood between 
Her and her fortunes : none would look on her, 

Bnt cast their gases on Marina's face ; 

Whilst oun was blurted at, and lield a malkin 
Not worth the time of day. It pierc'd me thorough j 
And though you call my course unnatural, 

You not your child well loving, yet I find, 

It greets me, as an enterprise of kradnen, 

Perform'd to your sole daughter. 

Ok. Heavens forgive it I 


i 



PERICLES. 


(Act IV. 


Dion, And as tar Pericles, 

What should he say t We wept after her hearse, 

And even yet we mourn : her monument 
Is almost finish'd, and her epitaphs 
In glittering golden character* express 
A general praise to her, and care in us 
At whose expense ’t is done. , 

Cte. Thou art like the harpy, 

Which, to betray, dost, with thine angel s face, 

Seise with thine eagle's talons. 

Dion. You are like one, that superstitiously 
Doth swear to the gods, that winter kills the flies : 

But yet I know you 11 do as I advise. [Eaeunt. 

Enter Gowaa, before the Monument of Mamin* at 
Tharsus. 

Oow. Thus time we waste, and longest leagues 
make short, 

Sail seas in cockles, hare and wish but for ’t; 
Making (to take your imagination) 

From bourn to bourn, region to region. 

By you being pardon'd, we commit no crime 
To use one language, in each several clime 
Where our scenes seem to lire. I do beseech you, 
To learn of me, who stand* i’ the gaps to teach yon, 
The stages of our story. Pericloi 
Is now again thwarting the wayward seas, 

(Attended on by many a lord and knight,) 

To see his daughter, all his life's delight. 

Old Escanes, whom Hdicaims late 
Advanc'd in time to great and high estate, 

Is left to govern. Bear you it in mind, 

Old Helieanus goes along behind. 

Well-sailing ships and bounteous winds hark brought 
This king to Tharsus (think his pilot thought; 

So with his steerage shall your thoughts grow on) 

T# foteh Ml daughter home, who first is gone. 


FEUGLB. 


Like motei end shadows fee than more a while ; 
Tour ean onto your eyes 1 11 reconcile; 

Dumb show. 

Enter 'Pzriclki at one door , with ail kit train ; 
Clbow and Dlonu at the other. Clboh ehowt 
PxBioLxs the tomb [of Mabiha] ; whereat P mu- 
cus makee lamentation, putt on sackcloth, end in a 
mighty passion departs , 

Oow. See how belief may suffer by foul ibow I 
This borrow'd passion stands for true eld woe j 
And Pericles, in sorrow all devour'd, 

With sighs shot through, and biggest tear* o’ershowYd, 
Leaves Thartus, and again embarks. He swears 
Never to wash his face, nor cat his hairs ; 

He puts on sackcloth, and to sea. He bean 
A tempest, which his mortal vessel tears, 

And yet he rides it out Now please you wit* 

The epitaph is for Marina writ 
By wicked Dianyaa. 

[Reads the inscription on M anna’s monument 

* The fhlieet, sweetest, best, lies here, 

Who wither’d in her spring of veer, 

Wut Was of Tyros, the king’s daughtw, 

On whom foul death hatlupade this slaughter | 

Marina was she call'd ; uffd at her birth, 

Thetis, being proud, swallow’d some part o’ the earth: 
Therefore the earth, fearing to be o’ernow’d, 

Hath Thetis' blrth-ohild on dte heavens bestow’d : 
Wherefore she does, and sweurs she ’ll never stint. 

Make raging battery upon shores of flint." 

Mo visor does become black villainy, 

So well as soft and tender flattery. 

Let Psrioles believe his daughter ’» deed, 

And bear -his courses to be ordered 

By lady Fortune; while our tears must play , 

His daughter’s woe and heavy well-a-day, 

• item ysrnute^^nmm hum. 
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In her unholy aerrioe. Patience then, 

And think you now are all in Mitylene. [Exit. I 

SCENE V.— Mitylene. A Street before the Brothel. 
Enter, from the Brothel, two Gehttanffl. 

1 Gent Did you erer bear the like t 
3 Gent. No, nor never shall do in such a place aa ' 
this, she being once gone. , 

1 Gent But to have divinity preach'd there ! did 
you ever dream of euoh a thingl 

2 Gent No, no. Come, I am for no more bawdy- 
noosee : shall we go hear the vestals sing! 

I Gent. I *11 do anything now that is virtuous, but I 
am out of the road of rutting, for ever. [Exeunt. 

SCENE VL — The same. A Room in the BrotkeL 
Enter Pander, Bawd, and Boult. 

Pond. Well, I had rather than twice the worth of 
her, she had ne'er come here. 

Bawd. Fie, fie upon her ; she is able to freest the 
god Priapus, and undo a whole generation. We must 
either get her ravish'd, or be rid of her. When she 
should do for clients her fitment, and do me the kind- 
ness of our profession, she has me her quirks, her reasons, 
her master-reasons, her ura^ers, her knees ; that she would 
make a puritan of the devil, if be should cheapen a kiss 
of her. 

Boult Faith, I must ravish her, or she'll disfunush 
ns of all oar cavaliers, and make all our swearers priests. 
Pond. Now, the pox upon her gmm -sickness for me ! 
Bawd. 'Faith, there 's no way to be rid an H, bat by 
die way to the pox. Here comes the lord Lyshnachns, 
disguised. 

Boult We should have both lord and loom, tf the 
peevish luggage would but give way to customers. 
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Enter Ltsikachus. 

Lye. How now f How a dozen of virginities? 

Bawd Now, the gods tablets jour honour! 

Boult. 1 am glad to see your honour in good health. 

Lye. You may so; 't is the better for you that your 
resorters stand upon sound legs. How now, wholesome 
iniquity? Have you that a man may deal withal and 
defy the surgeon? 

Bawd. We have here one, sir, if she would — hut there 
uever come her like in Mitylene. 

Lye. If she p d do the deed of darkness, thou wouldst 
say. 

Bawd. Your honour knows what ’t is to say, well 
enough. 

Lya. Well ; call forth, call forth. 

Boult. For flesh and blood, sir, white and red, you 
shall see a rose ; and she were a rose indeed, if she Lad 
but 

Lya. What, prithee ? 

Boult. O, sir, I can be modest. 

Lya. That dignifies the renown of a bawd, no less 
than it gives a good report to a number to be chaste. 

Enter Marina. 

Bawd. Here comes that which grows to the stalk } — 
never plucked yet, I can assure you*. Is she not a fair 
creature? 

Lya . 'Faith, she would serve after a long voyage at 
sea. Well, there ’s for you ; — leave us. 

Bawd. I beseech your honour, give me leave j a word, 
and 1 11 have done presently. 

Lye. I beseech you, do. 

Bawd. First, I would have you note, this is an 
honourable man. [To Marina, whom ehe take « midp. 

Mar, I desire to find him so, that I may worthily 
note him. 
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Bated. Nest, fat '• the governor of this country, and 
a man whom I am bound to. I 

Mar, If he govern the country, you are bound to him 1 
indeed} but bow honourable be it in that, I know not 

Bawd, Pray you, without any more virginal fencing, | 
will you nee him kindly t He wIU linetoour anon 
with gold. 

Mar. What he will do gracioualy I will thankfully t 
receive. 

Xyi. Have you donef 

Bawd, My lord, she’s not pac'd yet; you mutt take 
tome paint to work her to your manage. Come, we 
will leave hit honour and her together. 

[Exeunt Bawd, Pander, and Boult. 

Lift. Go thy ways. — Now, pretty one, how long have 
you been at Uut trade f 

Mar. What trade, tirf 

Lyt. What I cannot name but I dall offend. 

Mar. I cannot be offended with my trade. Pleaee 
you to name it. 

Lyt. How long have you been of thia profeation ? 

Mar . Ever tinoe I can remember. 

Lyt. Did you go to it ao young? Woe you a game- 
iter at five, or at eeven ? 

Mar, Earlier too, air, if now 1 be one. 

Lyt. Why, the house you dwell in proclaims you to 
be a creature of tale. 

Mar. Do you know this house to be a place of tuck 
retort, and will come into it? I hear tar, you am of 
honourable parti, and are the governor of tma place. 

Lyt. Why, hath your principal made known unto 
you who I am f 

Mar , Who it my principal ? 

Lyt. Why, your herb- woman ; the that teti teadt and 
roots of ahame and iniquity. O. you have heard aoma- 
tfainjf of my power, ami so stand aloof for mart aarkma 
wooing. But I protest to thee, pretty one, my autito- 
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rity ihall not tea that, or else, look friendly upon thee. 
Cmne, bring me to mom private place. Come! come. 

Mar. If you were bora to honour! ahow it now j 
If put upon you, make tbe judgment good 
That thought you worthy of it 
Lya. How i thief how ’• thief— Some more j^be 
■age. 

Mar. For me, that am a maid, though took ungentle 
Fortune hath plac’d me in thie loathsome str, 

Where since 1 came, diseases have been sola 
Dearer than physic,— 0 that the good gods 
Would set me free from this un hallow’d place. 

Though they did change me to the meanest bird 
That flies i v the purer air ! 

Lya. I did not think 

Thou couldst have spoke so well ; ne'er dream’d thou 
couldst. 

Had I brought hither a corrupted mind. 

Thy speech had alter'd it Hold, here '■ gold for thee : 
Persever in that clear way thou goest, 

And the gods strengthen thee ! 

Mar. The good gods preserve you I 
Lya. For me, be you tboughften 

That I came with no ill intent ; for to me 
The veiy doors and windows savour vilely. 

Fare thee well. Thou art a piece of virtue, 

And I doubt not but thy training hath been noble. 
Hold ; here ’s more gold for thee. 

A curse upon him, die he like a thief, 

That robs thee of thy goodness ! If thou hear’st from me 
It shall be for thy good, 

[As Lvaiwaoxius it putting up kit pains, 
Boult enters. 

Boult. I beseech your honour, one piece (hr me. 

Lya. Avaunt, thou damned door-keeper! 

Tour house, but for this vUgin that doth peep it, 
Would sink and overwhelm you. Away. [BmL 
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Boult Hot ’• this ? We mutt take another count 
with you. If your peeeish chastity, which is not worth 
a breakfast in the cheapest country under the cope, 
dull undo a whole household, let me be gelded like a 
spaniel. Come your ways. 

Mar. Whither would you have met 

Boult. I must have your maidenhead taken off, or 
die oommoo hangman shall execute it Come youi 
way. Well have no more gentlemen driven away. 
Come your ways, I say. 

Re-enler Bawd. 

Based. How now ! what ’s the matter! 

Boult . Worse and worse, mistress; she hat here 
spoken holy words to the lord Lysimachus. 

Bawd . O abominable ! 

Boult She makes our profession as it were to stink 
afore tlie face of the gods. 

Bawd. Marry, hang her up for ever ! 

Boult The nobleman would have dealt with Iter like 
a nobleman, and she tent him away ns cold os a snow- 
ball; saying his prayers too. 

Bawd. Boult, take her away ; use Iter at ihy plea- 
sure: crack the glass of her virginity, and make the rest 
malleable. 

Boult. An if she were a thornier piece of ground than 
she is, she shall be ploughed. 

Mar. Hark, hark, ye gods ! 

Bawd. She conjures: awav with her. Would she 
had never come within my doors ! Marry hang you! 
She *s born to undo us. Will you not go the way of 
womankind 1 Marry come up, my dish of chastity with 
rosemary and bays f [Exit Bawd. 

BouU. Come, mistress ; come yonr way with me. 

Mar, Whither would you have met 

Boult To take from you the jewel you bold an dear. 

Mar. Pritnee, tell me one thing first 
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Boult. Come now, your one thing? 

Mar. What can it thou wish thine enemy to be? 
Boult Why, I could with him to I te my master, or 
rather, my mistress. 

Mar. Neither of these are yet so bad as thou art, 
Since they do better thee in their command. 

Tliou hold'st a place, for which the pained’it fiend 
Of hell would not in reputation cliange : 

Thou art the damn'd door-keeper to every coyst'rel 
That coma inquiring for his tib ; 

To die choleric fisting of every rogue thy ear 

Is liable ; thy food is such 

As hath been belch’d on by infected lungs. 

Boult. What would you have me do f go to the wan, 
would you? where a man may serve seven years for the 
loss of a leg, and have not money enough in the end to 
buy him a wooden one ? 

Afar. Do anything but this thou doest. Empty 
Old receptacles, or common sewers of filth; 

8erve by indenture to the common hangman ; 

Any of these ways are better yet than this ; 

For what thou professest, a baboon, could he speak, 
Would own a name too dear. Tiiat the gods would 
safely 

Deliver me from this place ! Here, here ’s gold for thoe. 
If that thy master would gain aught -by me, 

Proclaim that I can sing, weave, sew, and dance, 

With other virtues, which I ’ll keep from boast ; 

And I will undertake all these to teach. 

I doubt not hut this populous city will 
Yield many scholars. 

Boult. But can you teach all this you speak off 
Mar. Prove that I cannot, take me home again, 

And prostitute me to the basest groom 
That doth frequent your house. 

Boult. Well, I will see What I can do for thee: if I 
can place thoe, I will. 
vql. ix. % D 
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ACT V. 

Enter Gowu. 

Oou>. Marina thus the brothel s capps, and chanoes 
Into an honest house, our story says, 
fejhe sings like one immortal, and she dances 
As godaess-like to her admired lays ; 

Deep clerks she dumbs; and with her neeld com- 
poses 

Natures own shape, of bud, bird, branch, or berry ; 
That even her art sisters the natural roses ; 

Her inkle, silk, twin with the rubied cherry : 

That pupils lacks she none of noble race, 

W1k> pour their bounty on her ; and her gain 
She gives the cursed bawd. Here we her place, 

And to her father turn our thoughts again, 

Where we left him on the sea. We there him 
lost : 

Where driven before the winds he is arriv’d 
Here where his daughter dwells ; and on this coast 
Suppose him now at anchor. The city striv’d 
God Neptune.'* annual feast to keep : from whence 
Lysimachus our Tyrian ship espies, 

His banners sable, trimm'd with rich expense; 

And to him in his barge with fervour hies. 

In your supposing once more put your sight: 

Of heavy Pericles think this the bark i 
Where, what is don* in action, mare, if might, 

Shall be discover’d j please you sit and hark. 
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8CENB I. — On board Pbbiclsi* ship of Mitylene. 
A dote Pavilion on dock, with a Curtain before it ; 
PsRiCLtt within it, reclined on a couch. A barge 
lying beside the Tynan vessel 

Enter two Sailors, one belonging to the Tyrian vSsd, 
the other to the barge to them Hblicanus. 

Tyr. Sail Where ia the lord Heliconusf He can 
resolve you. [To the Sailor qf Mitylene. J O, here be is. 
Sir, there is a barge put off from Mitylene, and in it 
is Lysimachus the governor, who craves to come aboard. 
What is your will f 

Hel. That he have his. Call up some gentlemen, 
Tyr. SaiL Ho, gentlemen f my lord calls. 

Enter two Gentlemen. 

1 Gent Doth your lordship calif 
Hel. Gentlemen, there is some one of worth would 
coma aboard; 1 pray, greet him (airly. 

[The Gentlemen and the hoo Sailors descend , and go 
on board the barge . 

Enter from thence LtsimaIdhus, attended ; the Tyrian 
Gentlemen, and the two Sailors. 

Tyr. SaiL Sir, this is die roan tliat can, in aught you 
would, resolve you. 

Lys. Hail, reverend sir ! The gods preserve you ! 
Hel And you, sir, to outlive the age 1 am, 

And die as I would do. 

Lys. You wish me weiL. 

Being on shore, hoDOinjBB^entune's triumphs, 
Seeing this goodly vimHrefbre us, 

I made to it, to knowj^^^p you are 
Hel First, what is ■KiSieef 


Lys. I am the goveSUrwf this place you lie before. 
Hel. Sir, our vemel is of Tyre, in it the king ; 
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A man, who for this three montlu hath not spoken 
To an j aae, not taken sustenance, 

But to prorogue his grief. 

Lya. Upon what ground is his distemperaturef 
Hel. Sir, it would be too tedious to repeat ; 

But the main grief of all springs from the loss 
Of a beloved daughter and a wife. 

Lya. May we not see him 1 
HeL You may, 

But bootlen is your sight; be will not speak to any. 
Lya. Yet let me obtain my wish. 

Hel . Behold him, sir. [Pericles discovered.] Tliis 
was a goodly person, 

Till tiie disaster that, one mortal night, 

Drove him to this. 

Lya. Sir, king, all hail ! the gods preserve you ! Hail, 
Royal sir ! 

Hel. It is in vain ; he will not speak to you. 

Lord. Sir, we have a maid in Mitylene, I durst wager, 
Would win some words of him. 

Lya. *T is well bethought. 

She, questionless, with her sweet harmony, 

And other chosen attractions, would allure, 

And make a battery through his deafen'd parts, 

Which now are midway stopp'd : 

She is all happy as the fairest of all, 

And, with her fellow-maids, is now upon 
The leafy shelter that abuts against 
The island's side. 

[Whispers one of the attendant Lords. Exit Loid 
in the barge of LYSiHAOndS. 

Hel. Sure all ’s effectless ; yet nothing we 'll otnit 
That bears recovery's name. But since yotf kindness 
We have stretch’d thus far, let us beseech you, 

That for our gold we may provision have, 

Wherein we are not destitute for want, 

But weary for the stalenert. 

Lya. 0, sir, a courtKttsSk 
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And so inflict oar province- — let anoe more 
Let me entreat to know at large the cause 
Of your king's aorrow. 

M Sit, air, I will recount it to you. 

But see, I am prevented. 

Enter, from the barge, Lord, Marina, end * young 
lady* 

Lye. O here ’a the lady that 1 sent for. Welcome, 
lair one! 

Is 't not a goodly presence f 
HeL She ’s a gallant ladv. 

Lye. She 'a such a one, that were 1 well assur'd 
Came of a gentle kind, and noble stock, 

I ’d wish no better choice, and think me rarely wed. 
Fair one, all goodness that consists in bounty 
Expect even here, where is a kingly patient : 

If mat thy p rosperous and artificial /eat 
Can draw him but to answer thee in aught, 

Thy sacred physic shall receive such pay 
As thy desirts can Wish, 

Mar. Sir, I will use 

My utmost skill in his tecovefy, 

Provided none but I and my companion 
Be suffer’d to come near him. 

Lye. Come, let us leavfe her, 

And the nods make her prosperous ! [Marina tinge. 
Lye. Hark'd be your music 1 
Mar. No, nor look'd on us. 

Life. See, she trill speak to him. 

Mar. Hail, sir ! my lord, , 

Lend ear. 

Per. Hum, ha 1 
Mar . I am a maid, 

My lord, that ne’er before invited eyes, 

Bat have been gas’d on like a comet : she speaks, 
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My lord) that, tody Iwl hath endur'd A grief 
Might equal your*. If both Were justly Weigh'd* 

Though wayward fortune did malign my state, 

My derivation was from ancestor* 

Who stood equivalent With mighty kings t 
But time ham rooted out my parentage, 

And to the world and awkward casualties 
Bound me in servitude. — I Will desilt) 

But there U something glows upon my cheek, 

And whispers in mine ear, M Go not till he speak.* 

[AMe> 

Per. My fortunes — parentage— ‘good parentage — 

To equal mine !— was it hot thusf what say you t 
Mdr. I said, my lord, if you did know my parentage, 
You would not do me violence. 

Per. 1 do think so. Pray you, turn you* eyes upon 
me. 

You are like something, that — What country* woman! 
Here of these shores ! 

Mar. No, nor of any shores t 

Yet 1 wai mortally brought forth, arid am 
No other than 1 appear. 

Per. 1 am great with woe, and Shall deliver Weeping* 
My dearest Wife wal like this maid, and such a one 
My daughter might have been: tny queen's square 
brows; 

Her stature to an inch ; as wtmd-like Straight ; 

As silver-voic’d : her eyes as jewel*like, 

And cas’d as richly : in pace another Jiino; 

Who* starves the San she feeds, and make! than 

hungry, 

The more she gives them speech. Where do yttti liVb f 
Mar. Where I am but a Jtrangfer t ftdW the deck 
You may discern the plant. 

Per. Wh#e Wet* you bred! 

And bow achiev'd you these endowment!, which 
You make more rich to ttwd! k 

* o we Own . 
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Mar. If 1 should toll my history, it would teem 
Like lies disdain'd in the reporting. 

Per. Prithee, speak ; 

Falseness cannot come from thee, for thou look'st 
Modest as Justice, and thou seemst a palace 
For the crown'd Truth to dwell in : I 'll believe thee, 
j And make my senses credit thy relation, • " 

' To points that seem impossible ; for thou look'st 
Like one 1 lov'd indeed. What were thy friends) 
Didst thou not say, when I did push thee back, 
(Which was when 1 perceiv'd thee,) that thou cam st 
From good descending) 

Mar. So indeed I did. 

Per. Report thy parentage. 1 think thou said st 
Thou hadst been tou’d from wrong to injury. 

And that thou thought'st thy griefs might equal mine, 
If both were open’d. 

Mar. Some such thing I said, and said no more 
But what ray thoughts did warrant me was likely. 

Per. Tell thy story ; 

If thine, consider'd, prove the thousandth jurt 
Of my enduraned, thou art a man, and I 
Have suffered life* a girl : yet thou dost look 
Like Patience, gazing on kings’ graves, and smiling 
Extremity out of act What were thy friends ) 

How lost thou them) Thy name, my most kind 
vi»m) 

Recount, I do beseech thee ; come, sit by me. 

Mar. My name is Marina. 

Per. O, l am mock’d. 

And thou by some incensed god sent hither 
To make the world to laugh at me. 

Mar. Patience, good sir, or here I 'll cease. 

Per. Nay, 1 '11 be patienfo 
Thou little knowest how tigh dost startle me, 

To call thyself Marina. 

Mar. The name was given me 

by one that had some power $ my father and a king. 
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Per. How ! a king's daughter, and call'd Marina? 
Mar. You said you would believe me ; 

But, not to lie a troubler of your peace, 

I will end here. 

Per. But ore you flesh and blood? 

Have you a working pulse t and are no fairy-motion ? 
Well; speak on. Wnere were you bom? 

And wherefore call'd Marina 1 
Mar. Call'd Marina, 

For 1 was bom at sea. 

Per. At sea ? who was thy mother ? 

Mar. My mother was the daughter of a king ; 

Who died the very minute I was bom, 

As my good nurse Lychorida hath oft 
Deliver'd weeping. 

Per. O, stop there a little ! 

This is the larest dream that e’er dull sleep 
Did mock sad fools withal : this cannot be 
My daughter buried. [Asirfo.] Well ; — where were 
you bred? 

1 '11 hear you more, to the bottom of your story, 

And never interrupt you. 

Mar. You ’ll scarce believe me ; 't were best I did 
give o'er. 

Per. I will believe you by the syllable 
Of what you shall deliver. Yet give me leave— 

How came you in these parts ? where were you bred ? 

Mar. The king, my father, did in Tharsus leave me ; 
Till cruel Cleon, with his wicked wife, 

Did seek to murther me : and having woo’d 
A villain to attempt it, who having drawn to do ’t, 

A crew of pirates came and rescued me; 

Brought me to Mitylene. But, good sir, whither 
Will you have me ? Why do you weep ? It may be 
You think me an impostor; no, good faith; 

I am the daughter to king Pericles, 

If good king Pericles be. 

Per. Ho, Helicanui! 
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Set Calls my lord! 

Per. Thou ait a grave and noble counsellor, 

Moat vise in general; tell me, if thou eanst, 

What this maid is, or vfaat is like to be. 

That thus hath made me vent 

&eL I know Hot; bdt A 

Here is the regmt, sir, of Mitylsoe 
Speaks nobly of her. 

L#». She never would tell her parentage; 

Being demanded that; she would alt still and weep. 

Per. 0 Melteanus, strike me, honour'd sir ; 

Give me & gash, put tne to prewntpain ; 

Lest this great sea of joys rushing upon me, 

O'erbear the shores of my mortality, 

And drown me with their sweetness. 0 come hither, 
Thou that begett'st him that did thee beget ; 

Thou that vast born at sea, buried at Tharsm, 

And found at sea again ! — O Helioanus, 

Down an thy knew, thank the holy gods S s loud 
As thunder threatens us : This is Marina. — 

What wis thy mother's name t tell me but that. 

For truth can Mgr be confirm'd enough, 

Though doubts did ever sleep. 

Mar. First, sir, I pray .what is yotir title t 
Per. I am Pericles of Tyre; but tell me now 
If y drown'd queen's name : as ih the rest you said, 
Thou bast teen god-like perfect, the heir of kingdoms, 
And another like to Pericles thy father. 

Mar. Is it no mote to begrtajr daughter, then 
To say, my mother's name wat Thaisa! 

Thaisa was my mother, who did end 
The minute J began. 

Per . Ncw^blesiing on thsfe, rim; thou art my 

Give me fash garments. Mine bwt», Helicanus, she 

»; 

Not dead at Tfcaaus, as she should have heed, 

By savage Cleon : she shall tell thee all ) 
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When thou (halt kneel, and justify ill knowledge, 

She is thy very princea. — Who is this? 

EeL Sir, ’t is the governor of Mitylette, 

Who, hearing of yoor melancholy state, 

Did come to see you. 

Per. I embrace you 

Give me my robes ; I am Wild in my beholding. 

0 heavens bless my girl ! But hark, what music a this! 
Tell Helicanus, my Marina, tell hint 

O'er point by point, for yet he seems to doubt, 

How sure you are my daughter.— But what music f 
HtL My lord, 1 hear none. 

Per Nonet 

The music of the spheres : list, my Marina. 

Lye. It is not good to cross him j give him Way. 

Per. Rarest sounds do ye not heart 
Lye. Music t My lord, I hear — 

Per. Most heavenly music : 

It nips me unto liit’ning, and thick slumber 
Hangs on mine eyes j let me test [He sleeps. 

Lys. A pillow for his head. 

So leave him all. Well, my compatriot ‘-friends, 

If this but answer to my just belief 

1 11 well remember you. 

\ExSunt Ltsimachcs, HblIoakus, Marika, and 
attendant Lady. 

SCENE II.*— The Same. 

Pbriolbs on deck asleep ; Diana appear in g to him 
as in a vision. 

Dia. My temple stands in Ephesus j hie thee (hither, 
And do upon mihe altar sacrifice. 

There, when my maiden priests are met tto g e fl iri , 

Before the people all 

Reveal how thou at set didst ldse thy wife t 
To mourn thy crosses, with thy daughter 1 !, CtlL 
And give diem re p et iti on tb the like. 
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P e rfo r m my bidding, nr tltou liv'st in woe : 

Do \ and be happy : by my silver bow 

Awake, and tell thy dream. [Diana dUappean. 

Per. Celestial Dian, goddew argentine, 

I will obey thee ! — Helicanus ! 

Enter Lybimachus, II sue anus, and Mufti*. 

If y purpose was for Thastus, tliere to strike 
Th’ inhospitable Cleon ; but 1 am 
For other service first : toward Ephesus 
Turn our blown soils : eftsoons I 'll tell thee why. 

[7b Helicanus. 

Shall we refresh us, sir, upon your shore, 

And give you gold for such provision 
As our intents will need ? 

Lye. Sir, 

With all my heart ; and when you come ashore, 

I have another suit. 

Per. You shall prevail, 

Were it to woo my daughter ; for it seems 
You have been noble towards her. 

Lys. Sir, lend me your arm. 

Per. Come, my Marino. [Exeunt* 

Enter Cowan, before the Temple of Diana at 
Ephesus. 

Goto. Now our sands are almost run ; 

Mine a little, and then dumb. 

This, as my last boon, give me, 

(For such kindness must relieve me,) 

That you aptly will suppose 
What pageantry, what feats, what shows, 

What minstrelsy, what pretty din, 

The regent mane in Mifylin, 

To greet the king. So be has thriv’d, 

That he U promis'd to be wiv’d 
To fair Marina j but in no wise, 

Till he had done his sacrifice^ 
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Af Dion bade : whereto being bound, 

The interim, pray you, all confound. 

In feather'd briefheu utils Are fill'd. 

And w»het foil out as they ’re will'd. 

At Knhesus, the temple see, 

Our King, and all hu company. 

That he can hither come so soot. 

Is by your fancy's thankful doom. [Exit. 

SCENE III. — The Temple of Diana at Ephesus; 
Thaisa standing near the altar , as high priestess ; 
a number of Virgins on each side ; Ckkimon and 
other Inhabitants of Ephesus attending . 

Enter Perici.ks with his Train; Lysimachub, 
Home anus, Marina, and a Lady. 

Per. Hail, Dian ! to perfoim thy just command, 

I here confess myself the king of Tyre; 

Who, frighted from my country, did wed 
The fair Thaisa, at Peutapolis. 

At sea in childbed died she, but brought forth 
A maid-child called Marina; who, 0 goddess, 

Wears yet thy silver livery. She, at Tharaus, 

Was nurs'd with Cleon ; whom at fourteen years 
He sought to murther : but her better stars 
Brought her to Mitylene ; against wliAte shore 
Biding, her fortunes brought the maid aboard us, 
Where, by her own moat clear remembrance, she 
Made known herself my daughter. 

Thai. V oice and favour ! — 

You are, you are— O royal Pericles ! — [She faints . 

Per. What means the woman ? she dies J help, gen* 
tlemen! 

Cw. Noble sir, 

If you have told Diana's altar true, 

This is your wife. 

Per. Reverend appearer, no; 
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I threw her o’«rbq*id with these very anus. 

Car. Upon this coast, I warrant you. 

Pm T is most certain. 

Car. Look to the lady j— O, she ’• but o’erjoy’d. 
Early in bluat’ring morn tliif lady was 
Thrown upon this shot*. I op'd the ooffin, and ^ 
Found them rich jewels j rehover’d her, otid p}ac J her 
Ben in Diana’s temple. 

Per. May we see tlwm t 

Car. Gnat sir, they stall be brought you to my liouse, 
Whither I invite you. Look, Thaisa is 
Recovered. 

Thai. O, let me look upon him 1 
If he be none of mine, my sanctity 
Will to my seufe bend no licentious ear, 

But curb it, spite of seeing. O, my lord, 

. Are you not Pericles T Like him you speak, 

1 Like him you are i Did you unt name a tempest, 
l A birth, and death ! 

1 Per. The voice of dead Thaisa l 

Thai. That Thaisa am l, supposed drown’d 
And dead. 

Per . Immortal Di*n 1 

Thai. Now I know you better.— 

When we with tears parted Pent asciis, 

The king, my fhther, gave you such a ring. 

[SAws a ring. 

Per. This, this; no more, you godsl your present 
kindness 

Makes my past miseries spprts : You shall do well. 
That on me touching of her lips I may 
Melt, ami no more be sen. 0 come, be buried 
A second time within them arms. 

Mar. My heart 

Leaps to be gone into my mother’s bosom. 

[KnepU Is TzusfL 

Per. Look, who kneels here! Slash of thy Mb 
Thai«at 
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Thy burthen at the t*, M*PW, 

For ihe was yielded then. 

Thai BleefUwd^lWrnl 

Ilel. Hail, madam, and my queen ! 

Thai . I knojr yow not. 

Per. You have hea^ m pay, wta X did fly Atom 
Tyre, , . 

I left behind an apoient substitute, 

Gan you remember what I call'd the man 1 
I have nam'd him oft. 

Thai. *T WOP Helipanus then. 

Per. Still confirmation l 
Embrace him, dear Thalia : this is he. 

Now do I long to hear how you were found j 
How possibly preserv’d j ana whom to thank. 

Besides the gods, for thil great miracle. 

Thai. Lord Ceriman, my lord ; this mao, through 
whom 

The gods have shown thpfr power | that can ftpm flnt 
To last resolve you. 

Per. Reverend sir, the gods 

Can have no mortal officer more like 
A god than you. Will you deliver how 
This dead queen re-lives f 

Cer. 1 will, my lad. 

Beseech you, first go with me to my houfe, 

Where shall be shown you all was found with her; 

How she came placed here within the temple; 

No needftil thing omitted. 

P«f, Pm* Diana ! 

I bless thee for thy vision, and will offer 
Night-oblations to thee. Thaisa, 

This prince, the fair-betrothed of your daughter, 

Shall marry her at Pentapolis. And now, 

This ornament that makes me look so dismal, 

Will 1, my lov'd Marina, dip to form ; 

And what this fourteen wears no raxor touch’d, 

To grace thy marriage-day) I '11 beautify. 
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Thai, Lord Cerimon hath letter* of good credit, 

Sir, that my lather ’» dead. 

Par. Heaven make a star of him 1 Yet there, my 
queen. 

We *11 oelehrate their nuptial*, and ounelvo* 

Will in that kingdom spend our following ilayt^ 

Our eon and daughter trial 1 in Tynu reign. 

Lord Cerimon, we do our longing stay, 

To hear the rmt untold. — Sir, lead die way. 

* [Exeunt omnee. 

Enter Gower. 

Ootr.^n|Antiochui and hi* daughter, you have 

Of mafufcons lust die due and just reward : 

In Pericles, hi* queen and daughter, teen 
C Although assail a with fortune fteme and keen) 
Virtue preserv'd from fell destruction a blast, 

Led on by heaven, and crown’d with joy at last 
In Helicanus may you weU descry 
A figure of truth, of Hath, «f loyalty : 

In reverend Ceiimou there well appears 
The worth that learned charity aye wean. 

For wicked Cleon and his wife, when fame 
Hod spread their cursed deed, and honour'd name 
Of Pericles, to rage the city turn ; 

Thai him and his tliey in his palace bum. 

The gods for unirther seemed so content 
To punish them ; although not done, but meant. 

So, on your patience ever mare attending, 

Hew joy wait on you ! Here our play hath ending. 

[Exit Gowaa* 


BHD OK FSHXCLSS* 






COaiOLAMUS 



I 


INTRODUCTORY REMARKS, 


* Ths tragedy of Goriolanus 1 was flnt printed in the 
folio collection of 1633. With the exception of a few 
obvioni typographical errors, inch as invariably occur 
even under die eye of an author when'a book is printed 
from manuscript, the text is wonderfully accurate. 

‘The Lives of the Nibble Grecians and Romani, 
compared together by Plutarch, done into English by 
Thomis North/ is a book on many accounts to be 
venerated. It is still the best translation of Plutarch 
we have,— full of fine robust English, — a book worthy 
of BhakSpSte to read and sometimes to imitate. Here 
be found the Story of Goriolanus told in the most gra- 
phic manner ; add he followed it pretty literally. 
Niebuhr places this' story amongst the fahuluui* legends 
of Ad me. k Plutarch, and especially Shakspere,. hate 
made It almost impossible to believe that such Romans 
did not 1 really live, and think, and talk, and act, as we 
see them In these Wonderful picture* of humanity. 

The leading idea of Shakspere’s 'Goriolanus' — the 
pivot upon which all the action turns — the key to the 
bitterneii of factious hatred Which runs through the 
whole drama — is the don test for pOwer between the 
patricians and plebeian*. This is a broad principle, 
assuming various modilieationi in various states of 
society, but very riightiy Varied k its foundations and 
its results. He that ttuW Works out the exhibition of 
this principle must paint men, let fan scene be the 
vol. x. a 3 
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Bone of the first Tribunes, or the Venice of the lest 
Doges. With the very slightest changes of accessaries, 
the principle stands for the contests between aristocracy 
and democracy, in any country or in any age. The 
historical troth, and the philosophical principle, jpjikth 
Sbakspere has embodied in * Coriolanus * are vnivecshL 
But suppose he had possessed the means of treating the 
subject with what some would call historical accuracy; 
had learnt that Plutarch, in the story of Coriolanus, 
was probably dealing only with a legend; that, if the 
story is to be received ae true, it belongs to a later 
period ; that in this later period there were very nice 
shades of difference between the classes ooss posing the 
population of Rome ; that the balance of p ow er was a 
much more complex thing than he found ' in die nar- 
rative of Plutarch : further suppose that, proud of this 
learning, he had made the universal principle of the 
plebeian and patrician hostility subsidiary to an exact 
display of it, according to the conjectures which modem 
industry and acuteness hare brought to bear on the 
subject. It is evident, we think, that he would have 
been betrayed into a false principle of art; and would 
necessarily have drawn Roman shadows instead of vital 
and enduring men. As it is, he has drawn men so 
vividly — under such permanent relations to each other 
— with such universal manifestations of character, that 
some persons of strong political feelings have been reedy 
to complain, according to their eereral creeds, either 
that his plebeians are too brutal, or his patricians too 
haughty. The tribute to Shakspere’s political im- 
partiality is complete. 
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PERSONS REPRESENTED. 


Chub Marciub Coriolanub, a noble Roman. 

Appear i. Art I. sc. \ ; ic 4 ; ac. b ; k. 6 ; sc. 8 ; «r. 9. Act II. 
ac. 1 ; ac. 2; ac. 3. Act III. ao. 1; ac. 2; so 9. Act IV. ac. 1; 
ac. 4 ; ac. b. Act \ . ac. 2 ; ac. 8 ; ao. 8. 

Titub Lartius, a general , against the Voices. 
Appears, Act I. ac. 1 ; ac. 4 ; ac. b ; ac. 7 ; ac. B. Act II. ao. 1. 
Act III. ac. 1. 

Cominiubj a general against the Voices. 
Appears , Act I. ac. 1 ; ac. 6 ; ac. 9. Act II. ao. 1 ; ac. 2. Act IIL 
ao. 1 ; ac. 2; ac. 8. Act IV. ac. 1 ; ac. 6. Act V. ao. 1. 

Mknrnitjb Aqrippa, friend to Coriolanui. 
Appears, Act I. ac. 1. Act II. ac. 1; ac. 2; ao. 8. Act III. 
ac. 1; ao. 2; ac. 8. Act IV. ao. 1 ; ao. 2 ; ac. A. ActV. ae.1; 
ao. 2; ao. 4. 

Sioiniub Vblutus, a tribune of Vie people* 
Appears, Act I. ac. 1. Act II. ao. 1 ; ac. 2: ao. 3. Act III. 
ao. 1 ; ao. 8. Act IV. ac. 8 ; ac. 8. Act V. ac. 1 ; ac. 4. 

Junius Brutus, a tribune of the people. 
Appears, Act I. ao. 1. Act II. ao. 1 ; ac. t ; ao. 3. Act IU. 
ac. l;ac. B. Act IV. ao. 2 ; ac. 8. ActV. ac. l. 

Young Marciua, son to Coriolanui. 

Appears, Aot V. ao. 8. 

A Roman Herald. 

Appears, Aot II. ao. 1. 

Tullus Aufidiub , general of the Voices. 
Appears, Act I. so. 2; ac. ft; ao. 10. Act IV. ao. 0; ao. T. 
Aot V. ac. ft; ao. 8; ac. b. 



PRISONS REPRESENTED. 
Lieutenant to Aufidiui. 




Appemrt, Act P\ m. 7. 

Conapiraton with Aufldiu*. 

Appem r, Act V. ac. ft. 

A Citiun of Antiutn. 

Appears, Act IV. ac. 4. 

Two Vole ion Guard*. 

Appear, Aet V. k. a. 

Volumnia, mother to Coriolanu*. 

App mrt , Act I. ac. 3. Act II. at. I. Act III. ac. S . Act IV. 
ac. 1 1 as. t. Act V. k. 3. 

Viroilu, wife to Coriolanu*. 

Appeen, Act 1. ac. I. ActILae.1. Act IV. •*. I ; ac. S. 
Act V. ac. 9. 

Valxri k, friend to Virgilia. 

Appeen, Act I. m. I. Act II. ac. l. Act V. ac. I. 

Gentlewoman attending Virgilia. 

Appeen, Act Lac. 3. 

Romm m d Vo&an Senators, Patricians, Miles, 
Litton, Soldiers, Citisens , Messengers, Servants to 
Anfldiua, and other Attendants . 

8CKNR, — -PARTLY IN Rons J AND PARTLY |M TUX 
TXRRITOEXM OP TUX VOLOIANS AND AUTUTXS. 
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ACT I. 

SCENE I.— Rome. A Street. 

Enter a company of mutinous Citizens, with staves, 
clubs, and other weapons. 

1 Cit. Before we proceed any further, hear me speak. 

Cit. Speak, speak. [Several speaking at once. 

1 Cit. You are all resolved rather to die than to 
famish? 

Cit. Resolved, resolved. 

1 Cit. First, you know, Caius Marcius is chief enemy 
to the people. 

Cit . We know % we know ’t 

1 Cit Let us kill him, and well have ooro at our 
own price. Is ’t a verdict f 

Cit. No more talking on ’t : let it be done t away, 
away ! 

2 Cit. One word, good citizens. 

1 Cit. We are accounted poor citizens ; the patri- 
cians, good :* What authority surfeits cm would relieve 
us. If they would yield us but the superfluity, while 
it were wholesome, we might guess they relieved us 
humanely; but they dunk we ase too dean the lean- 
ness that afflicts us, the object of our misery, is as an 
inventory to particularize their abundance j our suflbr- 

• Oo&S — la the nercaotlle taste, flo Shylaek says, "Antoafe 
b s good man." 
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■aoe is a gain to them. — Let ue revenge this with our 
fftm,e*ewe become rakee :* for the gods know, I speak 
this in hanger for bead, not in thirst for revenge 

2 CiL Would you proceed especially against Caius 

Marcias f 

CiL Against him first : he ’■ a very dog to ^e com- 
monalty. 

2 CiL Consider you what services he has done for his 
country? 

I Cit. Very well ; and could be content to give him 
good report for ’t, but that he pays himself with being 
proud. 

All. Nay, but speak not maliciously. 

1 Cit. 1 say unto you, what be hath done famously 
he did it to that end ; though soft-conscienced men can 
be content to say it was for his country, he did it to 
please his mother, and to be partly proud; which he is, 
even to the altitude of his virtue. 

2 CiL What he cannot help in his nature you ac- 
oount a vice in him : You must in no way my he is 
covetous. 

1 Cit. If I must not, I need not be barren of accu- 
sations ; be hath faults, with surplus, to tire in repeti- 
tion. [Starts within.] What shouts are these? The 
other side o’ the city is risen : Why stay we prating 
here? to the Capitol! 

AU. Come, come. 

1 Cit. Soft! who comes here ? 

Enter Mbnenius Agrifi'a. 

2 CiL Worthy Menenius Agrippa; one that hath 
always loved the people. 

1 Cit. He ’■ one honest enough Would all the met 

were so! 

* Rakes. The allusion, then can be little doubt, is to the 
tool so called. The simile is very old ; we find in duuom— 

" Aa lean was bis horse as is a rahe.” 
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Men . What work \ my countrymen, in hand! 
Where go you 

With bats and clubs f The matter f Speak, I pray you. 

2 Cit.* Our business is not unknown to the senate ; 
they have had inkling, this fortnight, what we intend to 
do, which now we 11 show 'em in deeds. They say 
poor suitors have strong breaths ; they shall know we 
. nave strong arms too. 

Men. Why, masters, my good friends, mine honest 
neighbours, 

I Will you undo yourselves % 
i 2 Cit. We cannot, sir, we are undone already. 

Men. 1 tell you, friends, most charitable care 
, Have the patricians of you. For your wants, 

Your suffering in this dearth, you may as well 
Strike at the heaven with your staves, as lift them 
Against the Roman state ; whose course will on 
The way it takes, cracking ten thousand curbs 
Of more strong link asunder than can ever 
Appear in your impediment : For the deaith, 

The gods, not the patricians, make it; and 
Your knees to them, not arms, must help. Alack, 

You are transported by calamity 
Thither where more attends you ; and you slander 
The helms o' the state, who care for you like fathers, 
When you curse them as enemies. 

2 Ctt. Care for us ! — True, indeed ! — They ne’er 
cared for us yet Suffer us to famish, and their store- 
houses crammed with grain ; make edicts for usury, to 
support usurers ; repeal daily any wholesome act esta- 

* All the subsequent dialogue with Menenius is given by the 
modem editors to the fir* rituen. The Jvrtt citisen is a hater 
of publio men,— the second of public meant et ; the first would 
Mil Coriolanui,— the second would repeal the lawa relating to 
corn and usury. He says not one word against Coriolanui. 
We are sa ti s fi e d , that it was not Shakspeie’s intention to make 
the low brawler against an Individual argue eo well with Men*- 
ulus In the matter of the " kmgly<orowned head," fee. 
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Ukfaod against the rich; and provide more piercing 
statutes doily, to chain up and restrain the i»or. If 
tbo won eat us not up, they will ; and there a all the 
love they bear us. 

Mm. Either you must 
Ceofns yourselres wondrous malicious, 

Or be accus'd of folly. I shall tell you 
A pretty tale ; it may be you have heard it ; 

But, mace it serves my purpose, I will venture 
To scale V a little more. 

2 Cit. Well, I 'll hear it, sir: yet you must not 
think to fob off oar disgrace with a tale : but, an *t 
please you, deliver. 

Men. There was a time when all the body's mem- 
ben 

Bebell’d against the belly ; thus accus'd it 
That only like a gulf it did remain 
I' the midst o’ the body, idle and unactive. 

Still cupboarding the viand, never boating 

Like labour with the rest ; where the other instruments 

Did see and hear, devise, instruct, walk, fed, 

And mutually participate ; did minister 

■ Towle 't. It is necessary to see hov Shnksptrs hss u serf 
this verb in other punges. In the second act Sidntui tells the 
citizens. 


14 You have found. 



Dr. Johnson explains this, " Weighing his past and present 
behaviour.** In 4 Measure tat Measure,’ when the Duke ex* 

S ilos his protect to Isabella, he says, by ibis Is “ the corrupt 
puty tooted. * Upon this passage Johnson says, 44 To teals 
ths deputy way be to reach him, or it snaar be to atrip him.** 
Hero be diffscs from hie interpretation of the pamage in 4 Gorio> 
hums.’ But surely "the corrupt deputy** may be 44 sealed" in 
the same way that the bearing of Ooriolaans is 44 sealed.*’ If 
this interpretation be good for two of the passages, why not for 
a third,— dial of the teat before ns ? Meoentos will venture to 
tee^pd, to try the value, of the 44 pretty tali ’ 4 a little mom; 
though they may have heard it, be will again Male H. 
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Unto the appetite and a flection common 
Of the whole body. The belly answered,— 

2 Cit. Well, air, what answer made the bally f 
Men. Sir, I shall tell you. — With a kind of smile, 
Which ne'er came from the lungs, but even thus, 

(For, look you, I may make the belly smile 
As well as speak,) it tauntingly replied 
To the discontented members, the mutinous parts 
That envied his receipt ; even so most fitly 
As you malign our senators, for that 
They are not such as you. 

2 Cit. Tour belly’s answer; What! 

The kingly-crowned head, die vigilant eye, 

The counsellor heart, the am our soldier, 

Our steed the leg, the tougue our trumpeter, 

With other muniments and petty helps 
In this our fabric, if that they — 

Men. What then ? — 

’Fore me, this fellow speaks ! — wbat then ? what then ? 

2 Cit. Should by the cormorant belly be i retrain'd, 
Who is the sink o’ the body, — 

Men. Well, wbat then f 

2 Cit. The former agents, if they did complain, 
What could the belly answer 1 
Men. 1 will tell you ; 

If you 11 bestow a small (of what you have little) 
Patience a while, you 11 hear the belly’s answer. 

2 Cit. You are long about it. 

Men. Note me this, good friend ; 

Your most grave belly was deliberate, 

Not rash like his accusers, and thus answer'd. 

** True is it, my incorporate friends," quoth be, 
u That I receive the general food at first, 

Which you do live upon : and fit it is: 

Because I am the storehouse, and the niop 
Of the whole body : But if you do remember, 

1 send it through the riven of your blood 
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Sno to the court, the heart, to the wet o’ the brain, 
And through the cnnka and officer of man : 
l The strongest nerves, and small inferior veins, 

| From me receive that natural competency 

Whereby they live :* And though that all at once, 
Too, my good friends," (this says the belly,) mqjk me, — 

1 Off. Ay, sir ; well, wall. 

Men. u Though all at once cannot 

See what I do deliver out to each , 

Yet I can make my audit up, that all 
From me do back receive the flour of all. 

And leave me but the bran." What say you to ’t ? 

2 Cit. It was an answer : How apply you this 1 
Met a. The senators of Rome are this good belly, 

And you the mutinous members : For examine 
Their counsels and their cares; digest things rightly, 
Touching the weal o' the common ; you shall flud, 

No public benefit, which you receive, 

But it proceeds, or comes, from them to you, 

And no way from yourselves. — What do you think f 
You, the great toe of this assembly ?— 

2 Cit. 1 the great toe! Why the great toe? 

Men. For that, being one o' the lowest, basest, poorest, 
Of this most wire rebellion, thou go’st foremost : 

Thou rascal, that art worst in blood to run, 

* The usual punctuation of this passage Is,— 

" 1 send h through the rivers of your blood, 

Even to the court, the heart,— to the seat o' the brain ; 
And, through the cranks and offices of man, 

The strongest nerves," be. 

The obvious meaning of the pamage without any of this 
forced punctuation (the original uses no point but the oomma) 
appears to us to be,— I send the general food through the rlvt 
or your blood, to the court, the heart ; 1 send it to the seat 
the brain, and through the cranks and offices (obscure parts) 
the whole body. By this means 
" The strongest nerves, and small inferior veins, 

From ms rsoeive that natural oompetancy 
Whereby they live." 
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Lead’st first, to win some vantage. — 

Bat make you ready your stiff bats and clubs; 

Rome and her rats an at the point of battle, 

The one side must hare bale." — Hail, noble Maronisl 

Enter Gains Maroius. 

Mar. Thanks. — What i the matter, you dis— irious 
rogues, 

That, rubbing the poor itch of your opinion, 

Make yourselves scabs f 

2 CtL We have ever your good word. 

Mar. He that will give good words to thee will flatter 
Beneath abhorring. — What would you have, you curs, 
That like nor peace, nor war f the one affrights you. 
The other makes you proud. He that trusts to you, 
Where he should And you lions finds you hares ; 

Where foxes, geese : You are no surer, no, 

Than is the coal of fire upon the ice, 

Or hailstone in the sun. Your virtue is, 

To make him worthy whose offence subdues him, 

And curse that justice did it Who deserves greatness 
Deserves your hate : and your affections are 
A sick man’s appetite, who desires most that 
Which would increase his evil. He that depends 
Upon your favours swims with fins of lead, 

And hews down oaks with rushes. Hang ye! Trust yef 
With every minute you do change a mind ; 

And call him noble that was now your hate, 

Him vile that was your garland. What ’s the matter, 
That in these several places of the city 
You cry against the noble senate, who, 

Under the gods, keep you in awe, which else 
Would feed on one another f— What ’s their seeking f 

Men. For com at their own rates ; whereof, they say, 
The city is well stor'd. 

* Bale— tain, Thu is the only butanes in which Shakaper* 
uses the substantive bakt though ws have frequently totyW. 
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Mar . Haig 'em) They *ay! 

TVy ’ll ah by the fire, and prenne to know 
What '• dooe i’ the Capitol : who '■ like to riae, 

Who thrive#, ad who declines : tide fictions, and five 
out 

Conjectural marriages; making jjarties strung, 

And tabling such ae atand not in their liking 
Below their cobbled shoes. They say there 'a grain 
enough! 

Would the nobility lay aside their rath,* 

And let me nse my sword, I ’d make a quarry 
With thousands of these quarter'd slaves, as high 
As I oould pick b my lance. 

Men. Nay, these an almost thoroughly persuaded j 
For though abundantly they lack discretion, 

Tel are they patting cowardly. But, 1 beseech you, 
What says tire other troop 1 
Mar. They are dissolved : Hang 'em ! 

They said they were an-hungry ; sigh'd forth proverbs. 
That hunger brc&e stone walls, that dogs must eat, 

That meat waa made for mouths, that the gods sent not 
Com for the rich men only s— With these shreds 
They vented their complainings ; which being answer’d, 
And a petition granted them, a strange one, 

(To break the heart of ceneroalty, 

And make bold power look pale,) they threw their cape 
As they would hang them on the boras o’ the moon, 
Shouting their emulation. 

Men. What is granted them f 

Mar. Five tribunes to defend their vulgar wisdoms^ 
Of their own choice : One *1 Junius Brnttii, 

Sicinius Velutus, and 1 know hot — *Sdeath ! 

The rabble should have first unroof’d the city, 

Bn so prevail’d with toe j it will in time 
Win upon power, and throw forth greater theme# 

For insuneetwn’s arguing. 

* RreA-pity. t FfeA— pitch* 



Som I.] 


l OOR10LAJfUS. 


lft 


Men. This is strange. 

Mar. Go, get you home, you fragments ! 

Enter a Messenger, hastily. 

Mess. Where 's Caius Marcius ? 

Mar. Here : What ’s the matter f 

Mess The news is, sir, the Voices are in arms. 

Mar. I am glad on ’t ; then we shall have means to 
vent 

Our musty superfluity : — See, our best elders. 

Etiter Cokiniub, Titus Lartius, and other Senators} 
Junius Brutus, and Sioinius Vslutus. 

1 Sen. Marcius, ’t is true that you have lately told 
us; 

The Voices are in arms. 

Mar. They have a leader, 

Tullus Aufidius, that will put you to ’t 
I sin in envying his nobility : 

And were I anything but what I am, 

1 would wish me only he. 

Com. You have fought together. 

Afar. Were half to half the world by the ears, and 
he 

Upon my party, I ’d revolt, to make 
Only my wars with him : he is a lion 
That I am proud to hunt. 

1 Sen. Then, worthy Marcius, 

Attend upon Cominius to these wars. 

Com . It is your former promise. 

Mar. Sir. it is; 

And I am constant. — Titus Lartius, thou 
Shalt see me once more strike at Tullus' face: 

What, art thou stiff? stand'st out ? 

Tit. No, Caius Marcius ; 

1 11 lean upon one cratch, and fight with V other, 

Ere stay behind this business. 
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Men. 0 f true bred ! 

1 Sen. Your company to the Capitol; where, I 
know, 

Our greatest friend* attend in. 

T*L Lead you on : 

Follow, Com ini us; we must follow you ; 

Right worthy you priority.* 

Com. Noble Marc i us ! 

1 Sen . Hence ! To your homes, be gone. 

[To the Citizen*. 

Mar. Nay, let them follow : 

The Voice* have much com ; take these rats thither, 

To gnaw their gamers : — Worshipful mutineers, 

Your valour puts well forth : pray, follow. 

[Exeunt Senators, Cox.. Mar., Tit., and Mamm. 
Citizens steal away. 

Sic. Was ever man so proud as is this Marcius f 
Bru. He has no equal. 

Sic. When we were chosen tribunes for the people, — 
Bru. Mark’d you hi* lip and eyes ? 

Sic. Nay, but his taunts. 

Bru. Being mov’d, ho will not spare to gird b the gods. 
Sic. Be-mock the modest moon. 

Bru. The present wars devour him : he is grown 
Too proud to he so valiant 0 

Sic. Such a nature, 

Tickled with good success, disdains the shadow 
Which be treads on at noon : But 1 do wonder 
His insolence can brook to be commanded 
Under Cominius. 

0 We most here understand, worthy of priority. 
b Gird. This is the verb of FalstafTs noun, “ Every man 
has a obrd at me.” 

0 There Is much dispute about the meaning of tide wptenee. 
“ The present vtots devour him ” is clear enough, we think ; 
die wars absorb, eat up dm whole man : and then comes the 
explanation ; he is grown too proud of Ids valour — of being so 
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Bru. Fane, at tbe which he aimi, 

In whom already he is well grac'd, cannot 
Better he held, nor more attain'd, than by 
A place below the first : for what miscarries 
Shall be the general’s fault, though he perform 
To the utmost of a man ; and giddy censure 
Will then cry out of Marcius, “ O, if he 
Had home the business !” 

Sir. Besides, if things go well. 

Opinion, that bo sticks on Marcius, Bhall 
Of his demerits * rob Cominius. 

Bru. Come : 

Half all Cominius' honours are to Marcius, 

Though Marcius earn'd them not ; and all his faults 
To Marcius shall be honours, though, indeed. 

In aught he merit not. 

Sic. Let 's hence, and hear 

How the despatch is made ; and in what fashion, 

More than in singularity, he goes 
Upon this present action. 

Bru. Let 's along. [Exeunt. 

SCENE II.— Corioli. The Senate-House. 

Enter Tullus Aufidius, and certain Senators. 

1 Sen. So, your opinion is, Aufldius, 

That they of Rome are enter'd in our. counsels, 

And know how we proceed. 

mt- . Is it not yours t 

Whatever have b been thought on in this state, 

That could be brought to bodily act ere Rome 
Had circumvention 1 'T is not four days gone 
Since I heard thence ; these are the words : I think 

* Demerit*. The word it used In a similar mum in * Othello,' 
that of * writs. The meaning of ill-deserving was acquired 
later; for demerit is constantly used for detert by the old 
writers. 

b Whatever have— elliptlcally, whatever t hmgt have. 
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I have the letter here; yes, here it is: [Read*. 

“They here press'd a power. but it is not known 
Whether for east or west : The dearth is greet ; 

The people mutinous : and it is rumour’d. 

Com ini us, Marcias your old enemy, 

(Who is of Rome worse hated than of you,) 

And Titus Lartius, a most valiant Roman, 

These three lead on this preparation 
Whither \ is bent : most likely, ’t is for you : 

Consider of it." 

1 Sen. Our army '• in the field : 

We never yet made doubt but Rome was ready 
To answer us. 

Auf. Nor did you think it folly 
To keep your great pretences veil’d till when 
They needs must show themselves; which in the 
hatching, 

It seem'd, appear'd to Rome. By the discovery, 

We shall lie shorten’d iu our aim ; which was, 

To take in a many towns, ere, almost, Rome 
Should know we were afoot. 

2 Sen. s Noble Aufidius, 

Take your commission ; hie you to your bands : 

Let us alone to guard Corioli : 

If they set down before us, for the remove 
Bring up your army ; bu£ I think, you ’ll find 
They *ve not prepar'd for us. 

Auf. O, doubt not that ; 

I speak from oertainties. Nay, more ; 

Some parcels of their powers are forth already, 

And only hitherward. I leave your honours. 

If we and Caius Marciue chance to meet, 

T is sworn between us we shall ever h strike 
Till one can do no more. 

* take is~ subdue. 

By ** ever strike " we understand, we shall contioue to 
strike ; If ws adopt the modem reading of never, ws must 
accept strike iu the sense of striking a colour— yielding. 
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All. The gods assist you ! 

Auf. And keep your honoun safe ! 

1 Sen. Farewell. 

2 Sen. Farewell. 

AIL Farewell. [Exeunt, 


•SCENE III. — Rome. An Apartment in Marc i us’ 
Home. 

Enter Volumnia and Virginia : They sit down OH 
two Iqto stools , and sew. 

Vol. I pray you, daughter, sing ; or express yourself 
in a more comfortable sort : If my ion were rar hus- 
band, I should freelier rejoice in that absence wherein 
he won honour, than in die embraoements of his bed, 
where he would show most love. When yet he was but 
tender-bodied, and the only son of my womb ; wheti 
youth with comeliness plucked all gate his way j when, 
for a day of king's entreaties, a mother should not sell 
him an hour from her beholding ) I /—considering how 
honour would become such a person ) that it wai no 
better than picture-like to hang by the wall, if rertown 
made it not stir, —-was pleased to let him seek danger 
where he was like to find fame. To a cruel war I Mnt 
him ; from whence he returned, his brows bound with 
oak. I tdl thee, daughter, — I sprang not more in joy 
at first hearing he was a man-child, than now in first 
seeing he had proved himself a man. 

Vir. But had he died in the bufinesa madam t how 
then! 

Vol. Then his good report should hare been my eon ; 
I therein would have found issue. Hear me pedfote 
sincerely Had I a doaen sons, each in ttit love alike, 
and none less dear than thine and hit good Ha&itis, 1 
hod rather had eleven die nmt for their country, than 
one voluptuously surfeit out of action. 

o 2 
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Enter a Gentlewoman. 

Gent. Madam, the lady Valeria it come to visit 
you. 

Fir. 'Beseech you, give me leave to retire myself. 

VoL Indeed, you shall not 

1 bear hither your husbaud's drum ; 

See him pluck Aufidius down by the hair ; 

As children from a bear, die Voices shunning him : 
j Methinks, I see him stamp thus, and call thus, — 
i “Come on, you cowards ! you were got in fear, 

Though you were born in Rome :** His bloody brow 
With his mail'd hand then wiping, forth he goes ; 

Like to a harvest-man, that s task'd to mow 
| Or all, or lose his hire. 

Fir. His bloody brow ! O, Jupiter, no blood I 
( VoL Away, you fool ! it more becomes a man 
I Than gilt bis trophy : The breasts of Hecuba, 

Wben she did suckle Hector, look’d not lovelier 
Than Hector's forehead, when it spit forth blood 
At Grecian swords' contending. — Tell Valeria 
We are fit to bid her welcome. [Exit Gent 

Fir. Heavens bless my lord from fell Aufidius ! 

Veil. He ’ll beat Aufidius’ head below his knee, 

And head upon his neck. 

Re-enter Gentlewoman, with Valsbia and her Usher. 

VoL My ladies both, good day to you. 

Fot Sweet madam. 

Fir. I am glad to see your ladyship. 

Fat How do you both? you are manifest house- 
keepers. What are you sewing here? A floe spot, in 
good faith. — How does your little son ? 

Fir. I thank your ladyship ; well, good madam. 

Vol. He had rather see the swords, and hear a dram, 
than look man his 

Fat O’ my word, the father's son: I ’U swear His 
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a very pretty boy. O’ my troth, I looked upon him 
o' Wednesday half an boor together : he has such a 
confirmed countenance. I saw him run after a gilded 
butterfly ; and when he caught it, he let it go again ; 
and after it again ; and over and over he comes, and 
up again; catcbed it again: or whether his fall en- 
raged him, or how ’t was, he did so set his teeth, and 
tear it ; O, I warrant, how he mammocked it ! 

Vol. One of his father’s moods. 

Val Indeed, la, ’t is a noble child. 

Vir. A crack, madam. 

Val. Come, lay aside your stitchery ; I must have 
you play the idle huswife with me this afternoon. 

Vir. No, good madam ; I will not out of doon. 

Val. Not out of doors ? 

Vol. She shall, she shall. 

Vir. Indeed, no, by your patience : l will not over 
the threshold till my lord return from the wars. 

Val. Fie ! you confine yourself most unreasonably. 
Come, you must go visit the good lady that lies in. 

Vir. I will wish her speedy strength, and visit her 
with my prayers ; but I cannot go thither. 

Vol. Why, I pray you 1 

Vir. T is not to save labour, nor that I want love. 

Val You would be another Penelope : yet, they say, 
all the yam she spun in Ulysses’ absence did but fill 
Ithaca full of moths- Come ; I would - your cambric 
were sensible as your finger, that you might leave 
pricking it for pity. Come, you shall go with us. 

Vir. No, good madam, pardon me ; indeed I will 
not forth. 

Val In truth, la, go with me ; and I 'll tell you 
excellent news of your husband. 

Vir. O, good madam, there can be none yet 

Val. Verily, I do not jestvith you; there came 
news from him last night 
Fir. Indeed, madam f 
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VaL In earnest, it trne j I heard a senator speak it 
Thru it is : — The Voices have an army forth, against 
whom Cominius the general is gone, with one part of 
our Roman power : your lord and Titus Lartius are 
set down before their city Corioli ; they nothing doubt 
prevailing, and to make it brief ware. This is |yue, on 
mine honour ; and so, 1 pray, go with us. 

Vir. Give me excuse, good madam ; I will obey 
you in everything hereafter. 

Vol. Let her alone, lady ; as she is now, site will 
but disease our better mirth. 

VaL In troth, 1 dunk she would : — Fare you well, 
then. — Gome, good sweet lady. — Prithee, Virgilia, turn 
thy solemnness out o' door, and go along with us. 

Vir. No : at a word, madam, indeed 1 must not. 
1 wish you much mirth. 

VaL Well, then forewell. [ Exeunt 

SCENE IV. — Before Corioli. 

Enter, with drum » and colours, Marcius, Titus 
Lartius, Officers, and Soldiers. To them a Mes- 
senger. 

Afar. Yonder comes news: — A wager, they have 
met 

Lari. My horse to yours, no. 

Mar. T is done. 

Lari. t Agreed. 

Mar. Sav, has ‘our general met the enemy l 
Mess. They lie in view ; but have not spoke o| yet 
Lart. So, the good horse is mine. 

Afar. 1 11 buy him of you, 

Lart. No, 1 11 nor sell nor give him : lend you him 
I will, 

For half a hundred years. — Summon the town. 

Afar. How for off lie these armies f 

Meu. Within this mile and half. 

i 
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Afar. Then shall we hear their Harum, and they ours. 
Now, Mars, I prithee, make us quick in work ; 

That we with smoking swords may march from henoe, 
To help our fielded friends 1 — Come, blow thy blast 

They Bound a parley. Enter, on the walls, tome 
Senators, and other*. 

Tullus Aufidius, is he witliin your walls 1 

1 Sen. No, nor a man that fears you less than he : 
That 's lesser than a little. Hark, our drums 

[Alarum* afar off. 
Are bringing forth our youth : We 1l break our walls, 
Rather than they shall pound us up : Our gates, 

Which yet seem shut, we liave but pinn’d with ruslie3 ; 
They ’ll open of themselves. Hark you, afar off; 

[Other alarum #. 

There is Aufidius ; list, what work he makes 
Amongst your cloven army. 

Mar. O, tliey are at it ! 

Lart. Their noise be our instruction. — Ladders, ho ! 

The Voices enter , and pass over the stage. 

Mar. They fear us not, but issue forth their city. 
Now put your shields before your hearts, and fight 
With hearts more proof than shields. — Advance, brave 
Titus : 

They do disdain us much beyond our thoughts, 

Which makes me sweat with wrath. — Come on, my 
fellows ; 

He that retires I ’ll take him for a Voice, 

And he shall feel mine edge. 

Alarums, and exeunt Romans and Voloei, fighting • 
The Romans are beaten back to their trtnohee. Re- 
enter Mabgius. 

Afar. All the contagion of the south lignt on you, 

Tod shames of Rome! — you herd of— Boils and 
plagues 


4 



M 


C0RI0LANU8. 


[Act L 


Plaster you o’er ; (hat you may be abhorr'd 
Further than Men, and one infect anotlier 
Against the wind a mile ! You souls of geese 
That bear the shapes of men, bow have you run 
From slaves that apes would beat ! Pluto and bell 1 
All hurt behind ; backs ml, and faces pale 
With flight and agued fear ! Mend, and charge nume, 
Or, by the fines of heaven, 1 11 leave the foe, 

And make my wars an >ou ! look to ’t : Come an ; 

If you 11 stand fast, we 11 beat than to tbeir wives, 

Aa they us to our trenches followed. 


Another alarum. The Voices and Romans re-enter, j 
and the fight it renewed. The Voices retire into . 
Corioli, and M abci us follow* them to the gates. 

So, now the gates are ope : — Now prove good seconds : 

T is for the followers fortune widens than, 

Not tar the fliers : mark me, and do the like. 

[He enters the gates , and is shut in. 

1 Sol. Fool-hardiness; not I. • 

S Sol. Nor I. 

3 Sol. See, they have shut him in. 

[Alarum continues. 

AIL To the pot, I warrant him. 


Enter Titos Lautxus. 

Lari. What is become of Morcius 1 

All. Slain, sir, doubtless. 

1 SoL Following the fliers at the very heels, 

‘With them he enters : who, upon the sudden, 

Clapp'd to their gates ; be is nimself alone, 

To answer all the city. 

Lart. O noble fellow ! 

Who sensibly outdares his senseless sword, 

And when it bows stands up ! Thou art left, Marcias i 
A carbuncle entire, as big as thou art, 

Wen not so rich a jewel. Thou wast a soldier 
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I Even to Cato's wish, not fierce and terrible 
Only in strokes ; but with thy (prim looks and 
I The thunder-like jiercussion of thy sounds, 
j Thou mad'st thine enemies shake, as if the world 
Were feverous, and did tremble. 

Reenter Marciuh, bleeding, assaulted by the enemy . 

1 Sol. Look, sir. 

Lart. O ! ’t is Marcius : 

Let ’s fetch him off, or make remain alike. 

[ They fight , and all enter the city 

SCENE V. — Within the Town. A Street. 
Enter certain Romans, with spoils. 

1 Rom. This will I carry to Rome. 

2 Rom. And I this. 

3 Rom. A murrain on ’t ! I took this for silver. 

[Alarum continues still afar off. 

Enter Maroivs and Titus Lartius, with a trumpet. 

Mar . See here these movers, tliat do prize their hours 
At a crack’d drachm ! Cushions, leaden spoons, 

Irons of a doit, doublets that hangmen would 
Bury with those that wore them, these base slaves, 

Ere yet the fight be done, pack up : — Down with them !— 
And hark, what noise the general makes ! — To him ! — 
There is die man of my soul's hate, Aufidius, 

Piercing our Romans : Then, valiant Titus, take 
Convenient numbers to make good the city ; 

Whilst I, with those that have the spirit^ will haste 
To help Cominius. 

Lart. Worthy sir, thou bleed’st ; 

Thy exercise hath been too violent 
For a second course of fight. 

Mar. Sir, praise me not : 

My work hath yet not warm'd me : Fare you well. 
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The blood I drop is other physical 
Thin dangero us to me : To Aufldhai thu« 

1 will appear, and fight. 

Lart Now the fair goddew, Fortuny 

Fall deep in love with thee •, and her peat donna 
Misguide thy opposen' sword* ! Bold gentleman, 

| Prosperity be thy page ! 

Mar. Thy friend no less 

Than those ahe placeth highest ! — So, farewell. 

Lart. Thou worthiest Marcius I — f Exit Man. 

Go, sound thy trumpet in the market-place ; 

Call thither all the officers of tlie town, 

When they shall know our mind : Away ! [ Exeunt . 

SCENE VI. — Near the Camp of Cominius. 
Enter Cominius and Forces, retreating. 

Com. Breathe you, my friends ; well fought : we are 
come off 

Like Romans, neither foolish in our stands, 

Nor cowardly in retire : believe me, sirs, 

We shall be charg'd again. Whiles we have struck, 
By interims and conveying gusts we have heard 
The charges of our friends : — The Roman gods 
Lead their successes as we wish our own ; 

That both out powers, with smiling fronts encountering, 

Enter a Messenger. 

% May give you thankful sacrifice ! — Thy news! 

Mese. The citiaens of Corioli have issued, 

And given to Lartius and to Marcias battle : 

I saw our party to their trenches driven, 

And thwi | came awav. 

Com. Though thou ipeak'st truth, 

Methinks thou ipeak'st not well. Bow long is 't since 1 
Mese, Above an hour, my lord. 

Cam. T i* ntrt a mite ; briefly we beard their drums t 
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How couldit thou in a mile confound an hour, 

And bring thy news so late! 

Mesa. Spies of the Voices 

Held me in chase, that 1 was forc'd to wheel 
Tlnee or four miles about ; else had I, sir, 

Half an hour since brought my report. 

Enter Maacius. 

Com. Who ’§ yonder, 

That does appear as he were flay’d? O gods ! 

He has the stamp of Marcius ; and I have 
Before- time seen him thus. 

Mar. Come I too late f 

Com. The shepherd knows not thunder from a tabor, 
More than I know the sound of Marcius’ tongue 
From every meaner man. 

Mar. Come I too late ? 

Com. Ay, if you come not in the blood of others, 
But mantled in your own. 

Jtfor. O ! let me clip you 

In arms as sound as when I woo’d ; in heart 
As merry as when our nuptial day was done, 

And tapers bum'd to bedwaid. 

Com. Flower of warriors, 

How is ’t with Titus Lartius ? 

Mar. As with a man busied about decrees : 
Condemning some to death, and some to exile ; 
Ransoming him, or pitying, threat’ning the other ; 
Holding Corioli in the name of Rome, 

Even like a fawning greyhound in the leash, 

To let him slip at will. 

Com . Where is that slave 

Which told me they hod beat you to your trendies? 
Where is he ? Call him hither. 

Mar. Let him alone, 

He did inform the truth : But for our gentlemen, 

The common file, (A plague !— Tribunes for than !) 
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The mouee ne’er shunn’d the cat as they dkl budge 
From nacals wone than they. | 

Com. But how prevail’d you'. i 

Afar. Will tlie time eerve to tellf 1 do not think : 
Where is the enemy T Are you lords o’ the field f 
If not, why cease you till you are so f 

Com. Marcius, we have at disadvantage fought, 1 

And did retire, to win our purpose. 

Mar. How lies their battle f Know you on which 
side 

They have plac’d their men of trust 9 

Com. As I guess, Marcius, 

Tlieir hands in the vaward are the Antiates, 

Of tlieir best trust ; o’er them Aufidius, 

Their very heart of hope. 

Mar. 1 do beseech you. 

By all tlic battles wherein we have fought, 

By the blood we have shed together, by the vows 
We have made to endure friends, that you directly 
Set me against Autidius, and his Antiates ; 

And that you not delay the present ; but, 

Filling the air with swords advanc’d, and darts, 

We prove this very hour. 

Com. Though I could wish 

'STou were conducted to a gentle bath, 

And balms applied to you, yet dare I never 
Deny your asking; take your choice of those 
That best can aid your action. 

Mar. Those are they 

That most are willing : — If any such be here, 

(As it were sin to doubt,) that love this painting 
Wherein you see me smear'd ; if any fear 
Lesser his person than an ill report ; 

If any think brave death outweighs bail life; 

And that his country ’s dearer than himself ; 

Let him alone, or so many so minded. 

Wave thus, [vxwing his hand] to express his disposition, 
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And follow Marcius. 

[ They all shout, and wave their swords ; take 
him up in their arms f and cast up their cape. 
O me, alone ! Make you a sword of me ¥ 

If these shows l>e not outward, which of you 
But is four Voices ¥ None of you but is 
Able to l)ear against the great Aufidius 
A sliield as hard as his. A certain number, 

Though thanks to all, must 1 select from all : the reft 
Shall bear the business in some other fight, 

As cause will be obey’d. Please you to march ; 

And four shall auickly draw out my command, 

Which men are best incliu’d. 

Com. March on, my fellows : 

Make good this ostentation, and you shall 
Divide in all with us. [Exeunt. 

SCENE VII. — The Oates o/Corioli. 

Titus Lartius, having set a guard upon Corioli, going 
with a drum and trumpet toward Cokinius and 
Caius Marcius, enters with a Lieutenant, a party 
of Soldiers, and a Scout. 

Lart So, let the ports be guarded; keep your 
duties. 

As I have set them down. If I do fend, despatch 
Those centuries to our aid ; the rest will serve 
For a short holding : If we lose the field, 

We cannot keep the town. 

Lieu. Fear not our care, sir. 

Lart. Hence, and shut your gates upon us. — 

Our guider, come ; to the Roman camp conduct us. 

[ Exeunt 
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SCENE VIII. — A Field of Battle between the Roman 
and the Volcian Camps. 

Alarum. Enter Marcius and Aunnius. 

Mar . I II fight with none but thee ; for I do hate tbee 
Wane than a promise-breaker. 

Auf. We hate alike ; 

Not Afric owns a serpent I abhor 
More than thy fame, and envy : Fix thy foot 
Mar. Let the first budget die the other’s slave, 

And the gods doom him alter ! 

Auf. If I fly, Marcius, 

Halloo me like a hare. 

Mar. Within these tliree hours, Tulltu, 

Alone I fought in your Corioli walls, 

And made what work I pleas'd ; T is not my blood 
Wherein thon seest me mask'd : for thy revenge 
Wrench up thy power to the highest. 

Auf. Wert thou the Hector 

That was the whip of your biagg'd progeny, 

Thou thouldst not scape me here. — 

[They fight, and certain Voices come to the 
aid of Aufidius. 

Officious, and not valiant — you have sham'd me 
In your condemned seconds. 

[Exeunt fighting % driven in by Marcius. 

SCENE IX. — The Roman Camp. 

Alarum. A retreat is sounded. Flourish. Enter at 
one side , Cominius, and Romans ; at the other side , 
Marcius, toith his arm in a scarf and other 
Romans. 

Com. If I should tell thee o'er this thy day's work, 
Thou It not believe thy deeds : but I 'll report it 
Where senators shall mingle tears with smiles; 
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When great patrician* shall attend, and shrug, 

I' the end, admire ; where ladies shall be frighted. 

And, gladly quak'd, hear more ; where the dull tribunes, 
That, with the fusty plebeians, hate thine honours, 

Shall say, against their hearts, — “We thank the gods, 
Our Rome hath such a soldier!" — 

Yet cam'st thou to a morsel of this feast, 

Haring fully din'd before. 

Enter Titvm L art jus, with hi* power, from the pursuit 

Lart. O general, 

Here is the steed, we the caparison : 

Hadst thou beheld — 

Afar. Pray now, no more : my mother, 

Who has a charter to extol her blood. 

When she does praise me grieves me. I hare done, 

As you have done : that ’s what I can ; induc'd 
As you have been ; that 's for my country : 

He that has but effected his good will 
Hath orertaVn mine act. 

Com. You shall not be 

The grave of your deserving : Rome must know 
The value of her own : 't were a concealment 
Worse than a theft, no less than a traducement, 

To hide your doings ; and to silence that, 

Which, to the spire and topof praises vouch'd, 

Would seem but modest : Therefore,- 1 beseech yon, 

(In sign of what you are, not to reward 
What you hare done,) before our army hear me. 

Mar. I hare some wounds upon me, and they smart 
To hear themselves remember'd. 

Com. Should they not, 

Well might they fester 'gainst ingratitude, 

And tent themselves with death. Of all the horses, 
(Whereof we have ta’en mod, and good store,) of all 
The treasure, in this field achiev'd, and city, 

We render you the tenth ; to be ta’en forth. 
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Before tbe common distribution, 

At your only choice. 

Mar. I thank you, general ; 

But cannot make my lieart consent to take 
A bribe to pay my sword : I do refuse it ; 

And stand upon my common part with those 
That have beheld tlie doing. 

[A long flourish. They all cry, Marcius ! 
Marcius! cast up their caps and lances: 
Coxxnius and Lartius stand bare. 

Mar. May tlie*e same imtriimeuts, which you pro- 
fane, 

Never sound more, when drums and trumpets sliall 
r the field prove flatterers ! Let couits and cities be 
Made all of false-fac'd soothing, wlieie steel grows soil 
As flxe parasite's silk ! 

Let diem be made an overture for the wars!* 

No more, I say ! For that 1 have not wash’d 
My nose that bled, or foil’d some debile wretch, 

Which without note here *s many else have done, 

You shout me forth 
In acclamations hyperbolical : 

As if I lov’d my little should be dieted 
In [Raises sauc’d with lies. 

■ We here venture to make an important change in the 
generally received reading of this passage. It is invariably 
printed thus : — 

“ May these 8.1 me instruments, which you profane* 
Never sound more 1 When drums and trumpets shall 
I* the Held prove flatterers, let courts and cities be 
Made all of false-fac’d soothing 1 When steel grows 
Soft as the parasite's silk, let him be made 
An overture for the wars 1 H 

The commentators have long notes of osnlsnation ; and they 
leave the matter more involved than they found it. The 
slight change we have made gives a perfectly clear meaning. 
Opposed as we arc to editorial licence, wo hold ourselves 
keeping within doe bounds in substituting where for when, 
and them for Aim ; for there Ate several instances of these wards 
having been misprinted In the original copies. 
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More cruel to your good report than grateful 
To us tliat give you truly : by your patience, 
j If 'gainst yourself you be incens'd, we 'll put you 
(Like one that means his proper harm) in manacles, 
Then reason safely with you. — Therefore, be it known, 

I As to us, to all the world, that Caius Marcius 
Wears this war's garland : in token of the which 
My noble steed, known to the camp, 1 give him. 

With all his trim belonging ; and, from this time, 

For what he did before Corioli, call him, 

With all the applause and clamour of the host, 

Caius Makcius Coriolanus. — 

Bear the addition nobly ever ! 

[ Flourish . Trumpets sound, and drums. 
All. Caius Marcius Coriolanus ! 

Cor. I will go wash ; 

And when my face » fair, you shall perceive 
Whether 1 blush, or no : Howbeit, I thank you 
I mean to stride your steed ; and, at all times, 

To undercrest your good addition, 

To the fairness of my power, 
i Com. So, to our tent : 

[ Where, ere we do repose us, we will write 
j To Rome of our success. — You, Titus Lartius, 

I Must to Corioli back : send us to Rome 
| The best, with whom we may articulate, 
i For their own good, and ours. 

I Lari. I shall, my lord. 

| Cor. The gods begin to mock me. I that now 
j Refus'd most princely gifts, am bound to beg 
' Of my lord general. 

| Com. Take it : ’t is yours.— What is ’tt 

Cor. I sometime lay, here in Corioli, 

At a poor man's house ; he us'd me kindly : 

He cned to me ; I saw him prisoner j 
But then Aufldius was within my view, 
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And wrath o'erwhelm'd my pity : 1 request you 
To give my poor host freedom, 

Com. O, well begg'd ! 

Were be the butcher of my son, lie should 
Be free as is the wind. Deliver him, Titus. 

Lart. Marcius, his name ? 

Cor. By Jupiter, for^lt !— . 

1 am weary ; yea, ray memory is tir d. — 

Have we no wine here? 

Com. 60 we to our tent : 

The blood upon your visage dries : ’t is time 
It should be look'd to : come. [Exeunt. 

SCENE X. — The Camp of the Voices. 

A flourish. Comets. Enter Tui.lus Auvidius, bloody, 
with Two or Three Soldiers. 

Auf. The town is ta’en 1 

1 Sol. T will be deliver'd back on good condition. 
Auf. Condition? — 

I would I were a Roman ; for 1 cannot, 

Being a Voice, be that I am.— Condition 1 

What good condition can a treaty find 

I* the part that is at mercy ? Five times, Marcius, 

I have fought with thee ; so often hast thou beat me ; 
And wouldst do so, I think, should ws encounter 
As often as we eat. — By the elements, 

If e'er again I meet him beard to beard, 

He is mine, or I am his : Mine emulation 
Hath not that honour in ’t it had : for where 
1 thought to crush him in an equal force, 
fTrue sword to sword,) I 'll notch at him some way ; 
Or wrath, or craft, may get him. 

1 Sol. He 's the devil. 

Auf. Bolder, though not so subtle: My valour's 
poison'd, 

With only Buffering stain by him j for him 
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Shall fly out of itself: nor sleep, nor sanctuary, 

Being naked, sick : nor fane, nor Capitol, 

The prayers of priests, nor times of sacritice, 
Embarquemcnts 1 all of fury, shall lift up 
Their rotten privilege and custom ’gainst 
My hate to Marcius : where 1 And him, were it 
At home, upon my brother's guard, even there, 

Against the hospitable canon, would I 
Wash my fierce liand in his heart. Go you to the city; 
Learn how ’t is held ; and what they are that must 
Be hostages for Rome. 

1 Sol. Will not you go? 

Auf. I am attended at the cypress grove 
1 pray you, (’t is south the city mills,) bring me word 
thither 

How the world goes ; that to the pace of It 
1 may spar on my journey. 

1 Sol. I shall, sir. [ Exeunt . 

* Bmbarfwsmu— embargoes. 
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i 

I SCENE I. — Rome. A public Place ^ 

> Enter Mbnbnius, Sicinius, and Brutus. 

I Men. The augurer tells me we shall have news to* 

! night 

I liru. Good, or bad 1 

' Men. Not according to the prayer of the people, for 

J they love not M&rcius. 

I Sic. Nature teaches beasts to know their friends. 

I Men. Pray you, who does the wolf love? 

Sic. The jamb. 

Men. Ay, to devour him ; as the hungry plidyiam 
would the noble M&rcius. 

Bru. He 's a lamb indeed, that baes like a bear. 

Men. He ’s a bear, indeed, that lives like a lamb. 
You two are old men ; tell me one thing that I shall 
ask you. 

Both Trtb. Well, sir. 

Men. In what enormity is M&rcius poor in, that you 
two have not in abundance f 

Bru. He ’s poor iu no one fault, but stored with all. 

Sic. Especially in pride. 

Bru. And topping all others in boasting. 

Men. This is strange now : Do you two know how 
you are censured here in die city, I mean of us o’ die 
right-hand file f Do you 9 

Both Trtb. Why, how are we censured 9 

Men. Because you talk of pride now, — Will you not 
be angry 9 

Bath Trib. Well, well, sir, well ! 

Men. Why, ’t is no great matter : for a very little 
thief of occasion will rob you of a gnat deal of patience: 
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give ycmr disposition the reins, and be angry at your 
pleasures ; at the least, if you take it as a pleasure to 
you, in being so. You blame Marciusfor being proud? 

Bru. We do it not alone, sir. 

Mm. I know you can do very little alone ; for your 
helps are many ; or else your actions would grow won- 
drous single : your abilities are too infant-like for doing 
much alone. You talk of pride : O, that you could 
turn your eyes towards the napes of your necks, a and 
make but an interior survey of your good selves! O, 
that you could ! 

Bru. What then, sir 9 

Men. Why, then you should discover a brace of un- 
meriting, proud, violent, testy magistrates, (alias, fools,) 
as any in Rome. 

Sic. Menenius, you are known well enough too. 

Men. 1 am known to be a humorous patrician, and 
one that loves a cup of hot wine with not a drop of 
allaying Tyber in ’t ; said to be something imperfect, 
in favouring the first complaint : hasty, and tinder- 
like, upon too trivial motion : one that converses more 
with the buttock of the night than with the forehead of 
the morning. What 1 think I utter; and spend my 
malice in my breath : Meeting two such weals-men as 
you are, (1 cannot call you Lycurguses,) if the drink 
you give me touch my palate adversely, I make a 
crooked face at it I cannot say your worships have 
delivered the matter well, when I find the ass in com- 
pound with die major part of your syllables : and though 
I must be content to bear with those that say you are 
reverend grave men, yet they lie deadly that tell you 
have good faces. If you see this in me map of my 
microcosm, follows it that I am known well enough 

• Johnson explains, " with allusion to the fable which eaye 
that every man has a bag hanging before him in which he pats 
hie neighbour's faults, end another behind him in which he 
stowe his own." 
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toot What harm can your biason* oonsuectuities 
glean out of this clientele*, if I ha known well enough 
toot 

Bru. Come, sir, come, we know you well enough. 

Men. You know neither me, yourselves, nor anything. 
You are ambitioui for poor knaves' cape and leg|; you 
wear out a good wholesome forenoon in bearing a dew 
between an orange- wife and a foaet-sellcr ; and then 
mourn the controversy of thre e pence to a second day 
of audience. — When you are bearing a matter between 
party and party, if you chance to be pinebed with tiie 
colic, you make faces like mummers ; set up the bloody 
flag against all patience ; and, in roaring for a chamber- 
not, dismiss the controversy bleeding, die more entangled 
by your bearing : all the peace you make in their cause 
is, calling both the parties knaves ; You are a jiair of 
strange ones. 

Bru. Come, come, you are well understood to be a 
perfecter giber for the table, than a necessary bencher 
m the Capitol. 

Yen. Our very priests must become mockers, if they 
altall encounter such ridiculous subjects as you are. 
When you speak best unto the purpose, it is not worth 
the wagging of your beards j and your beards deserve 
not so honourable a grave as to stuff a botcher's cushion, 
or to be entombed in an ass's pack-saddle. Yet you 
must be saying, Marcius is proud ; who, in a cheap 
e s timatio n, is worth all your predecessors since Deu- 
cajian ; though, perad venture, some of the best of them 
were hereditary hangmen. Good e'en to your worships ; 
more of your conversation would infect my beam, 
being the herdsmen of the beastly plebeians : 1 will be 
bold to take my leave of you. 

[Bkutus and Sicxkius retire to the back of the 
eoene. 

• Itfsiss— Ula4. 
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Enter Volumnia, Viroii.ia, and Valeria, %c. 
How now, my as fair as noble ladies, (and the moon, 
were she earthly, no nobler,) whither do you follow your 
eyes so fast V 

Vol. Honourable Menenius, my l>oy Morcius ap- 
proaches ; for the love of Juno, let ’• go. 

Men. Ha ! Marcius coming home 1 

Vol Ay, worthy Menenius; and with moBt pro- 
sperous approbation. f 

Ken. Take my cap, Jupiter, and I thank thee- — 
Hoo! Marcius coming home ! 

T>jdo Ladies. Nay, ’t is true. 

Vel. Look, here 's a letter from him ; the state hath 
anotlrr, his wife another ; and 1 think there s one at 
home for you. 

Men. 1 will make my very house reel to-night : — A 
letter for me ? 

Vir. Yes, certain, there ’s a letter for you ; I saw ‘t. 

Mm. A letter for me? It gives me an estate of 
seven years' health ; iu which time I will make a lip 
at the physician : the most sovereign prescription in 
Galen is but empiricutick,* and, to this preservative, of 
no better report than a horse-drench. Is he not wounded f 
he was wont to come home wounded. 

Fir. O, no, no, no. 

Vol. O, he is wounded, I thank the pods for ’t 

a Men. So do I too, if it be not too much i — Brings a 
victory in his pocket f — The wounds become him. 

Vol. On 's brows : b Menenius, he comes the Hurd 
time home with the oaken garland. 

Men. Has he disciplined Aufidius soundly ? 

* Bmf&rlaCbok, This is a word coined from empiric, and is 
spelt in the ongiasl ** em pp nri t fe ti qee .*' 

b Volumnk here snswen the question of Menealoa, 
a (he) victory in his pocket T* without noticing ths ad 
observation about the ** wounds.** 
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VoL Tito* Lartius write*, — they fought together, but 
Aufidius cot off. 

Men. And 't was time for him too, I 'll warrant him 
that: an he had staid by him, I would not have been 
ao fidiused for all tlie chests in Corioli, and the gold 
that ’• in them. Is the senate possessed of this L 

Vol. Good ladies, let i go: — Yes, yes, yes : the se- 
nate has letter* from the general, wherein he gives my 
son the whole name of the war : he liath in this actum 
outdone his former deeds doubly. 

VaL In troth, there ’s wondrous things spoke of 
him. 

Men. Wondrous ! ay, I warrant you, and not with- 
out his true purchasing. 

Vir. The gods grant them true ! 

VoL True? pow, wow! 

Men. True? I 'll be sworn they are true : — Where 
is he wounded ? — God save your good worships ! [To 
the Tribunes, i oho come forward.] Marc i us is coming 
home : he has more cause to be proud. — Where is he 
wounded? 

VoL I* the shoulder, and i’ the left arm : There will 
be large cicatrices to show tlie people when lie shall 
stand for his place. He received in the repulse of Tar- 
quin seven hurts i' the body. 

Men. One in the neck, and two in the thigh, — there 'i 
nine that I know. 

VoL He had, before this last expedition, twenty-five 
wounds upon him. 

Men. Now it ’• twenty-seven : every gash was an 
enemy's grave : [ a shout and flourish.] Hark! the 
trumpets. 

VoL These are the ushers of Marcius : before him he 
carries noise, and behind him he leaves tears : 

Death- that dark spirit, in *i nervy arm doth lie; 
Which, being advanc'd, declines ; and then men die. 
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A Sennet. Trwnpcts sound. Enter Cominiub and 
Titus Lartius ; between them, Cohiolahus, 
crowned with an oaken garland ; with Captains, 
Soldiers, and a Herald. 

Her. Know, Rome, that all alone Marcius did fight 
Within Corioli’ gates : where he hath won, 

With fame, a name to Caius Marcius ; 

These in honour follows, Coriolanua : — 

Welcome to Rome, renowned Conolanus! [ Flourish. 
All. Welcome to Rome, renowned Coriolanus ! 

Cor. No more of this, it does offend my heart ; 

Pray now, no more. 

Com. Look, sir, your mother ! 

Cor. O ! you have, I know, petition’d all the gods 
For my prosperity. [Kneels. 

Vol. Nay, my good soldieT, up ! 

My gentle Marcius, worthy Caius, 

And by deed-achieving honour newly nam’d, 

What is it t Coriolanus must I call thee ? 

But, O thy wife ! 

Cor. My gracious silence, hail ! 

Wouldst thou have laugh’d had I come coffin’d home, 
That weep’st to see me triumph 1 ? Ah, my dear, 

Such eyes the widows in Conoli wear, 

And mothers that lack sons. 

Men. Now the.gpds crown thee ! 

Cor. And live you yet? — 0 my sweet lady, pardon* 
[To Valhbia. 

Vol. I know not where to turn j — 0 welcome hone ; 
And welcome, general : — And you are welcome all. 

Men. A hundred thousand welcomes : 1 could weep, 
And I could laugh ; I am light and heavy : Welcome i 
A curse begin at very root of his heart 
That is not glad to see thee ! — You are three 
That Rome should dote on : yet, by the faith of men, 
We have some old crab-trees here at home that will not 
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Be grafted to your relisk Yet welaww, warriors : 

We call a nettle hut a nettle ; 

And the faults of foole but folly. 

Cbm, Ktrer right 

Cor. Meaeniua, ever, ever. 

Her. Give way there, and go an. 

Cor. Your band, anu yours : 

[To hte retfe and mother. 
Ere in our own house I do dude my head, 

The good patricians must be visited ; 

From whom I have receiv'd not only greetings, 

But with them change of honours. 

Vol. 1 have liv’d 

To see inherited my very wishes, 

And the buildings of my fancy : 

Only there '• one thing wanting, which I doubt not, 
But our Rome will cast upon thee. 

Cor. Kuow, good motlier, 

1 had rather be their servant in my way. 

Than sway with them in fbeics. 

Com. On, to the Capitol ! 

[Flourieh. Comet*. Exeunt m state , os before. 
The Tribunes remain. 

Eru. All tongues speak of him, and the bleared 
sights 

Are spectacled to see him. Your prattling nurse 
Into a rapture • lets her baby cry, 

While she chats him j the kitchen malkin b pins 
Her richest lockram « ’bout ha reechy neck, 
Clambering the walls to eye him: Stalls, bulks, windows, 
Are smother’d up, leads fill’d, and ridges hors’d 
With variable co mpleti ons ; all agreeing 
In earnestness to see him ; arid-show* flunens 
Do pirns among the popular throngs, and puff 


w, a tfure of Tags, b sailed a 
fetasMsrelfem. 
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To w in a vulgar station : our veil'd (lama 
Commit the war of white and damask, in 
Their nicely-gawded cheeks, to the wanton spoil 
Of Phmbus’ burning kisses : such a pother, 

As if that whatsoever god who leads him 
| Were slily crept into his human powers, 

And gave him graceful posture. 

Sic . On the sudden, 

1 warrant him consul. 

Bru. Then our office may, 

During his power, go sleep. 

Sic. He cannot temperately transport his honours 
From where he should begin, and end ; but will 
Lose those he hath won. 

Bru. In that there ’s comfort 

Sic. Doubt not the commoners, for whom we stand. 
But they, upon their ancient malice, will 
Forget, with the least cause, these his new honours; 
Which that lie ’ll give them, make I as little question 
As he is proud to do ’t 

Bru. I heard him swear, 

Were he to stand for consul, never would he 
Appear i’ the market-place, nor on him put 
The napless * vesture of humility ; 

Nor, showing (as the manner is) his wounds 
To the people, beg their stinking breaths. 

Stc. . T is tight 

. Bru. It was his word : 0, he would miss it, rathei 
Than carry it, but by the suit o* the gentry to him, 
And the desire of the nobles. 

Sic. I wish no better 

Than have him hold that purpose* and to put it 
In execution. 

Bru. T is most like, he will. 

Sic. It shall be to him then, as our good will* ; 

A sure destruction. 

* Napktt— threadbare. 
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Bru. So it mutt fall oat 

To him, or our authorities For an end, 

We mutt suggrel the people in what hatred 

He ftill hath held them ; that, to hit power, he would 

Hare made them mules, silenc'd their pleaders, 

And dispropertied their freedoms : holding tlftm, 

In human action and capacity, 

Of no more soul, nor fitness for the world. 

Than camels in their war ; wlto have their provand 
Only for bearing burdens, and sore blows 
For sinking under lliem. 

Sic. This, os you say, — suggested 

At some time when his soaring insolence 
Shall teach the people, — (which time shall not want, 

If he be put upon ’t, and that *s as easy 
As to set dogs on sheep,') will be his hre 
To kindle their dry stubble ;• and their blaze 
Shall darken him for ever. 

Enter ,i Messenger. 

Bru. What ’» the matter V 

Meet. You are sent for to die Capitol. 

*T is thought that Marcius shall be consul : 

1 have seen the dumb men throng to see him. 

And the blind to hear him speak: Matrons Hung 
gloves, 

Ladies and maids their scarfs and handkerchiefs, 

Upon him as he pass'd : the nobles bended, 

As to Jove's statue ; and the commons made 
A shower and thunder, with their caps and shouts : 

I never saw the like. 

Bru. Let ’* to the Capitol ; 

And cany with us ears and eyes for the time, 

But hearts for the event. 

Sic. Have with you. [Exeunt, 

• JMs— this plan— i* the antecedent to " will be his flre. M 
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SCENE II . — The same. 'The Capitol. 

Enter T*oo Officers, to lay cushions . 

1 Off. Come, come, they are almost here: How 
many stand for consulships f 

2 Off. Three, they say : but ’t is drought of every 
one Coriolanus will carry it 

1 Off. That ’s a brave fellow ; but he ’» vengeance 
proud, and loves not the common people. 

2 Off. 'Faith, there liuve been many great men that 
have flattered the people, who ne'er loved them ; and 
there be many that they have loved, they know not 
wherefore : so that if they love they know not why, they 
hate upon no better a ground : Theiefore, for Coriolanus 
neither to care whether they love or hate him, manifests 
the true knowledge he lias in their disposition ; and, 
out of his noble carelessness, lets them plainly see ’t. 

1 Off. If he did not care whether he had their love 
or no, he waved indifferently ’twixt doing them neither 
good nor liarm ; but he seeks their hate with greater 
devotion than they can render it him ; and leaves no- 
thing undone that may fully discover him their oppo- 
site. Now, to seem to affect the malice and displeasure 
of the people is as bad as that which he dislikes, to 
flatter them for their love. 

2 Off. He liath deserved worthily of his country : 
And his ascent is not by such easy degrees as those who, 
having been supple and courteous to the i>eople, bon- 
neted,* without any further deed to have them at all 

a Bonneted. Othello says— 

“ My demerits 
May speak, tabonneted." 

This is dearly without the bonnet. But in the text before us we 
are told that bonneted alto means without the bonnet. Malone 
■ays, “ They humbly took off their bonnets withont any 
farther deed. ’ The context appears to us to give exactly the 
contrary meaning : “ His ascent {s not by such easy degrees os 
those who, having been supple ahd courteous to the people," 
put m their bonnets " without any further deed." 
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into their estimation and report : but be hath so planted 
Jus honours in their eyes, and ins actions in their hearts, 
tliat far their tongues to be silent, and not coulees so 
much, were a kind of ingrateful injury ; to report other- 
wise were a malice, tliat, giving itself the lie, would 
pluck reproof and rebuke from every ear that ftard it. 

1 QtT- No mote of him : he is a worthy man : Make 
way, they are coming. 

A Sennet. Enter , tcith Lictort before them, Co minus 
the Consul, Mknknujs, Coriolanus, many other 
Senators, Sicinius and Brutum. The Senators 
take their places ; the Tribunes take theirs also by 
themselves. 

Men. Having determin'd of die Voices, 

And to send for Titus Lartius, it remains, 

As the main point of this our after- meeting, 

To gratify his noble service, tliat hath 

Thus stood for his country : Therefore, please you, 

Host reverend and grave elders, to desire 

The present consul, and last general 

Ip our well-found successes, to report 

A little of tliat worthy work perform'd 

By Caius Mareiua Coriul&nus ; whom 

We meet here, both to thank, and to remember 

With honours like himself. 

1 Sen. Speak, good Cominius : 

Leave nothing out for length, and make us think, 
Rather our state ’» defective for requital, 

Than we to stretch it out. Masters o’ the people, 

We do request your kindest ears ; and, after, 

Your loving motion toward tire common body, 

To yield what passes hete. 

Sic. We are convented 

Upon a pleasing treaty ; and have hearte 
Inclinable to honour mid advance 
Hie theme of our assembly. 

, Bru, Which the rather 
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We shall be bless’d to do, if be remember 
A kinder value of the people than 
He hath hereto pris'd them at 
Men. That ’s off, that *8 off ^ 

I would you rather had been silent : Please you 
To hear Cembalo* speak f 
Bru. Host willingly : 

But yet my caution was more pertinent 
Than the rebuke you give it 
Men. He loves your people ; 

But tie him not to be their bedfellow.— 

Worthy Cominius, speak. — Nay, keep your place. 

[Coriolajtus rises, and offtrt to go away. 
1 Sen. Sit, Coriolanus ; never shame to hear 
What you have nobly done. 

Cor. Your honours* pardon ; 

I had rather have my wounds to heal again, 

Than hear say how 1 got them. 

Bru. Sir, I hope 

My words dis-bench’d you not. 

Cor. No, sir : yet off, 

When blows have made me stay, I fled from words. 
You sooth'd not, therefore hurt not : But, your people 
1 love them as they weigh. 

Men. Pray now, sit down. 

Cor. I had rattier have one scratch tny head i* die 
suti, 

j When the alarum were struck, than idly sit 

To hear my nothings monster d. [Exit Con. 

Men. Masters o' the people, 

i Your multiplying spawn how Can he flatter, 

(That s thousand to one good one,) when yon now see 
He had rather venture all hik limbo fbr honour, 

Than one of his eat* to bear it t — Prooeed, Ctfmisiua. 

Com. 1 shall lack voice : the deeds of Coriolanus 
Should not bo utter'd feebly. — It is held 

* 7Vt 'i gf— that is nothing to flie matter. 
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That valour is the chiefest virtue, 

And most dignifies the haver : if it be, 

The man I speak of cannot in the world 
Be singly counterpois'd. At sixteen yean. 

When Tarquiu made a head for Rome, he fought 
Beyond the mark of otlien : our then dictator, ^ 
Whom with all praise 1 point at, saw him fight, 
When with his Amazonian chin he drove 
The bristled lips liefore him : he bestrid 
An o'erpress'd Roman, and i’ tlie consul's view 
Slew three opposere : Tarquin's self he met. 

And struck bun on his knee :• in that day's feats, 
When lie might act the woman in the scene, 

He prov'd brat man i' the field, and for his meed 
Was brow-bound with the oak. His pupil age 
Man-enter'd thus, he waxed like a sea; 

And, in the bruut of seventeen battles since, 

He lurch'd b all swords o' tlie garland. For this last, 
Before and in Corioli, let me say 
I cannot speak him home : He stopp'd the fliers ; 

And by lps rare example made the coward 
Turn terror into sport : ns weeds before 
A vessel rafter sail, so men obey'd, 

And fell below his stem : his sword (death's stamp), 
Where it did mark, it took ; from face to foot 
He was a thing of blood, whose every motion 
Was tim'd with dying cries : alone he enter’d 
'Hie mortal gate o' the city, which he painted 
With shunless destiny, aidless came off, 

And with a sudden re-enforcement struck 
Corioli like a planet : Now all ’» his : 

When by and hy the din of war ’gan pierce 
His ready sense, then straight his doubled spirit 
Re-qnicken'd what in flesh was fatigate, 


■ Os hit knee— down on his knee. 

* Lurch'd. The term is, or was, used tu some 
**n which a complete and easy victory Is called a 
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I And to the battle came be ; when be did 
I Run reeking o'er the lives of men, as if 
T were a perpetual spoil : and, till we call’d 
Both field and city ours, be never stood 
| To case his breast with jjanting. 

Men. Worthy man! 

I 1 Sen. He cannot but with measure fit the honours 
i Which we devise him. 

| Com. Our spoils he kick'd at; 

And look’d upon things precious as they were 
The common muck o’ the world ; he coveti less 
I Than misery itself would give; rewards 
| His deeds with doing them ; and is content 
I To spend the time, to end it. 

Men. He ’s right noble ; 

Let him be call’d for. 

1 Sen. Call Coriolanus. 

Off. He doth appear. 

Re-enter Coriolarub. 

Men. The senate, Coriolanus, are well pleas’d 
To make thee consul. 

Cor. I do owe them still 

My life and services. 

Men. It then remains 

That you do speak to the people. 

dor. I di> beseech you, 

Let mq o'erleap that custom ; for I cannot 
Put on the gown, stand naked, and entreat them, 

For my wounds* sake, to give their suffrage : please 
you 

That I may pan this doing. 

Sic. Sir, the people 

Must have their voices ; neither will they bate 
One jot of ceremony. 

Men. Put them not to *t 

Pray you, go fit you to the custom ; 
vol. x. a 
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And take to you, as you* pwdte— a hart, 

Your honour with your form. 

Cor. It it a part 

That I shall blush m acting, and might well 
Be taken from the people. 

Bru. Markyou that? 

Cor. To brag unto them,— Thus 1 did, tad thus : — 
Show than die unaching scan which 1 should hide, 

As if I had receiv'd them for the hire 
Of their hnath only : — 

Men. Do not stand npon 'L— 

We recohfoa^nd to you, tribunes of the people, 

Our purpose to them :--and to our nolle consul 
Wish we all joy and honour. 

Sen. To Conulanus come all joy and honour I 

[ Flourish . Then exeunt Senators. 

Bru. You see bow he intends to use the people. 

Sic. May they perceive his intent 1 He will require 
them, 

As if he did contemn what he requested 
Should be in them to giro 

Bru. Come, we 'll inform tnero 

Of our proceedings here; on the market-place 
1 know they do attend us. [ Exeunt. 

SCENE III.— The some. The Marketplace. 

Enter teverai Citizens 

1 C& Once, if he do require our voice!, We ought 
not to deny him. 

2 CU. We may, sir, if we wflL 

3 Cit. We have power in oumlves koto it* but it is 
a power that We have no power to do : for if he show ua 
his wounds, and foil us his deedg we aft to pot our 
tongues into those wounds, and speak for them ; so, if 
he tell us his noble deeds* wo taust also tell him our 
noble acceptance of them. Ingratitude it monsnoult 




1 Cit. And to make iu no better thought of, a little 
help will aerve ; for once, when we stood up about the 
com, be himself stuck not to call us the many-headed 
multitude. 

3 Cit. We have been called so of many; not that 
our heads are some brown, some black, fditm auburn, 
some bald, but that our wits are so diversely coloured : 
and truly I think if all our wits were to iame out of 
one skull, they would fly east, west, north, south; and 
their consent of one direct way should be at once to all 
points o' the compass. 

2 Cit. Think you sot Which way do you judge my 
wit would fly ! 

3 Cit. Nay, your wit will not so soon out as another 
man's will, ’t is strongly wedged up in a block-head ; 
but if it were at liberty, ’t would, sure, southward. 

2 Cit. Why that way! 

3 Cit. To lose itself in a fog ; where being three parts 
melted away with rotten dews, the fourth would return 
for conscience* sake, to help to get thee a wife. 

2 Cit. You are never without your tricks i — You may, 
you may. 

3 Cit. Are you all resolved to give your voices f But 
that 's no matter, the greater past carries it I say, if 
he would incline to t the people, there was never a 
worthier man. 

itni&r CoaioLUTOi and tfmmife 
Hero he cornea and in the gown of humility | mark Ids 
behaviour. We are not to stay altogether, but to cone 
by him where he stands, by ones, by twos, and by t h»sM. 
He *s to make his requests by particulars : wherein 
every one of us has a single honour, in giving him our 

a 2 
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pvt voice* with our own tongue* : therefore follow me, 
and 1 11 direct you bow you shall go by him. 

AU. Content, content. [£mm1, 

Men. O sir, you are not right : have you not known 
The worthiest men have done 't! 

Cor. What most I *yt— 

I may, sir, — Plague upon 't ! I cannot bring 
My tongue to such a pace : — Jjook, sir ; — my wounds j— 
I got them in my country's service, when 
Some certain of your brethren roar'd, and ran 
From the noise of our own drums. 

Mm. O me, the gods ! 

You must not speak of that : you must desire them 
To think upon you. 

Cor. Think upon me 1 TTyng 'em ! 

J would they would forget me, like the virtues 
Which our divines lose oy them. 

Men. You 'll mar all ; 

1 'll leave you : Pray you, speak to them, I pray you. 
In wholemme manner. [Exit. 

Enter too Citizens. 

Cor. Bid them wash their faces, 

And keep their teeth clean.— So, here comes a brace. 
You know the cause, sir, of my standing here. 

1 Cit. We do, sir ; tell us what bath brought you 
to H. 

Cor. Mine own desert 
3 Cit. Your own desert! 

Cor. Ay, not mine own desim. 

1 Cit. How ! not your own desire! 

Cor. No, sir : *T was never my desire yet to trouble 
foe poor with begging. 

1 at. You must diinlc, if we give you anything, we 
hope to gam by you. 

Cor. Well thrti, I pray, your price o’ the consulship f 
1 Cit The price is, to ask it kindly. 
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Cor. Kindly, sir? I pray, let me ha't: I have 
wounds to show you, which shall lie yours in private. — 
Your good voice, sir; what say you? 

% Cit. You shall have it, worthy sir. 

Cor. A match, sir: — There is in all two worthy 
voices begged I have your alms ; adieu. 

1 Cit. But this is something odd. 

2 Cit. An ’t were to give again, — But *t is no matter. 

[Exeunt two Citizens. 

Enter two other Citizens. 

Cor. Pray you now, if it may stand with the time of 
your voices that 1 may be consul, 1 have here the cue* 
tomary gown. 

3 Cit. You have deserved nobly of your country, and 
you have not deserved nobly. 

Cor. Your enigma? 

3 Cit. You have been a scourge to her enemies yon 
have been a rod to her friends ; you have not, indeed, 
loved the common people. 

Cor. You should account me the more virtuous that I 
have not been common in my love. I will, sir, flatter 
my sworn brother the people, to earn a dearer ertimaiiofi 
of them ; \ is a condition they account gentle i and 
since the wisdom of their choice is rather to have my 
hat than my heart, 1 will practise the insinuating nod, 
and be off to them most counterfeit^ : that is, dr, I 
will counterfeit the bewitchment of some popular man, 
and give it bountifully to the desirers. Therefore, be- 
seech you, ! may he consul. 

4 Cit. We hope to find you our friend s and thou* 
fore give you our voices heartily. 

3 Cit. You have received many wounds for your 
country. 

Cor . I will not seal tout knowledge with showing 
them. I will make much of your voices, and se trouble 
you no farther? 
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Both Cit, The gods gi\e you joy, air, heartily! 

[Exeunt, 

Cor. Mo«t sweet voices ! — 

Better it is to die^ better hfcstorve, 

Hub crave the hire which first we do deserve. 

Why in this wolfish gown should I stand hire, 

To beg of Hob and Dick, tint do appear, * 

Their needless roadies ? Custom calls me to 't : — 
What custom wills, in all things should we do *t f 
The dust on antique time would lie unswept. 

And mountainous error be too highly heap'd 
Woe truth to overpeer. Rather than fool it so, 

Let the hwh office end the honour go 

To one that would do thus. — I am half through ; 

The one port suffer'd, the other will 1 do. 

Enter three other Citisens 

Rte some mare voices.— 

Tonr voices : for your voices I have fought ; 

Watch'd for your voices ; for your voices, bear 
Of wounds two dosen odd ; battles thrice six 
1 have seat end heard of; for your voices 
Have done many things, some less, some more; your 
voices; 

Indeed, I would be consul. 

$ Pit. He has done nobly, and cannot go without any 
VoUfft man’s voice. 

• Oft, Therefore let bin? be consul : The gods give 
him for, and make him good friend to the people ! 

AIL Amen, amen. God save thee, noble consul! 

[Exeunt Citisens. 

C5or. Worthy voices ! 

M e m te r Mommies, with Batmrs an d Siciniui. 
Mm, Ton have stood your limitation; and the 


you with the people's voice : 
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Remains, that, in the official marks invested, 

You anon do meet the senate. 

Cor. Is this done ? 

Sic. The custom of request you have discharg'd : 

The people do admit you ; and are sumihon'd 
To meet anoo upon your approbation. 

Cor. Where f at the senate-house f 

Sic. There, Curiolanus. 

Cor. May I change these garments? 

Sic. You may, sir. 

Cor. That 1 11 straight do j and, knowing myself 
again. 

Repair to the senate-house. 

Men. 1 11 keep you company. — Will you along f 
Bru. We stay here for the people. 

Sic. Fare you well. 

[Exeunt Coriol. and Martax, 
He has it now ; and by his looks, methinks, 

T is warm at his heart. 

Bru. With a proud heart he wore 

His humble weeds : Will you dismiss the people f 

Re-enter Citisens. 

Sic. How now, my masters f have you chose this 
man? 

1 Cit. Hs has our voices, sir. 

Bru. We pray the gods be may deserve year loves. 

2 Cit. Ann, sir : To my poor and worthy notice) 
He mock'd us when he begg’d. our voioes. 

3 Cit. Certainly) 

He flouted us downright 

1 Cit. *t as his kind of speech, be did not mock us* 

2 Cit. Not one amongst us, save yourself, bat says 
He used us scornfully < be should hare show’d m 
His marks of merit, wounds receiv’d for his ooimfry. 

Sic. Why, so he did, l am sure. 

Cit. pc, noj no wan saw 'em. [Seeerxl epmk. 
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3 CiL He Mid he had wounds, which lie could show 
in private ; 

And with his hat, thus waving it in seem, 

M I would be consul," says he : “ aged custom, 

But by your voices, will not so permit me; 

Your voices therefore When we granted thqfe 
Here was,— 14 1 tliank you fur your voices, — thank 
you,— 

Your most sweet voices: — now you liAve left your 
voices, 

I have no further with you was not this mockery If 
Sic. Why, either, were you ignorant to see ’t ? 

Or, seeing it, of such childish friendliness 
To yield your voices ? 

Bru. Could you not have told him. 

As you were lesson'd, — When he had no power, 

But was a petty servant to the state, 

He was your enemy ; ever spake against 
Your liberties, and the charters that you bear 
I* the body of the weal : and now, arriving 
A place of potency, and sway o' the state, 

If he should still malignantly remain 
Fast foe to the plebeii, your voices might 
Be curses to yourselves 1 You should have said 
That os his worthy deeds did claim no less 
Than what he stood for, so his gracious nature 
Would think upon you for your voices, 

And translate his malice towards you into love, 
Standing your friendly lord. 

Sic. Thus to have said, 

As you were fore-advia’d, had touch’d his spirit^ 

And tried his inclination ; from him pluck'd 
Either his gracious promise, which you might, 

As cause had call'd you up, have held him to; 

Or else it would have gall u his surly nature, 

Which easily endures not article 

Tying him to aught; so, putting him to rage, 
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You should have ta’en the advantage of his choler, 

And pass'd him unelected. 

Bru. Did you perceive 

He did solicit you in free contempt, 

When he did need your loves ; and do you think 
That his contempt shall not be bruising to you, 

When he hath power to crush ? Why, had your bodies 
No heart among you ? Or had you tongues, to cry 
Against the rectorship of judgment f 

Sic . Have you, 

Ere now, denied the asker f and, now again, 

On him that did not ask, but mock, bestow 
Your sued-for tongues 1 

3 Ctt. He ’a not confirm'd, we may deny him yet. 

2 Ctt. And will deny him : 

1 'll have five hundred voices of that sound. 

1 Cit. I twice five hundred, and their friends to piece 
’em. 

Bru. Get you hence instantly ; and tell those friends, 
They have chose a consul that will from them take 
Their liberties ; make them of no more voice 
Than dogs, that are as often beat for barking 
As therefore kept to do so. 

Sic. Let them assemble ; 

And, on a safer judgment, all revoke 
Your ignorant election : Enforce his pride, 

And his old hate unto you : besides, forget not 
With what contempt he wore the humble weed ; 

How in his suit he scorn'd you : but your love^ 
Thinking upon his services, took from you 
The apprehension of his present portance, 

Which most gibingly, ungravely, he did fashion 
After the inveterate hate he bears you. 

Bru . Lay a fault on us, your tribunes, that we 
labour'd 

(No impediment between) but that you must 
Cast your election on him. 
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Sic. Say, you oboe him 

More after our commandment, than as guided 
By your oirn true affections ; and tliat, your minds 
Preoccupied with what you rather must do 
Than what you should, made you against the grain 
To voice kirn consul : Lay the fault on us. ft 

Bru. Ay, spare us not Say we read lecterns to you, 
How Toungly he began to serve his country, 

How long continued : and what etock he springs of, 
The noble bouse o' the Marcians ; from whence came 
That Ancus Marc i us, Numas daughter's eon, 

Who, after great Hostilius, lie re was king : 

Of the same liousc Publius and Quintus were, 

That our best water brought by conduits hither ; 

[And Censorinu^ darling of the people,] • 

And nobly nam'd so, twice being aeneor, 

Was his great ancestor. 

Sic. One thus descended, 

That hath beside well in his person wrought 
To be set high in place, we did commend 
To your remembrances ; hut you bare found, 

Scaling his present bearing with his past, 

That he 's your fixed enemy, and revoke 
Your sudden approbation. 

Bru. Say, you ne'er hsd done ’t, 

(Harp on Uiat still,) but by our putting on : 

And presently, when you have drawn your number, 
Repair to the Capitol. 

CU. We will so : almost all repent in their election. 

[SewroZ tptak. Exeunt CUiasns. 

Bru. Let them go on ; 

This mutiny were better put in hazard, 

* The line in bracket* is not In the origins], but was supplied 
by Pope. Sometliing is clearly wanting to oonaefft wftli *• twirn 
being oenaor 5" mod Plutarch telle us who was *' nobly named f 
— “ Censorinus also came of that family, that was so mmamed 
because the people had chosen him osmor twis* H 
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Than stay, past doubt, for greater : 

If, as liis nature is, lie fall in rage 

With their refusal, both observe and answer 

The vantage of his anger. 

Sic. To the Capitol ! 

Come ; we *11 be there before the stream o' the people ; 
And this shall seem, as partly ’t is, their own, 

Which we have goaded onward. [Exeunt. 
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ACT III. 

SCENE I. — The tame. A Street^ 

Cornett. Enter Corioi.anus, Mrnmkius, Cominils, 
Titus Lartius, Senators, and Patricians. 

Cor. Tullus Aufidius then Iwui made new head Y 
Lart. He had, my lord *, and that it was which caus'd 
Our swifter composition. 

Cor. So then the Voices stand hut as at first ; 

Ready, when time sliall prompt them, to make road 
Upon us again. 

Com. They are worn, lord consul, so 

That we shall hardly in our ages see 
Their banners wave again. 

Cor. Saw you Aufidius ? 

Lart. On safeguard he came to me ; and did curse 
Against the Voices, for they hod so vilely 
Yielded the town t he is retir'd to Antium. 

Cor. Spoke he of me f 

l*art. He did, my lord. 

Cor. Howl what? 

Lart. How often he hnd met you, sword to sword : 
That of all things upon the earth he hated 
YoUr person most : that he would pawn his fortunes 
To hopeless restitution, so he might 
Be call'd your vanquisher. 

Cor. At Antium lives heY 

Lart At Antium. 

Cor. I wish I had a cause to seek him there, 

To oppose his hatred fully. — Welcome home. [7b Lart. 

Enter Sioinius and Brutus. 

Behold! these ore the trihunes of die people, 
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The tongues o' tlte common mouth. I do detpiie them ; 
For they do prank them in authority, 

Against all noble sufferance. 

Sic. Pass no further. 

Cor. Ha ! what is that ? 

Bru. It will be dangerous to go on : no further. 

Cor. What makes this change? 

Men. The matter ? 

Com. Hath he not pass'd the noble and the common? 
Bru. Cominius, no. 

Cor. Have I had children's voices ? 

1 Sen. Tribunes, give way ; he shall to the market- 
place. 

Bru . The people are incens'd against him. 

Sic. Stop, 

Or all will fall in broil. 

Cor. Are these your herd ? — 

Must these have voices, that can yield them now, 

And straight disclaim their tongues ? — What are your 
offices? 

You being their mouths, why rule you not their teeth? 
Have you not set them on ? 

Men. fie calm, be calm. 

Cor. It is a purpos'd thing, and grows by plot, 

To curb the will of the nobility : 

Suffer it^ and live with such as cannot rule, 

Nor ever will be rul’d. 

Bru. Call ’t not a plot : 

The people cry you mock'd them ; and, of late, 

When com was given them gratis, you repin'd; 

Scan dol'd the suppliants for the people ; call'd them 
Time-pleasers, flatterers, foes to nobleness. 

Cor. Why, this was known before. 

Bru. Sot to them alL 

Cor. Have you inform’d than sithencef* 

Bru. How ! I inform than 

* Silk* ws-slnoe. 
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Com. You are like to do eucli business.* 

Bru. Not unlike, 

Each way, to better your*. 

Cor. Why tiien diould 1 be cornu] f By yon clouds, 
Let me deserve ao ill as you, and make me 
Your fellow tribune. 

Sic. You show too mncli of that 

For which the people stir : If you will pass 
To where you are bound, you must inquire your way, 
Which you are out of, with a gentler spirit ; 

Or never be so noble as a consul. 

Nor yoke with him for tribune. 

Men. Let ’s be calm. 

Com. The people are abus'd, — set on.' — This palt’ring 
Becomes not Rome ; nor has Coriolanus 
Deserv'd this so dishonour’d rub, lmd falsely 
I* the plain way of his merit. 

Cor. Tell me of corn ! 

This was my speech, and I will speak ’t again ; — 

Men. Not now, not now. 

1 Sen. Not in this heat, sir, now. 

Cor. Now, as I live, I will, — My nobler friends, 

I crave their uardons J 

For die mataole, tank-scented many, 

Let them regard me as I do not Hatter, 

And therein behold themselves : I say again, 

In soothing them we nourish 'gainst our senate 
The cockle • of rebellion, insolence, sedition. 

Which we ourselves have plough'd for, sow'd and scat- 
ter’d. 

By mingling them with us, the honour'd number j 
Who lack not virtue, no, nor power, but that 
Which they have given to beggan. 

Men. Well, no room. 

* This interposition^? V mintoi is icourdlng to the old oepy. 

• CoeAt#— * weed tdoogiUhe corn. 
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1 Sen. No mors word*, we beseech you. 

Cor. How ! no more 1 

As for my country I have shed my blood, 

Not fearing outward force, so shall my lungs 
Coin words till their decay, against those meaiels, 
Which we disdain should tetter us, yet sought 
The very way to catch them. 

Bru. You speak o’ the jieople as if you were a god 
To punish $ not a man of their infirmity. 

Sic. *T were well we let the people know ’t. 

Men. What, w half hisclioler! 

Cor. Choler ! 

Were I as patient as the midnight sleep, 

By Jove, ’t would be my mind 1 

Sie. It is a mind 

That shall remain a poison where it is, 

Not poison any further. 

Cor. Shall remain ! — 

Hear you this Triton of the minnows 1 mark you 
His absolute shall? 

Com. T was from the canon. 

Cor. Shall ! 

0 good, but most unwise patricians, why, * 

You grave, but reckless senators, have you thus 
Given Hydra here to choose an officer, 

That with his peremptory shall, being but 

The horn and noise o’ the monsters, wants not spirit 

To say he 11 turn your current in a ditch, 

And make your channel his 1 If he have power, 

Then vail * your ignorance : if none, awake 
Your dangerous lenity. If you are learned, 

Be not as common fools ; if you are not. 

Let them have cushions bv you. You are plebeians, 

If they be senators i and the? are no less, 

When both your voices blended, the greatest taste 
Most palates theirs. They choose their magistrate ; 

* Fall— b&w down. 
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And such a one as he, who jmti his ihali, 

His popular tJuiIl, against a graver tiench 
Thau ever frown'd in Greece ! By Jove himself, 

It makes (lie consuls base ! and my soul aches 
To know, when two authorities are up, 

Neither supreme, bow soon confusion 
May enter twixt the gap of both, and take 
The one by the other. 

Com. Well — on to the marketplace. 

Cor. Whoever gave that counsel to give forth 
The com o' the storehouse gratis, as \ was used 
Sometime in Greece, — 

Men. Well, well, no more of that. 

Cor. Though there the people had more absolute 
power, 

I my, they nourish'd disobedience, fed 
The ruin of the state. 

Bru. Why shall the people give 

One that speaks thus, their voice f 

Cor. I ’ll give my reasons, 

More worthier than their voices. They know the com 
Was not our recompense ; resting well assur'd 
They neler did service for 't : Being press’d to the war, 
Even when the navel of the state was touch'd, 

They would not thread the gates : this kiud of service 
Did not deserve com gratis : being i' the war, 

Their mutinies and revolts, wherein they sbow'd 
Most valour, spoke not for them : The accusation 
Which they have often made against the senate, 

All cause unborn, could never be the native 
Of our so frank donation. Well, what then! 

How shall this bosom multiplied digest 

The senate’s courtesy f Let deeds express 

What ’s like to be their words ; — “ We did request it; 

We are the greater poll, and in true fear 

They gave us our demands — Thus we debase 

The nature of our seats, and make the rabble 
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Call our cam, faun : which will in time 
Break ope the locks o' the senate, and bring in 
The crows to peck the eagles. 

Men. Come, enough. 

Bru. Enough, with over-measure. 

Cor. No, take more : 

What may be sworn by, both divine and human, 

Seal wiiat I end withal ! — This double worship, — 
Where one part does disdain with cause, the other 
Insult without all reason ; where gentry, title, wisdom 
Cannot conclude, but by the yea and no 
Of general ignorance, — it must omit 
Real necessities, and give way the while 
To unstable slightness : purpose so barr'd, it follows 
Nothing is done to purpose : Therefore, beseech you, — 
You that will be less fearful than discreet ; 

That love the fundamental part of state 
More than you doubt the change on 't ; that prefer 
A noble life before a loug, and wish 
To jump* a body with a dangerous physic 
That ’g sure of death without it,— at once pluck out 
The multitudinous tongue, let them not lick 
The sweet which is their poison : your dishonour 
Mangles true judgment, and bereaves the state 
Of that integrity which should become it ; 

Not liaving die power to do the good it would, 

For the ill which doth control it 

Bru. He has said epough. 

Sic. He has spoken like a traitor, and .shall answer 
As traitors do. 

Cor. Thou wretch ! despite o’erwhelm thee ! — 
What should the people do with these bald tribunes f 
On whom depending, their obedience fails 
To the greater bench : In a rebellion, 

When what 's not meet, but what must be, was law, 
Then wen they chosen ; in a better hour, 

* Jump — in the sense of risk* 

VOL. X. V 
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Let what is maet be said, it muat be meet, 

Ami throw their power i’ the duct 
Jtru, Manifest treason ! 

Sic. This a consul 1 no. 

Bru. The Auliles, ho ! — let him be apprehended. 
Sir. Go, call the people ; [Exit Beutl^ m whose 
name, myself 

Attach thee, as a traitorous inn orator, 

A foe to the public weal : Obey, I charge thee, 

And follow to thine answer. 

Cor. Hence, old goat ! 

Sen. and Pat. We 'll surety him. 

Com. Aged sir, liands off. 

Cor. Hence, rotten thing, or 1 shall shake thy bones 
Out of thy garments ! 

Sic. Help, ye citiscna! 

Re-enter Brltus, with the JBdiles, and a rabble of 
Citizens. 

Men. On both sides more respect 
Sic. Here ’s he that would take from you all your 
power. 

Bru. Seize him, A&liles! 

Cit. Down with him, down with him I 

[SctJeraJ apeak. 

2 Sen. Weapons, weapons, weapons ! 

[ They all bustle about Co&ioi.anus. 
Tribune}, patricians, citizens ! — what, ho ! 

Sioinius, Brutus, Coriolanus, citizens ! 

Cit. Peace, peace, peace ; stay, hold, peace I 
Men. What is about to bet— I am out of breath ; 
Confusion ’■ near : I cannot speak i— You, tribunes 
To the people. — Coriolanus, patience t— 

Speak, good Sicinius. 

Sic. Hear me, people j— Peace 1 

Cit. Let ’« bear our tribune : — Peace ! Speak, speak, 
speak 1 
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Sic. You an at point to lose your libertitt j 
Marciui would hare all from you ; Mnrrius, 

Whom late yon have nam’d for comul. 

Men. Fie, fie, fiel 

This is the way to kindle, not to quench. 

1 .Sen. To Unbuild the city, and to lay all flat. 

Sic. What is the city but the people f 

Cit. True, 

The people are the city. 

Bin. By the consent of all, we were establish'd 
1 The people’s magistrates 
| Cit. You so remain. 

Men. And so are like to do. 

Com. That is I he way to lay the city flat; 

To bring the roof to die foundation ; 

And bury all Which yet distinctly ranges, 

In heaps and piles of ruin.* 

Sic. This deserves death* 

Bru. Or let us stand to our authority, 

Or let us lose it : — We do here pronounce, 

Upon the part o’ the people, in whose power 
We were elected theirs, Marciua is worthy 
Of present death. 

Sic. Therefore lay hold of him ; 

* We give this speech, as 10 the original, to the calm and 
reverend Comlhlus. Goriolanus is standing apart, lit proud and 
sullen rage ; and vet the modern editors put these four lines 
in his mouth, as if it was any part of his character to atoiie 
with the people about the prudence of their conduct* Tbs 
editors bobtlnne this change in the persons to whom the 
speeches are assigned, Wlthdut the slightest tng&hi, as It llppeids 
to us, to the exquisite charaBtBftsstioO of the pbet* A Midst sll 
tliis tumuli the first words which Corlolanus utters, secprtLing 
to the origiaal copy, are, " No, I ’ll die here. 1 * He again ooa- 
tinues silent; htif the Modern editbil ttttst haVe Win talkipf: 
and so they put in his mouth the Mlfiulatitlg senwnbS, * Wo 
have as many friends Si enemies,” and the equally ahoSiOter 
1st to talking of Mepenlus— “ 1 would they were barbarian*” 
We have left all these pasadges precisely as they are In the 
origiaal. 

w 2 
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Bw him to the rock Tarpeian, and from thence 
Into destruction cast him. 

Bru. JEdiles, seise him ! 

Cit. Yield, Marcius, yield. 

Men. Hear me one word* 

Beseech you, tribunes, bear me but a wont. 

JEdi. Peace, peace ! 

Men. Be that you aeem, truly your country's friend, 
And temperately proceed to what you would 
Thus violently redrew. 

Bru Sir, those cold ways, 

That seem like prudent helps, are very poisonous 
Where the disease is violent : — Lay hands upon him, 
And bear him to the rock. 

Cor. No; 1 11 die here. [Drawing hie sword. 
There ’» some among you have beheld me fighting ; 
Come, try upon yourselves what you have seen me. 
Men. Down with that sword ! — Tribunes, withdraw 
a while. 

Bru. Lay hands upon him. 

Men. Help Marcius ; Tielp, 

You that be noble : help him, young and old ! 

Cit. Down with him, down with him ! 

[/» this mutiny , the Tribunes, the ASdiles, 
and the people are beat in. 

Men. Go, get you to your house j be gone, away ; 
All will be naught else. 

2 Sen. Get you gone. 

Com. Stand fast ; 

We have as many friends as enemies. 

Men. Shall it be put to that f 
1 Sen. The gods forbid ! 

I prithee, noble friend, home to thy house ; 

Leave us to cure this cause. 

Men. For ’t is a sore upon us, 

I You cannot tent yourself : Begone, 'beseech you. 

Com. Come, sir, along with us. 
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Men. I would thfjr were barbarians, (as they are, 
Though in Rome litter'd,) not Romans, (as they are 
not, 

Though calv'd i' the porch o’ the Capitol.; — Be gone; 
Put not your worthy rage into your tongue; 

One time will owe another. 

Cor. On lair ground I could beat forty of them. 

Men. 1 could myself take up a brace of the best of 
them ; yea, the two tribunes. 

Com. But now ’t is odds beyond arithmetic ; 

And manhood is call’d foolery, when it stands 
Against a falling fabric. — Will you hence 
Before the tag return ? whose rege doth rend 
Like interrupted waters, and o’erbear 
What they are used to bear. 

Men. Pray you, be gone : 

I ’ll try whether my old wit be in request 
Withth ose that have but little ; this must be patch’d 
With cloth of any colour. 

Com. Nay, come away. 

[Exeunt Coriolanub, Cominius, and others . 

1 Pat. This man has marr’d his fortune. 

Men. His nature is too noble for the world : 

He would not flatter Neptune for his trident, 

Or Jove for his power to thunder. His heart ’s his 
mouth : 

What his breast forges that his tongue must vent; 

And, being angry, does forget that ever 

He heard the name of death. [A noise within 

Here ’a goodly work I 

2 Pat. I would they were a-bed ! 

Men. I would they were in Tyber ! — What, the 
vengeance, 

Could he not speak them fair 9 

Re-enter Brutus and Sicuaus, with the rabble. 
Sic. Where is this viper, 
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That would depopulate the city, § 

And bo every man himself f 

Mm. You worthy tribunes, — 

Sic. He shall be thrown down the Tarpelan rock 
With rigorous hands ; be bath resisted law, 

And therefore law shall scorn him further trial 
Than the severity of the public power, 

Which he so sets at nought, 

1 Cit. He shall well know 

The noble tribunes are the people's mouths, 

And we their hands. 

Cit. He shall, sure on X 

I Several tpeak together. 
Men. Sir, sir,— 

Sic. Peaoe! 

Men. Do not cry havoc, where you should but hunt 
With modest warrant 

Sic. Sir, how comes % that you have holp 

To make this rescue Y 

Men. Hear me speak : — 

As I do know the consul's worthiness, 

Bo can 1 name his faults i — 

Sic. Consul ! — what consul t 

Men. The consul Coriolanuj. 

Bru. He consul ! 

Cit. No, no, no, no, no ! 

Men. If, by the tribunes* leave, and yours, good 

I may be naurd, 1 would crave a word ofr two; 

The which shall turn you to no further harm 
Than so much loss of time. 

Sic. Speak briefly then ; 

For we are peremptory, to despatch 
This viperous traitor : to meet him benoe 
Were but one danger; and to keep him here 
Our certain death ; therefore it is decreed, 

He dies to-night 
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Mm. Nov the good gods forbid, 

That our renowned Rome, wliose gratitude 
Towards her dewrved children is enroll'd 
In Jove's own book, like an unnatural dam 
Should now eat up her own ! 

Sic. He *s a disease that must be out away. 

Men. O, he ’• a limb, that ha* but a disease ; 
Mortal, to cut it off ; to cure it, easy. 

What lias he done to Home that 's worthy death f 
Killing our enemies? The blood he hath lost, 

(Which I dare vouch is more than that he hath. 

By many an ounce,) lie dropp'd it for his country » 
And what is led, to lose it by his country, 

Were to us all, that do 't, and sufl'ct it, 

A brand to the end o' the world. 

Sic. This is clean kam * 

Bru. Merely awry : When lie did love his country. 
It honour’d him. 

Men. The service of the foot, 

Being once gangren'd, is not then respected 
Fot what before it was— b 

Bru. We ’ll hear no more 

Pursue him to his house, and pluok him thence; 

Lest his infection, being of catching natuie, 

Spread further. 

Men. One word more, one word. 

This tiger-footed rage, when it shall find 
The harm of unsoann’d swiftness, will, too late, 

Tie leaden pouhds to his heels, Proceed by process ; 
Lest parties (as he is belov'd) break out, 

And sack great Rome with Romans. 

Bru. If it were so,— 

Sic. What do ye talk ! 

* We take this to mean, uothbif to the pmpMse, 
b The speech of Menentus is futerr opted. lie wpald **k 
whether it were last fiot to refpest the " semloe” Of the 

** gangrened foot." 
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Bare we not had a tMte of his obedience t 
Our jEdiles smote ! ourselves resisted ! — Come 
Mm. Consider this ; — be has been bred i’ the wars 
Since he could draw a sword, and is ill school'd 
In bolted language ; meal and bran together 
He throws without distinction. Give me leevft 
1 *11 go to him, and undertake to bring him in peace, 
When he shall answer, by a lawful form, 

(In peace,) to bis utmost peril. . 

1 Sen. Noble tribunes, 

It is die humane way : the other course 
Will prove too bloody ; and the end of it 
Unknown to the beginning. 

Sic. Noble Menenius, 

Be you then as the people's officer 
Marten, lay down your weapons. 

Bru. Go not home, 

fiie. Meet on the market-place : — We *11 attend you 
there : 

Where, if you bring not Marcius, we ’ll proceed 
In our first way. 

Men. I ’ll bring him to you : — 

Let me desire your company. He must come, 

[To the Senators. 

Or what is worse will follow. 

1 Sen. Pray you, let 's to him. 

[Exeunt. 

SCENE II. — A Room in Coriolanua’t House. 

Enter Cobiolanus and Patricians. 

Cor. Let them pull all about mine ears ; present me 
Death cm the wheel, or at wild horses' heels ; 

Or pile ten hills on the Tarpeiaa rock, 

That the precipitation might down stretch 
Below die beam of sight, yet will I still 
Be time to them. 
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Enter Volumnia. 

1 Pat. You do the nobler. 

Cor. I muse my mother 
Does not approve me further, who was wont 
To call them woollen vassals, things created 
To buy and sell wi^h groats ; to show bare heads 
In congregations, to yawn, be still, and wonder 
When one but of my ordinance stood up 
To speak of peace or war. I talk of you ; 

[To V01.UMMIA. 

Why did you wish me milder ? Would you have me 
False to my nature f Rather say, I play 
The man 1 am. 

VoL O, sir, sir, sir, 

I would have had you put your power well on, 

Before you had worn it out 
Cor. Let go. 

Vol. You might have been enough the man you are, 
With striving less to be so : Lesser had been 
The thwartings of your dispositions, if 
You had not show’d them how you were dispos’d 
Ere they lack’d power to cross you. 

Cor. Let them hang. 

Vol. Ay, and bum too. 

Enter Mknbniub and Senators. 

Mm. Gome, come, you have been too rough, some- 
thing too rough : 

You must return, and mend it 
1 Sen. There ’s no remedy ; 

Unless, by not so doing, our pood city 
Cleave in the midst, and perish. 

Vol. Pray be counsell'd ; 

I have a heart as little apt as yours, 

But yet a brain that leads my use of anger 
To better vantage. 
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Men. Well said, noble woman ! 

Before he should thus stoop to the herd, but that 
The violent fit o' the time craves it as physic 
For the whole state, 1 would put mine armour on. 
Which I can scarcely bear. 

Cor. What must I dot . 

Mm. Return to the ta^uA*, . 

Cor. Well, 

What then? what thenf 

Men. Repent what you have i]M>ke. 

Car. For them f — I cannot do it to the gods ; 

Must I then do 't to them f 

Vol. You are too absolute ; 

Though therein you can never be tdo noble, 

But when extremities speak. I have heard you say, 
Honour and policy, like unsever’fl friends, 
r the war do grow together : Grant that, and tell me, 
In peace, what each of them by th’ other lose, 

That they combine not fare. 

Cor. Tush, tush ! 

Men. A good demand. 

VoL If it be honour, in your wan, to seem 
The same you are not, (which, for vour best ends, 

You adopt your policy,; how is it less, or worse, 

That it mall hold companionship in peace 
With honour, as in war ; since that to both 
It stands in-like request! 

Cor. Why force you this I 

VoL Because that now it lies you on to speak 
To the people ; not by your own instruction, 

Nor by die matter which your heart prompts you, 

But with such words that are but roted in 
Your tongue, though but bastards, and syllables 
Of no allowance, to your bosom’s truth. 

Now, this no more dishonours you at all, 

Than to take in a town with gentle wards, 

Which else weald put you to your fortune^ and 
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The haxard of much blood. — 

I would dissemble with my nature, where 
My fortunes, and my friends, at stake, requit'd 
I should do so in honour : I am in this, 

Your wife, your eon, these senators, the nobles ; 

And you will rather show our general lowts 
How you can frown, than spend a fawn upon them. 
For the inheritance of their loves, and safeguard 
Of what that want might ruin. 

Men. Noble lady ! 

Come, go with us ; speak fair : you may salve so, 

Not wliut is dangerous present, but the lou 
Of what is past 

VoL I prithee now, my son, 

Go to them, with tnis bonnet in tby hand ; 

And thus far having stretch’d it, (here be with them,) 
Tby knee bussing the slones, (for in such business 
Action is eloquence, and the eyes of the ignorant 
More learned than the ears,) waving thy head, 

Which often, — thus,— correcting thy stout heart,* 

Now humble, as the ripest mulberry 

That will not hold the handling ; Or, say ta them, 

Tiiou art their soldier, and being bred in broils, 

Hast not the soft way, which, thou dost confess 
Were fit for thee to use, as they to claim, ' 

In asking their good loves ; but thou wilt frame 
Thyself, forsooth, hereafter theirs, so far 
As thou hast power and person. 

Men . This but done, 

Even as she speaks, why, their hearts were yours ; 

* This passage has been a stumbling-block to the eommen- 
talon ; and they want to know how the waving the head 

corrects the stout heart. They have fpraotten the maxim which 
Volunmla has just uttered, ** action U pl«iUeI^e. , ' Site is 
explaining her meaning by her action : — waving tby head, 
which often wave — thus-^and she then wave* hothead several 
times). She adds, » oore«*tog Off Stout head," V* “hWftWt 
ss the ripest BMOberry** 1 
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For they bare pardons, being ask'd, u free 

As words to little purpose. 

f VoL Prithee now 

Go, and be rul'd : although I know thou hadst rather 

Follow thine enemy in a fiery gulf, 

Than flatter him in a bower. Here is Combi us. 

Enter Cominius. 

Com. 1 bare been i' the market-place: and, sir, 
*t is fit 

You make strong party, or defend yourself 
By calmness, or by absence ; all 's in anger. 

Men. Only lair speech. 

Com. I think 't will serve, if he 

Can thereto frame his spirit. 

VoL He roust, and will : — 

Prithee now say you will, and go about it 

Cor. Must I go show them my unbarb'd sconce f 
Must I, 

With my base tongue, gire to my noble heart 
A lie, that it must heart Well, 1 will do 't : 

Yet were then but this single plot to lose, 

This mould of Marcius they to dust should grind it, 
And tluow it against the wind. — To the market-place: — 
You hare put me now to such a part, which never 
I shall discharge to the life. 

Com. Come, come, we *11 promjpt you, 

VoL I prithee now, sweet son, as thou hast said, 
praises made thee first a soldier, so, 

To hare my praise for this, perform a part 
Thou hast not done before. 

Cor. * ' Well, I must do ’t : 

Away my disposition, and possess me 
Borne harlot's spirit ! My throat of war be turn'd, 
WbicK quired with my drum, into a pipe 
Small as an eunuch, or the virgin voice 
That babies lulls asleep ! The smiles of knavse 



Sow* I!.] 


CO RIOLAN US. 


17 

Tent in my cheek* ; and schoolboys' tears take up 
The glasses of my sight ! A beggar's tongue 
Make motion through my lips ; and my arm'd knees, 
Who bow'd but in my stirrup, bend like his 
That hath receiv'd an alms ! — I will not do 't s 
Lest I surcease to ltooour mine own truth, 

And, by my body's action, teach my mind 
A most inherent baseness. 

VoL At thy choice then : 

To beg of thee it is my more dishonour, 

Than thou of them. Come all to ruin ; let 

Thy mother rather feel thy pride, than fear 

Thy dangerous stoutness ; for I mock at death 

With as big heart as thou. Do as thou list 

Thy valiantneas was mine, thou suck'dst it from me; 

But owe thy pride thyself. 

Cor. Pray, be content ; 

Mother, I am going to the market-place ; 

Chide me no more. I ’ll mountebank their loves, 

Cog their hearts from them, and come home belov’d 
Of all the trades in Rome. Look, I am.going : 
Commend me to my wife. 1 11 return consul ; 

Or never trust to what my tongue con do 
I* the way of flattery, further. 

VoL Do your will. [Exit. 

Com . Away! the tribunes do attend you; arm 
yourself 

To answer mildly ; for they are prepar’d 
With accusations, as I hear, more strong 
Than are upon you yet. 

Cor. The word is, mildly ; — Pray you, let us go : 
Let them accuse me by invention, I 
Will answer in mine honour. 

Man. Ay, but mildly. 

Cor. Well, mildly be it then ; mildly. [MzamL 
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SCENE tH— Tfo ww. The Market-place. 

Enter Sicmnn and Bmtnrbe. 

Bru. In this point charge him home, that lie affect* 
Tyrannical power : If he evade us there, i 

Enforce him with his envy to the people j I 

And that the spoil, got on the An dates, | 

Was ne’er distributed. — 

Enter an ABdile. 

What will be come 1 
A Id. He ’s coming. 

Bru. . # How accompanied ¥ ' 

Ad. With old Menenius, and those senators 
That always favour'd him. 

Sic. Have you a catalogue 

Of all the voices that we have procur'd, 

Set down by the poll ¥ 

Ad. I hate ; ’t is ready. 

Sic. Have you collected them by tribes ¥ 

Ad. « I have. 

Sic. Assemble p r e sen tly the people hitlier : 

And when they hear me say “ ft shall be so 

I' the right and strength o’ the commons,” be it either 

For death, (hr fine, or banishment then let them, 

If I say, fine, cry “ fine if death, cry “ deatn j * 

Insisting on the old prerogative 
And power i’ the truth o' the Cause. 

Ad. I shall inform them. 

Bru. And when such time they have begun to ery, 

Let them not cease, but with a din confus’d 
Enforce the present execution 
Of what we chance to sentenoe. 

Ad. Very well. 

Sic. Make them«be strong, and ready for this hint, 
When we shall hap to give ’t them. 

Bru. Go about it. — [Exit ASdile. 


ten III.] 00&I0LANUB, Tl 

Put him to chol«r straight : He hath been us'd 
Ever to conquer, and to have hii worth 
Of contradiction t Being once chaf'd, he cannot 
Be rein'd again to temperance s then he speaks 
What 's in bis heart ; and that is there which looks 
With us to break his neck. 

Enter Coriolanus, Meneniub, CominiUs, Senators, 
and Patncians. 

Stc. Well, here lie comes. 

Men Calmly, I do beseech you. 

Cor Ay, as an ostler, that for the poorest piece 
Will bear the knave by the volume. — The honour'd gods 
Keep Rome in safety, and the chairs of justice 
Supplied with worthy men ! plant love among us ! 
Throng our large temples with the shows of peace, 

And not our streets with war 1 

1 Son. Amen, amen 1 

Men A noble wish. 

Re-enter jEdile, with Citisens. 

8te. Draw near, ye people. 

Md. List to your tribunes ; audience : Peace, I say ! 
Cor. First, hear me speak. 

Both Tri. Well, say. — Peace, ho t 

Cor. Shall I be charg d no further than this present ; 
Must all determine herel 
Stc I do demand. 

If von submit you to the people's voices, 

Allow their officers, and are content 
To suffer lawful censure fur such faults 
As shall be prov'd upon you ? 

Cor. I am oonteoL 

Men. Lo, citisens, he says he is content i 
The warlike service ha has dona, consider j 
Think on the wounds his body bears, which show 
Like graves i* the holy churchyard. 
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Scan to more laughter only. 


That when be speaks not like a citiaen, 
You find him luce a soldier : Do not take 


Scratchee with farian, 
Consider further, 


You find him like a soldier : Do not take 
His rougher accents for malicious sounds. 

Bat, as I say, such as become a soldier, 

Bather than envy you. 

Com. Well, well, no more. 

Cor. What is the matter. 

That being pass'd for consul with full voice, 

1 am so dishonour'd, that the very hour 
You take it off again f 

Sic. Answer to us. 

Cor. Say then : v t is true, 1 ought so. 

Sic. We charge you, that you have contriv'd to 
take 

From Borne all season'd office, and to wind 
Yourself into a power tyrannical ; 

For which you are a traitor to the people. 

Cor. How! Traitor t 

Men. Nay*; temperately : Your promise 

Cor. The fires i' the lowest hell. fold in the people! 
Call me their traitor ! — Thou injurious tribune 1 
Within thine eves sat twenty tbousan4 deaths, 

In thy hands clutch'd as many millions, in 
Thy lying tqngue both numbers, I would say, 

Thou licit; unto thee, with .a voice as free 
As I <|o pray the gods. 

Sic. Mark you* this, people f 

CU. To the rock ; to £he rock with him ! 

Sic. Peac 4\ 

We need not pat new matter to his charge : 

What you have seen him do, and heard him spank, 
Banting your offioen, coning yonnelvete 
Opposing laws with strokes, and here defying 
Thom whose great power most try him; emrthis, 
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So criminal, and in inch capital kind, 

Deserves the extremest death. 

Bru. But since he hath serv'd well far Borneo— < 

Cor. What ! do you prate of service ! 

Bru. 1 talk of that, that know it 
Cor, You ? 

Men. Is this the promise that you made your mother! 
Com. . Know, I pray you, — 

Cor. I 'll know no further : 

Let them pronounce the steep Tarpeian death, 

Vagabond exile, flaying, pent to linger 
But with a grain a day, I would not buy 
Their mercy at the price of one fair word ; 

Nor check my courage for what they can give, 

To have ’t with saying, Good morrow. 

Sic. For that he has 

(As much as in him lies) from tiitae to time 
Envied against the people, seeking means 
To pluck away their power ; as now at last 
Given hostile strokes, and that not in the presence 
Ofrdreaded justice, but on the ministers 
That do distribute it : In the name o' the people^ 

And in the power of ps the tribunes, we, 

Even from this instant, banish him our city ; 

In peril of precipitation 

From off the rock Tarpeian, never more 

To enter our Borne gates; V the people's name, 

I say it shall be so. 

Cit It shall be so : It shall be so ; let him away: 

He 's banish'd, and it shall be so. 

Com. Hear me, my masters, and my common 
friends 

Sic. He’s sentenc’d; no more hearing. 

Com. « Let me spate: 

I have been consul, and cap show, .from Rome, 

Her enemies' marks upon me. I do love 
My country's good, with a respect more tender, 
vol. x. a 
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lion holy and profound, than mine own life, 

My dear wife's estimate, her womb's increase, 

And treasure of my loin* ; then if 1 would 
Speak that — 

Sic. We know your drift : Speak what 1 

Bru, There ’a no more to be said, but he i#fcatiishM. 
Aa enemy to the people and bis country i 
It shall be ao. 

CiL It shall be so, it shall be so. 

Cor. You common cry of cun ! whose breatli I liafe 
Aa reek o' the rotten fens, whose loves I price 
Aa the dead carcases of unburied men 
That do corrupt my air, I banish you $ 

And here remain with your uncertainty ! 

Let every feeble rumour shake your hearts ! 

Your enemies, with nodding of their plumes, 

Fan you into despair ! Have the power still 
To banish your defenders ; till, at length, 

Your iguorance, (which finds not, till it feels,) 

Making not reservation of yourselves, 

(Still your own foes,) deliver you, 

As mast abated capti ves, to some nation 
That won you without bloWi I Despising, 

For you, the City, thus I turn my hack . 

There is a world elsewhere. 

[ Exeunt Coriolahub, Cohimub, Mittimus, 
Senators, and Patricians.' 

Md. The people's enemy is gone, is gone ! 

CiL Our enemy is banish'd ! he is gone ! Hoot boo 1 
[The people eAout, and throw up their cape. 

9k. Go, see him out at gates, and follow him, 

As he hath follow'd you, with all despite ‘ 

Give him deserv'd vexation. Let a guard 
Attend us through the city. 

Cit. Gome, come, let 's see him out at gates j comet-*- 
The gods preserve our noble tribunes !— Cotae. \Mjsemt. 
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j SCENE I .—The same. Before a Gate of the Cify» 

1 Enter Coriolawus, Volumnia, Viroilia, Mknkniu^ 

I Cominjus, and several young Patricians. 

I Cor. Come, leave your tears ; a brief farewell : — the 

! beast 

I With many heads butts me away. — Nay, mother, 
Where is your ancient courage? you were used 
To say, extremity was the trier of spirits ; 

That common chances common men could bear ; 

That, when the sea was calm, all boats alike 
Show’d mastership in floating: fortune's blows, 

When most b truck home, being gentle wounded, craves 
A noble cunning s you were used to load me 
With precepts, thafVould make invincible 
The heart that conn’d them. 

Vir. 0 heavens ! O heavens ! 

Cor. Nay, I prithee, woman,— 

Vol. Now the red pestilence strike all trades in Rome, 
And occupations perish 1 

Cor. What, what, what I 

I shall be lov’d when I am lack’d. Nay, mother, 
Resume that spirit, when you were wont to say, 

If you had been the wife of Hercules, 

Six of his labours you *d have done, and sav’d 
Your husband so much sweat — Cotninius, 

Droop not] adieu I— Farewell, my wife ! my mother! 

I ’ll do well yet.— Thou eld and true Menenius, 

Thy tears are salter than a younger man’s, 

And venomous to thine eye*.— My sometime general, 

I have seen thee stem, and thou hut oft beheld 
o 2 


M 


OORIOLANTJB. 


[Act XV. 


Heart-hartTning spectacles ; tell these and women, 

*T is find to veil inevitable strokes. 

As 't is to laugh at them.— My mother, you wot well 
My beards still have been your solace : and 
Believe 't not lightly, (though I go alone, 

Like to a lonely dragon, that his fen ■ 

Makes fear'd and talk'd of more than seen,) your son 
Will, or exceed the common, or he caught 
With cantelous baits and practice. 

VoL My first* son, 

Whither wilt thou go? Take good Cominius 
I With thee a while : Determine on some course, 

I More than a wild exposure to each chance 
That starts i’ the way before thee. 

Cor. O the gods ! 

Com. 1 11 follow thee a month, devise with thee 
Where thou shalt Test, that than mayst bear of us. 

And we of dice : so, if the time thrust forth 
A cause for thy repeal, we shall not send 
O'er the vast world, to seek a single man ; 

And lose advantage, which doth ever cool 
1' the absence of the needer. 

Cor. Fare ye well 

Thou hast years upon thee ; and thou art too full 
Of the wars' surfeits, to go rove with one 
That 's yet unbruis'd : bring me but out at gate.- 
Come, my sweet wife, my dearest mother, and 
My friends of noble touch, when 1 am forth. 

Bid me farewell, and smile. I pray you, come. 
While I remain above the ground, you shall 
Hear from me still ; and never of me aught 
But what is like me formerly* 

- Mon. That ’s worthily 

As any ear can hear. — Come, let 's not weep.— 

The fe% Is the pestilential abode of the ** lonely dragon," 
which he Basket “ feiued and talked of more than assn.” 

* Fkt t in the eenee of noblest 
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If I could shake ofl'but one seven years 
From these old arms and legs, by the good gods, 

1 ’d with thee every foot 1 
Cor . Give me thy hand. 

Gome. [Exeunt. 

SCENE II. — The tame. A Street near the Gate. 

Enter Sioinios, Brutus, and an ^Edile. 

Sic. Bid them all home ; he ’« gone, and we *11 no 
further. — 

The nobility are vex'd, who, we see, have sided 
In his behalf. 

Bru. Now we have shown our power, 

Let us seem humbler after it is dune, 

Than when it was a doing. 

Sic. Bid them home : 

Say, their great enemy is gone, and they 
Stand in their ancient strength. 

Bru. Dismiss them home. 

[Exit jEdile. 

Enter Yolumnia, Viroilia, and Menbmius.- 

Here comes his mother. 

Sic. Let ’s not meet her. 

Bru. Why ? 

Sic. They say she ‘s mad. 

Bru. They have ta’en note of us ; 

Keep on your way. 

Vol O, you 're well met : The hoarded plague o' the 
gods 

Requite your love ! 

Men. Peace, peace ! be not so loud. 

Vol. If that I could for weeping,, you should bear, 
Nay, and you shall hear some. — Will you be gone? 

[7b Brutus. 
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TV. You shall stay too: [To Sicim.] I would I 
had the power 
To say so to my husband. 

Sic. Are you mankind ? ■ 

VoL Ay, fool: Is that a shame f — Note bat this 
fool. — 

Was not a man my father t Hadst thou fcaship 
To banish him that struck more blows for Rome, 

Than thou hast spoken words 1 

Stc. O blessed heavens 1 

VoL More noble blows, than ever thou wise words ; 
And for Rome's good.— 1 11 tell thee what ; — Yet go : — 
Nay, but thou shalt stay too : — 1 would ray son 
Were in Arabia, and thy tribe before him, 

His good sword in his hand. 

Sic. What then f 

Vir. Wiiat then ! 

He ’d make an end of thy posterity. 

Vol. Bastards, and all. — 

Good man, the wounds that he does bear for Rome! 
Mm. Gome, come, peace ! 

Sic. I would he had continued to his country, 

As he began ; and not unknit himself 
The noble knot he made. 

Bru. I would he had. 

Vol. I would he had 1 T was you incens'd the 
rabble: 

Cats, that can judge as fitly of his worth, 

As I can of those mysteries which heaven 
Will not have earth to know. 

Bru. Fray, let uc go. 

Vol. Now, pray, sir, get you gone : 

You have done a brave deed. Ere you go, hear this ) 

As far as doth the Capitol exceed 

The meanest house in Rome, so far my son, 

• JfoaftM, filctalus asks insultingly whether Vol amok Is 
■Mktad— « woman with the roughness of a man } 
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(This lady's husband hare, tins, do you see,) 

Whom you have banish'd, does exceed you all. 

Bru. Well, well, we 11 leave you. 
i Sic. Why stay we to be baited 

I With me that wants her wits 9 

Vol. Take my prayen with you.— 

' I would the gods had nothing else to do, 

[Exeunt Tribunes* 

| But to confirm my curses l Could I meet them 
l But once a day, it would unclog my heart 
Of what lies heavy to *t. 

Men. You have told them home, 

And, by my troth, you have cause. You 11 sup with 
me 9 

Vol. Anger 's my meat ; I sup upon myself, 

And so shall starve with feeding.— Come, let ’s go ; 
Leave this faint puling, and lament as I do, 

In anger, Juno-like. Come, come, come. 

Men. Fie, fie, fie ! [Exeunt. 

SCENE 111,— A Highway between Rome and 
Anti urn. 

Enter a Roman and a Voice, meeting. 

Horn. I know you well, sir, and you know me i your 
name, I think, is Adrian. 

Volo. It is so, sir : truly, I have forgpt you, 

Rom. 1 am a Roman ; and my servioes are, as you 
are, against them : Know you me yet 9 

Volo. Nicanor 9 No. 

Rom. The same, sir. 

Vole. You had more beard when 1 last saw you, but 
your favour is well appeared * by your tongue. What ’s 
the news in Rome9 1 have a note from the Vpleian 
state, to find you out there t You have well saved me a 
day's journey. 

• Wed epp e anrt r s yin s ri appswnt. 
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Bom. Then bath been in Rome strange insurrec* 
tin : the people against the senators patricians, and 

ndbhs* 


Vok. Hath been! Is it ended then? Our statr 
think* not so ; they are in a most warlike preparation, 
and hop* to come upon them in the beat of thei^Urision. 

Bom. The main blase of it is past, but a snail thing 
would make it flame again. For ibe nobles receive so 
to heart the banishment of that worthy Conolanus, that 
they are in a ripe aptness to take all power from the 
people, and to pluck from them their tribunes for ever. 
This lies glowing, 1 can tell you, and is almost mature 
for the violent breaking out. 

Pole. Conolanus banished I 

Bom. Banished, sir. 

Vole. Ton will be welcome with this intelligence, 
Nicanor. 

Bom. The day serves well foi them now. I liave 
heard it said, the fittest time to corrupt a man's wife is 
when she ’» fallen out with her husband. Your noble 
Tullus Aufidius #ill appear well in these wan, bis 
neat o p poses, Coriolanus, being now in no request of 
his country. 


Vole. He cannot choose. I am most fortunate thus 
accidentally to encounter you : You have ended my 
busmen, end I will merrily accompany you home. 

Bom . I shall, between this and supper, tell you most 
■bang* things from Rome; all tending to the good of 
theit adversaries. Have you an army ready, say you I 
Vok. A most royal one : the centurions, and their 
charges, distinctly billeted, already in the entertain- 
ment,* and to be on foot at an hour’s warning. 

Hoes. I am joyful to hear of their readiness, and am 
the man, I think, that shall set them in present action. 
Boy sir, heartily well met, and most glad of your com* 


pany. 
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' Vole. You take my port from me, sir; I hare the 
j most cause to be glad of yours. 

I Rom, Well, let us go together. \E a nm L 

| SCENE IV. — Antium. Before Aufidius’s Howe, 
Enter Coriolamvs, in mean apparel, disguised and 
muffled. 

Cor. A goodly city is this Antium : City, 

T is I that made thy widows : many an heir 
Of these fair edifices ’fore my wars 
Have 1 heard groan, and drop ; then know me not ; 
Lest that thy wives with spits, and boys with stones, 

Enter a Citizen. 

In puny battle slay me. — Save you, sir. 

Cit. And you. 

Cor. Direct me, if it be your will, 

Where great Aufidius lies : Is he in Antium f 
Cit. He is, and feasts the nobles of the state, 

At his house this night. 

Cor. Which is his house, 'beseech you I 

Cit. This, here, before you. 

Cor. Thank you, sir ; farewell. 

[Exit Citizen. 

0, world, thy slippery turns ! Friends now fast sworn, 
Whose double bosoms seem to wear one heart, 

Whose hours, whose bed, whose meal, and exercise, 

Are still together, who, twin, as ’t were, in love 
Unseparable, shall within this hour, 

On a dissentioa of a doit, break out 
To bitterest enmity : So, feilest foes, 

Whose passions and whose plots have broke their sleep 
To take the one the other, by some chance, 

Some trick not worth an egg, shall grow dear friends, 
And interjoin their issues. So with me : — 

My birthplace hate I, and my love ’s upon 
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I 

Tide sssmsy town.— 4 ’ll rater \ if be «Uy m* 1 

He does fair justice ; if lie f ive we way* 

1 11 do bis country service. [Exit. 

9CBNB V.—Th* earn. A Hall in AuftJ‘«i»*e | 
House. 

Music within, Enter a Servant. I 

1 Sere. Wine, wine, wine! What service is here ! | 

1 tbiuk our JUlowi are asleep. [Exit. 

Enter another Servant { 

2 Sere. Where ’• Gotus ? my master calls for him. 

Coitus! [Exit. ' 

Enter Coriolamus. 

Cor. A goodly bouse : The feast swells well : but 1 i 
Appear not like a guest 

Re-enter ike first Servant 

1 Sere. What would you have, friend? Whence are 
you ? Hon *s no place tw you i Pray, go to the door. 

Cor. 1 have deserv’d no better entertainment, 

In being Goriolanus. 

Re-enter second Servant 

1 Sen. Whence are you, sir ? Has tlie porter his 
eyes in bis bead, that he gives entrance to such com- 
panions f Pray, get you out 

Cor. Away f 

2 Sere . Away? Get you away. 

Cor. How thou art troublesome. 

2 Sere. Are you so brave? J 11 have you talked 
with anon. 

Enter a third Servant The first meets him , 

3 Sere. What fallow ’• tbit? 

1 Sere. A strange one as ever I looked on i l cannot 
get him out o' die bouse i Prithee otll my master to 
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3 Serv. What have you to do here, fellow ¥ Pray 
you, avoid the bouae. 

Cor. Let me but stand ; 1 yvill not hurt your hearth. 

3 Serv. What are youll 

Cor. A gentleman. 

3 Mere. A marvellous poor one. 

('or. True, so I am. 

3 Serv. Pray you, poor gentleman, take up tome 
other statical; here ‘s no place for you; pray you, 
avoid : come. 

Cor. Follow your function, go ! and batten on cold 
bits. [Pushes him away. 

3 Serv. What, will you not ¥ Pnthee, tell my mas- 
ter what a strange guest lie has here. 

2 Serv. And 1 aiia.ll. [Exit. 

3 Serv. Wbeie dwellest thou! 

Cor. Under the canopy ¥ 

3 Serv. Under the canopy ¥ 

Cor. Ay. 

3 Serv. Where ’s tl>at ¥ 

Cor. 1* the city of kites and crows. 

3 Serv. P the city of kites and crows t~-What an 
ass it is! — Then thou dwellest with daws tool 

Cor. No, 1 serve not thy master. 

3 Serv. How, air 1 Do you meddle with my master? 

Cor. Ay; ’t is an honestor sen ice than to meddle 
with thy mistress : Thou prat at, and. prat’st j serve with 
thy trencher, hence ! [Beats hint away. 

Enter Auvimus and the teoond Servant. 

Auf. Where is this fellow ¥ 

2 Serv. Here, sir ; 1 VI have beaten him like a dog, 
but for disturbing the lords within. 

A^f. Whence com’st thou ¥ what wouldst thou ¥ Thy 
name? Why speak’st not! Speak, man: What’s thy 
name! 

Cor. If, Tullus, [unmvjfting] not yet thou know'st 
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me, and, seeing me, dost not think me for the man I 
am, necessity commands me name myself. 

Amf. Wliat is thy namel [Servants retire. 

Cor. A name unmueical to the Yolcian's ears. 

And hanli in sound to thine. 

Auf. Say, what ’• thy#amef 

Thou bast a grim appearance, and thy face 
Bears a command in 't ; though thy tackle ’• torn, 
Thou show st a noble vessel : What 's thy name 7 
Cor. Prepare thy brow to frown : Know 'it thou me 
yet! 

Auf. 1 know thee not : — Thy name f 
Cor. My name is Caius Marciut, who liath done 
To thee particularly, and to all the Voices, 

Great hurt and mischief ; thereto witness may 
My surname, Coriolanus : The painful service, 

The extreme dangers, and tlje drops of blood 
Shed for my thankless country, are requited 
But with that surname ; a guod memory, 

And witness of the malice and displeasure 

Which thou shouldst bear me : only that name remains ; 

The cruelty and envy of the people, 

Permitted by our dastard nobles, who 
Have all forsook me, hath devour'd the rest ; 

And suffer'd me by the voice of slaves to he 
Whoop’d out of Rome. Now, this extremity 
Hath brought me to thy hearth : Not out of hope, 
Mistake me not, to save my life ; for if 
I had fear'd death, of all the men i’ the world 
I would have 'voided thee : but in mere spite, 

To be full quit of those my banishers, 

Stand I before thee here. Then if thou hast 
A heart of wreak ■ in thee, that will revenge 
Thine own particular wrongs, and stop those maims 
Of shame seen through thy country, speed thee straight^ 
And make my misery serve thy turn ; so use it, 

• Wr sc * — r e venge. 
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That my revengeful services may prove 

As benefits to thee; for I will fight 

Against my canker'd country with the spleen 

Of all the under fiends.* But if so be 

Thou dar'st not this, and that to prov e more fortunes 

Thou art tir’d, tlien, in a word, 1 also am 

Longer to live most weary, and present 

My throat to thee, and to thy ancient malice : 

Which not to cut would show thee but a fool *, 

Since I have ever follow d thee with hate, 

Drawn tuns of blood out of thy country's breast, 

And cannot live but to thy shame, unless 
It be to do thee service. 

Auf. O Marcius, Marcius ! 

Each word thou bast spoke bath weeded from my heait 
A root of ancient envy. If Jupiter 
Should from yon cloud speak divine things, 

And say, “ "T is true,” I ’d not believe them more 
Than thee, all noble Marcius. — Let me twine 
Mine arms about that body, where against 
My grained ash an hundred tunes hath broke, 

And scar'd the moon with splinters ! Here 1 clip 
The anvil of my sword ; and do contest 
As hotly and as nobly with thy love, 

As ever in ambitious strength I did 
Contend against thy valour. Know thou first, 

I lov’d the maid I married ; never man 
Sigh’d truer breath ; but that I see thee here, 

Thou noble thing ! more dances my rapt heart 
Than when I first my wedded mistress saw 
Bestride my threshold. Why, thou Mars i 1 tell thee, 
We have a power on foot ; and I had purpose 
Once more to hew thy target from thy orawn, 

Or lose mine arm for 't: Thou hast beat me out b 
Twelve several times, end I have nightly since 
Dreamt of encounters ’twist thyself and me : 

• Vr&rjlnto — fiends below. b Cta— complete. 
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We have hem down together in mv sleep, 

Unbuckling helms, fitting each other’* throat, 

And wak'd half dead with nothing Worthy Marcius, 
Had we no other quarrel else to Rome, but that 
Thou art thence finish'd, we would mutter al| 

From twelve to seventy j and, pouring war 
Into the bowels of ungratefiil Rome, 

| Like a bold flood o'erbeat. O, come, go in, 

And take our fnendly senators by the hands ; 

( Who now are here, taking their leaves of me, 

Wlio am prepar'd against ^ our territories, 

Though not lor Rome itsell. 

C'or. You bless me. gods ! 

Auf. Therefore, most absolute an, if thou wilt have 
The leading of thine own revenges, take 
The erne lialf of my commission ; and set down, — 

As best thou art experienc’d, since thou know’st 
Thy country’s strength and weakness, — thine own ways; 
Whether to knock against the gates of Rome, 

Or rudely visit them la ports remote, 

To fright them, ere destroy. But come in : 

Let me commend tliee first to those that shall 
Say, Yea, to thy desires. A thousand welcomes 1 
And more a friend than e’er an enemy | 

Yet, Marcius, that was much. Your hand ! Most wel- 
come I 

[Exeunt Oohiolamus and Au*idius. 

1 Sere. [Advancing.) Here ’s a strange alteration 1 

2 Serv. By my hand, I had thought to have strucken 
him with a cudgel ; and yet my mind gave me, his 
clothes made a false report of him. 

1 Serv. What an arm lie has 1 Hs turned me olxmt 
with his finger and iiis thumb, as ons would set up a 
top. 

2 Serv. Nay, I knew by hi* foot that there was some- 
thing in him ! he had, sir, a kind of face* methought,— 
1 cannot tell how to term it. 
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1 Sm, He had so j looking m it wer*,--’Would I 
were hen red but I thought there wu more in him then 
I could think. 

2 Sent, So did I, 1 ’ll be iwom : lie Is simply the 
rarest man i' the world. 

1 Serv. 1 think he it : but a greater soldier than he, 
you wut one. 

2 Serv. Who? my master t 

1 Serv. Nay, it ’* no matter for that. 

2 Serv. Worth six of him. 

1 Serv. Nay, nut to neither ; but I take him to be 
the greater soldier. 

2 Serv. ‘Faith, look you, one cannot tell how to lay 
that: lor the defence of a tuwn our general ii excellent. 

1 Serv. Ay, and for an assault too. 

Ite^enter third Servant. 

3 Serv. 0, slaves, I cun tell you news ; news, you 
ruscals ! 

1 Hf 2 Serv. What, what, what I let ’s nartake. 

3 Serv. 1 would not be a Roman, of all nations ; I 
had as lieve he a Condemned man. 

1 2 Serv. Wherefore? wherefore? 

3 Serv. Why, her* 's he that was wont to thwack 
our general, — Oaius Maroiug. 

1 Serv. Why do you say thwack our general? 

3 Sere. 1 do not say thwack our general ; but he was 
always good enough for him. 

2 Serv. Come, we are follows, and friends i be was 
ever too hard for him ; I have heard him say so himself. 

a Serv. He was too bard for him directly, to lay the 
truth no ’t i before Cotloli he scotched him and notched 
him like a carbonado. 

2 Serv. An he had been cannibally given, he might 
have broiled and eaten him too. 

1 Serv, But more of thy newst 

3 Serv. Why, be is so made on here within, as if lie 
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wen too and heir to Man: set at nppar end o' the 
table : no q unban aaked him by any of the Mnators, 
but they stand bald before him : Our general himself 
makes a mistress of him ; mnetifles himself with ’• hand, 
and turae up the white o* the eye to his discount But 
the bottom of the news is, our general is cutdLthe mid- 
dle, and but one half of what be was yesterday ; lor the 
other has half, by the entreaty and grant of the whole 
table. He 'Ll go, he says, and aowle* the porter of 
Rome gates by the ears : He will mow all down before 
him, and leave his passage polled. 1 * 

2 Serv. And he ’« as like to do 't as any man 1 can 
imagine. 

3 Serv. Do ’t? he will do 't : For, look you, sir, he 
has as many friends as enemies : which friends, sir, (as 
it were,) durst not (look you, sir) show themselves (as 
we term it) his friends whilst he 's in directitude. c 

1 Serv. Directitude ! wliat a that? 

3 Serv. But when they shall see, sir, his crest up 
again, and the man in blood, they will out of their bur- 
rows, like conies after rain, and revel all with him. 

1 Serv. But when goes this forward? 

3 Serv . To-morrow ; to-day ; presently. You shall 
have the drum struck up this afternoon : 't is, as it were, 
a parcel of their feast, aud to be executed ere they wipe 
their lifw. 

2 Sore. Why, then we shall have a stirring world 
again. This peace is nothing, but to rust iron, increase 
tailors, and breed ballad-makers. 

1 Serv . Let me have war, say I ; it exceeds peace as 
for as day does night; it 's sprightly, waking, audible^ 
and full of vent Peace is a very apoplexy, lethargy ; 

* Sowle — a provincial word for pull out 

h PulUd~ cleared. 

® Dtrectitude. Malone would read iitcredUvds. He thinks 
the snwant was not meant to talk absolute nonsense. Why 
then does the other servant ask the meaning of the fine word t 
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mulled, deaf, sleepy, insensible; a getter of non 
bastard children than war s a destroyer of men. 

2 Serv. T is so ; and as wars, in some sort, may be 
said to be a ravisher, so it cannot be denied but peace 
is a great maker of cuckolds. 

. 1 Serv. Ay, and it makes men ltale one another. 

' 3 Serv. Reason j because they then less need one 

another. Tlie wars for my money. I hope to see 
Romans as cheap as Volcians. They are rising, they 
are rising. 

All. In, in, in, in ! [Exeunt, 

SCENE VI. — Rome. Apublio Place. 

Enter Sicinius and Brutus. 

Sic. We hear not of him, neither need we fear him ; 

( His remedies are tame i' the present peace 
| And quietness o’ the people, which before 
j Were in wild hurry. Here do we make his friends 
. Blush that the world goes well ; who rather had. 
Though they themselves did suffer by ’t, beheld 
; Dissentious numbers pestering streets, than see 
Our tradesmen singing in their shops, and going 
About their functions friendly. 

Enter Mknknius. 

Bru. We stood to ’t in good time. Is this Memniusf 

Sic. *T is be, ’t is he : 0, he is grown molt kind uf 
late. Hail, sir ! 

| Men. Hail to you both ! 

1 Sic. Your Conolanus is not much mimed but with 
his friends; the commonwealth doth stand; and so 
would do, were he more angry at it 

Men. All f s well ; and might hare been muoh better, 
if he could hare temporised. 

Sic. Where is be, hear yput 
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Mm. Nay, I h mi nothing j hit mctltm and hit wife 
hear nothing Worn him. 

Enter three Or four Citisens. 

CiL Ihe gods prmerre you both ! 

Ste. Good -e'en, our neighbours. 

Bru. Good-e’en to you all, good -e’en to you alL 
1 CiL Ounelve^ our wives, and children, on out 
Imam, 

Are bound to pray for you both. j 

Sic. Live, and thrive ! 

Bru. Farewell, kind neighbours: We wish’d Corio- I 
lanus 

Had lov’d you as we did. 

Cit. Now the gods keep you! 

Both Tri. Farewell, farewell. [Exeunt Citisens. 
Sic. This Is a happier and more comely time 
Than when these fellows ran about the streets, 

Crying, Confusion. 

Bru. Cams Marcius was 

A worthy oflcer i’ the war j but insolent, 

O'ercome with pride, ambitious past all thinking, 
Self-loriug,— 

Sic. And affecting one sole throne, 

Without instance. 

Men. I think not so. 

Sic. We should by this, to all our lamentation, 

If be hadgsne farth oonsul. found it so. 

Bru. TnS gods have well prevented it, and Rome 
Sits safe and still without him. 

Enter ASdile, 

JSd. Worthy tribunes, 

There is A elite, whom We hive put in prison. 

Reports, the Voices with two several powers 
An ttrfvd iti the Roman t e rritori es ; 

And with the deepest malice of the Wat 
Destroy what lies before them. 
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Men. *T is Anfldlas, 

Who, bearing of our Marcius* banishment, 

Thrusts forth his hums again into the world, 

Which were inshell’d when Marcius stood for Rome, 
And durst not once peep out. 

Sic. Come, wliat talk you of Marcius 1 

Bru. Go see this rumourer whipp'd. — It cannot be 
The Voices dare break with us. 

Men. Cannot he ! 

We have record that very well it can : 

| And three examples of the like have been 
Within my age. But reason with the fellow, 

Before you punish him, where be heard this ] 

Lest you shall chance to whip your information, 

And beat the messenger who bids beware 
Of wliat is to be dreaded. 

Sic. Tell not me : 

I know this cannot be. 

Bru. Not possible. 

Enter a Messenger. 

Mess. Tbe nobles, in great earnestness, are going 
All to the senate-house : some news is coming 
Tliat turns their countenances. 

Sic. *T is this slave 

Go whip him Tore the neopie’s eyes : — his raising ! 
Nothing but his report ! 

Mess. Yes. worthy sir, 

The slave's report it seconded ; and more, 

More fearful, is deliver'd. 

Sic. What more fearful 1 

Mess • It is spoke freelv oat of many mouths, 
(How probable I do' not know,) that Marcius, 

Join'd with Aufidius, leads a power ’gainst Rome) 
And vows revenge as spacious as between 
The young’st and oldest tiling. 

Sic. This is most likely I 
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Bru. Rais'd only thot the weaker tort may wish 
Good Marcius borne again. 

Sic. The very trick on 't 

Men. This ia unlikely : 

Be and Aufidius can no more atone,* 

Than violenteit contrariety. 

Enter another Messenger. 

Mum. You are salt for to the senate ; 

A fearful army, led by Caiui Marciui, 

Associated with Aufidiua, rages 
Upon our territoriea ; and have already, 

O erbonie their way, conaum'd with fire, and took 
What lay before them. 

Enter Comxniub. 

Com. O, you have made good work ! 

Men. What news f what news ? 

Com. You have holp to ravish your own daughters, 
and 

To melt the city leads upon your pates ; 

To see your wives dishonour'd to your noses ; — 

Men. What 'a the news! what ’s the news t 
Com. Your temples burned in their cement ; and 
Your franchises, whereon you stood, confin'd 
Into an anger's bore. 

Men. Pray now, your news f — 

You have made fair woA, I fear me ; — Pray, your 
newsf 

If Marcius should be join'd with Volcians, — 

Com. If! 

He is their god ; he leads diem like a thing 
Made by some other deity than nature, 

That shapes man better : and they follow him, 

Against us brats, with no less confidence 

* Atone — be reeonciled— « one* 
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Than boy* panning summer butterflies, 

Or butcben killing flies. 

Men. You have made good work, 

You, and your apron-men ; you that stood so much 
Upon the voice of occupation, and 
The breath of garlic-eaters ! 

Com. He ’ll shake your Rome about your ears. 

Men. As Hercules did shake down mellow fruit : 
You have made fair work ! 

Bru. But is this true, sir t 

Com. Ay ; and you 11 look pale 
Before you find it other. All the regions 
Do smilingly revolt ; and, who resist, 

Are mock’d for valiant ignorance, 

And perish constant fools. Who is ’t can blame him I 
Your enemies, and his, find something in him. 

Men. We are all undone, unless 
The noble man have mercy. 

Com. Who shall ask it f 

The tribunes cannot do ’t for shame ; the people 
D ese r v e such pity of him as the wolf 
Does of the shepherds : for his best friends, if they 
Should say, “ Be good to Rome,” they charg’d him even 
As those should do that had deserv’d his hate. 

And therein show’d like enemies. 

Men. T is true 

If he were putting to my house the brand 
That should consume it, 1 have not the face 
To say. u Be seec h you, cease.”— You have made fair 
hands 

You and your crafts ! you have crafted fair ! 

Com. You have brought 

A trembling upoh Rome, such as was never 
So incapable of help. 

7W. Say not we brought it. 

Men. How ! Was it we? We lov’d him s but like 
beasts, 
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And cowardly nobles, gave way unto your clueta^ 
Who did hoot him out o' tlie city. 

Ocm. But, I fear, 

Hey 'll roar him in again. Tullua Auttdius, 

Hie second name of meu, obeys his points 
As if be were his officer : — Da e pesat i on 
Is all the policy, strength, and defence, 

That Borne can make against them. 

Enter a Troop of Citizens. 

Men. Hen come the clusters. — 

And is Aufidius with him f — You an they 
That made the air unwholesome, when you cast 
Your stinking, greasy caps, in hooting 
At Coriolanus' exile. Now he 's coming \ 

And not a hair upon a soldier's head 

Which will not prove a whin ; as malty eofcomhs 

As you threw caps up, will ne tumble down, 

And pay you fee your voioes. T is no matte* j 
If be could bum us all into one goal. 

We have des er v'd it. 

Cit. 'Faith, we hear fearful news. 

1 Ctt. For mine own pact, 

When I aaid, banish him, I laid *t was pity, 

2 Cit. And ao did I. 

3 Cit And so did I ; and, to say the truth, so did 
very many of us ; That we did we did for the beet; and 
though we willingly co ns en t ed to his banishment, yet it 
was against our will. 

Com. You are goodly thing*, you voices 1 

Men. You have made 

Good work, you and your cry 1*— Shall M to thO 
Capitol T 

Com. O, ay \ what alee f [Exeunt Cow. and Maw. 

fife, Go, masters , get you home, be not dismay'd. 
Them are a tide that would be glad to have 
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Tbit true, wliioh they «o seem to fear. Go home, 

And show no sign of fear. 

1 Cit. The gods be good to us ! Come, masters, let > 
home. I ever said we were i’ the wrong when we 

J banished bins. 

2 CiL So did we all. But corner let's home. 

[Exeunt Citizens, 

Bru. I do not like this news. 

Sic. Nor I. 

Bru. Let ’s to the Capitol : — ’Would half my wealth 
Would buy this for a lie ! 

Sic. Pray, let us go. [Exeunt. 

SCENE VII. — A Camp; at a email distance from 
Rome. 


Enter Auvidius and hie Lieutenant. 

Adf. Do they still fly to the Roman t 

Lieu. I do not know what witchcraft ’s in him ; but 
Tour soldiers use him as the grace Tore meat, 

Their talk at table, and their thanks at aid ; 

And you are darken'd in this action, sir, 

Even by your own. 

Auf. I cannot help it now ; 

Unless, by using means, 1 lame the foot 

Of our design. He bears himself more proudlisr, 

Even to my person, than I thought he would 
When first I did embrace him ; Yet.his nature 
In that '■ no changeling ; and I must excuse 
What cannot be amended. 

Lieu. Yet I wish, sir, 

(I mean, for- your particular,) you had not 
Join'd in commission with him ; but either had bosno 
The action of yourself, or else to him 
Had left it solely. 

Auf. I understand thee well; and be thou sms, 
When he shall come to his aooount, he knows ft* 
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I What I can urge against him. Although it aroma. 
And ao be thinks, and it no lea apparent 
To the vulgar eye, that he bran all things fairly, 

I And shows good husbandry for the Volcian state ; 

Fights dragon-like, and does achieve as soon 
' As draw hu sword : yet he hath left undone 
Uni which shall break his neck, or hazard mine, 
Whene’er we come to our account. 

Lieu. Sir, I beseech you, think you he ’ll carry 
Rome? 

Auf. All places yield to him ere he sits down ; 

And the nobility of Rome are bis : 

The senators and patricians love him too : 

The tribunes are no aoldien ; and their people 

Will be as rash in the repeal, as hasty 

To expel him thence. I think he 'll he to Rome, 

As ie the osprey to the fish, who takes it 
By sovereignty of nature. First be was 
A noble servant to them ; but he oould not 
Carry his honours even : whether ’t was pride, 

Which out of daily fortune ever taints 
The happy man ; whether defect of judgment, 

To fail in the disposing of those chances 
Which he was lord of; or whether nature, 

Not to be other than one thing, not moving 
From the casque to the cushion, but commanding 
peace 

Even with die same austerity and garb 
As he controll’d the war ; but one of these 
(At be hath spices of them all, not all, 

For I dare so far free him) made him fear’d, 

So hated, and ao banish'd : But he has a merit, 

To choke It in the utterance. So our virtues 
Lie in the interpretation of the time : 

And power, unto itself most commendable, 

Hath not a tomb so evident as a chair 
To extol what it hath done. 
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One fife drives oat one fire ; rate nail, one nail ; 

Rights by rights fouler,* strength by strength do foil. 
Come, let ’i away. When, Caius, Rome is thine, 

Thou art poor'st of all ; then shortly art thou mine. 

[Exeunt. 

* Fouler. We may understand the meaning of the expression 
if we substitute the opposite epithet, /hirer. As it is, the lesser 
rights drive oat the greater — the fairer rights fail through the 
fiitler. 



ODttlO LANDS. 


[Act f « 


MS 


j ACT V. i 

SCENE I.— Row* A public PI**. 

j Mar Masnunua, Comiwiub, 8iei*ius, Baurus, md | 
others. 

I Men. No, 1 11 not go : you hear what he bath said 
1 'Which was aomotime his general ; who lov’d him 
j lit a moat dear particular. He call'd me father : 

• But what o' that! Go, you that banish'd him ; 

I A mile before hia tent fall down and knee * 

The way into hia mercy : Nay, if he coy’d 
To hear Cam ini us speak, 1 H keep at home. 

Com. He would not seem to know me. 

Men. Do you hear! 

Com. Yet ooe time he did call me by my name : 

I 1 urg'd our old acquaintance, and the drop* 

That we hare bled together. Coriolanua 
He would not answer to : forbad all names *, 

He was a kind of nothing, title! es^ 

I Till he had forg'd himself a name i* the fire 
I Of burning Borne. 

I Men. Why, so ; yon have made good work : 

A pair of tribunes that have rack'd for Rome, 

To make coals cheap : A noble memory ! 

Com . 1 minded him how royal 't was to pardon 
When it was less expected : He replied, 

It was a bare petition of a state 
To one whom they had punish'd. 

* Knee. Bo the original. Shakspere uses knee as a verb la 
■Lear:- 

■* To k nee his throne." 
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Men. Vary well j 

Could he ay leaf 

Com . I offer'd to awaken hie regard 
For hie private friends j Hie answer to me wait 
He could not stay to pick them in a pile 
Of noisome musty chaff : He aid, *t was folly 
For one poor grain or two to leave un burnt, 

And still to nose the offence. 

Men. Fur one poor grain or two ! 

1 am one of those ; his motlter, wife, his child. 

And this brave fellow too, we are the grains : 

You am the musty chaff; and you are smelt 
Above the moon : We must be burnt for you. 

Sic. Nay, pray be patient : Jf you refuse your gid 
In tli is so never-heeded help, yet do not 
Upbraid us with our distress. But, sure, if you 
Would be your country's pleader, your good tongue, 
More than the instant army we can make, 

Might stop our countryman. 

Men. No ; I *11 not meddle. 

Sic. Fray you, go to him. 

Men. What should I dot 


Bru. Only make trial what your love can do 
I For Home, towards Marcias, 

Men. Well, and say that Marcips return me, 

As Cominius is return'd, unheard j what thenf— 

I But as a discontented friend, grief- shot 
1 With his unkindness f Say ’t be so ? 

Sic, Yet your good will 

Must have that thanks from Rome, after the measure 
As you intended well. 

Men. I '11 u nd er t ake it ; 

I think he '11 hear me. Yet, to bite his lip 
And hum at good Cominius. much unhearta me. 

He was not taken well : be had not din'd : * 

The veins unfill'd, our blood is cold, and then 
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We pout upon the morning, are unapt 
To give or to forgive; but when we have stuff d 
Tliese pipes, and then conveyances of our blood, 

With wine and feeding, we have suppler souls 
Than in our priest-like fasts : therefore 1 'll watch 
him 

Till he be dieted to my request. 

And then I 11 set upon him. 

Bru. You know the very road into his kindness, 

And cannot lose your way. 

Men. Good faith, 1 11 prove him, 

Speed how it will. 1 shall ere long have knowledge 
Of my success. [Exit. 

Com. He *11 never hear him. 

Sic. Not t 

Com. I tell you he does sit in gold, his eye 
Red as 't would bum Rome; and his injury 
The gaoler to his pity. I kneel ’d before him ; 

T was very faintly he said, “ Rise dismiss'd me 
Thus, with his speechless hand : What he would do, 
He sent in writing after roe, — what he would not ; 
Bound with an oath to yield to his conditions : * 

So that all hope is vain. 

Unless* his noble mother, and his wife ; 

Who, aa I bear, mean to solicit him 

For mercy to his country. Therefore, let 's hence, 

And with our fair entreaties haste them on. [Exeunt 

• CorioUnus sends " in writing ” both “ what he would do ” 
and " what be would not and, in Justification of the bsrsh* 
nets of his demands, he adds that he is " bound with an oath 
to yield to his conditions/ —that is, to make his sole law the 
“ conditions ” in which he had beoome placed— his duty to the 
Volciane ; —to yield himself up entirely to the guidsnoe of 
thoee *' conditions. " 

* Vulau is here used in the sense of except. 
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SCENE II. — An advanced Post of t/ie Volcian Camp 
before Romo. The Guard at their stations . 

Enter to them Menknils. 

1 G. Stay : Whence are you ? 

2 G. Stand, and go back. 

Men. You guard like men ; ’t is well : But by your 

l«ve, 

I am an officer of state, and come 
To speak with Coriolanus. 

1 G. From whence? 

Men. From Rome. 

1 G. You may not pass, you must return : our 

general 

Will no more hear from thence. 

2 G. You 'll see your Rome embrac'd with fire, before 
You '11 speak with Coriolanus. 

Men. Good my friends, 

If you have heard your general talk of Rome, 

And of his friends there, it is lots* to blanks 
My name hath touch'd your ears : it is Menenius. 

1 G. Be it so ; go back : the virtue of your name 
Is not here passable. 

Men. I tell thee, fellow, 

Thy general is my lover : I have been 

The book of his good acts, whence men have read 

His fame unparallel'd, haply amplified ; 

For I have ever verified my friends 

(Of whom he 's chief) with all the size that verity 

Would without lapsing suffer : nay, sometimes, 

Like to a bowl upon a subtle ground, 

I have tumbled past the throw ; and in his praise 

* Lots are the whole number of tickets In a lottery ; blanks 
a proportion of the whole number. 
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Have almost stamp'd the leasing : therefore, fellow, 

I must hare leare to pare 

1 O. ’Faith, sir, if you had told as many lies in his 
behalf; as you have uttered words in your own, you { 
should not pass liere ; no, tliough it were as virtuous to | 
lie as to live chastely. Therefore, go bark. 

Mm. Prithee, fellow, remember my name is Mene- I 
nius, always factionary on tlie party of your general. < 

2 G. Howsoever you liave been his liar, (as yon say | 
you have,) 1 am one that, telling true under him, must ] 
say you cannot jiass. Therefore, go back. 

Men. Has he dined, canst thou tell f for I would not 
speak with him till after dinner. | 

I 1 G. You are a Roman, are you 1 ' 

I Men. I am as tiiv general is. 

j 1 G. Then you should hate Rome, os he does. Gan 
I you, when you have pushed out your gates the very 
j defender of diem, and in a violent popular ignorance 
' given your enemy your shield, think to front his re- 
venges with the easy groans of old women, the virginal 
! palms of your daughters, or with the palsied interceaion 
of such a decayed dotant as you seem to be I Can you 
think to blow out the intended fire your city is ready to 
flame in, with such weak breath as this f No, you are 
deceived : therefore, back to Rome, and prepare for your 
, execution : you are condemned j our general has sworn 
you out of reprieve and pardon. 

Men Sirrah, if thy captain knew I were here, he 
would use me with estimation. 

( 2 G. Come, my captain knows you not 

Men. I mean, thy general* 

1 G. My general cares not for you. Back, I say \ 
go, lest I let forth your lialf-pint of blood \ — back,—* 
that ’s the utmost of your having ; — back. 

Men. Nay* but follow, fellow, — 
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Enter Cokiolamus and Aufidiub. 

Cor. What ’• the matter f 

Men . Now, you companion, I 'll say an errand for 
you ; you shall know now that I am in ertimatian ; yon 
shall perceive that a jack guardaut cannot office me 
from my son Coriolamu : guess, but by my entertain- 
ment with him, if thou stand'st not i’ the state of bang- 
ing, or of Some death more long in spectatorsliipf and 
crueller in suffering j behold now presently, and swoon 
fur what ’s to come upon thee. — The glorious gods sit in 
hourly synod about thy particular prosperity, and love 
thee no worse than thy old father Menenius does ! O, 
my son ! my son ! thou art preparing tire for us ; look 
thee, here '■ water to quench it. I was hardly moved to 
come to thee : but being assured none but myself Could 
more thee, I bare been blown out of your gates with 
sighs t and conjure thee to pardon Rome, arid thy peti- 
tionary countrymen. The good gods assuage thy wrath, 
and turn the dregs of it upon this varlet here } this who, 
like a block, hath denied my access to thee. 

Cor. Away! 

Men. How! away? 

Cor. Wife, mother, child, 1 know not. My ailhifi 
Are servanted to others : Though 1 owe 
My revenge properly, my remission lies 
In Volcian breasts. That we have been familiar, 

In grate forgetfulness shall poison rather 
Than pity bote how much. — Therefore, be gone. 

Mine ears agiinst your suits an stronger than 
Your gates against my force. Yet. for 1 lov'd thee, 
Take this along) I writ it for thy sake, 

J , I?**" ® feffor. 

And would have sent it Another word. Menenius, 

I will not hear thee sneak.— This man, AuflditU, 

Was my belov'd in Rome i yet thou behold 'st — 
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Auf. You keep a constant temper. 

[Exeunt Corioi.akus and Aupidius. 

1 G. Now, air, u tout name Meoeniuaf 

2 G. T ia a speU, you see, of much jwwer : You 
know the way home again. 

1 G. Do you hear liow we axe akent • for keeping your 
gieatneaa hack! 

2 G. What cause, do you think, I have to swoon f 

Men. 1 neither care for the world nor your general : 

for auch things aa you, 1 can acarce think there a any, 
you an so alight. He that hath a will to die by himself 
fears it not from another. Let your genera] do hia wont 
For you, he that you are, long ; and your misery in- 
ornate with your age l 1 say to you, as I was said to, 
Away ! [Exit 

1 G. A noble fellow, I warrant him. 

2 G. The worthy fellow ia our general : He ia the 

rock, the oak not to be wind-shaken. [Exeunt, 

SCENE III . — The tent of Coriolanua. 

Enter Coriolanus, Aupidius, and other*. 

Cor. We will before the walla of Rome to-morrow 
Set down our host. — My partner in this action, 

You must report to the vole ian lords how plainly 
1 have borne this business. 

Auf. Only their ends 

You have respected ; stopp'd your ears against 
The general suit of Rome ; never admitted 
A private whisper, no, not with such friends 
That thought mem sure of you. 

Cor. This last old man, 

Whom with a crack’d heart I have sent to Rome, 

Lov'd me above the measure of a father ; 
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Nay, godded me, indeed. Tbeir latest refuge 
Wai to send him ; for whose old love I have 
(Though I show’d sourly to him) once more offer’d 
The first conditions which they did refuse, 

And cannot now accept, to grace him only, 

Tiiat thought he coula do more ; a very little 
1 have yielded too : Fresh embassies, and suits, 

Nor from the state, nor private friends, hereafter 
Will I lend ear to. — Ha ! what shout is this ? 

[SAottf within* 

Shall I be tempted to infringe my vow 
lu the same time ’t is made 1 I will not — 

Enter VrnaiLiA, Volumnia, leading young Manoiua, 
Valeria, and Attendants. 

My wife comes foremost ; then the honour'd mould 
Wherein this trunk was fram'd, and in her hand 
The grandchild to her blood. But out. affection ! 

All tend and privilege of nature break ! 

Let it he virtuous to be obstinate. — 

What is that curtsy worth ! or those doves' eyes, 

Which can make gods forsworn ! — I melt, and am not 
Of stronger earth than others. — My mother bows ; 

As if Olympus to a molehill should 
In supplication nod : and my young boy 
Hath an aspect of intercession, which 
Gieat nature cries, “ Deny not.” — Let the Voices 
Plough Rome, and harrow Italy : I 'll never 
Be such a gosling to obey instinct ; but stand, 

As if a man were author of himself, 

And knew no other kin. 

Vir. My lord and husband! 

Cor. These eyes are not the same I wore iu Rome 
Vir . The sorrow that delivers us thus chang'd 
Makes you think so. 

Cor. Like a dull actor now, 

VOL. x. i 
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I have forgot nv part, afid 1 am out, 

< Even to a foil disgrace. Bart of my flesh, 

I Forgive my tyranny ; but do not my, 

I For that, 44 Forgive our Romans." — O, a kiss 
Long as my sidle, sweet as my revenge ! 

Now, by the jealous quern of heaven, that kiss - 
I carried from thee, dear, and my true lip 
Hath virgin d it e'er since. — You gods ! I prate, 

And the most noble mother of the world 
Leave unsaluted : Sink, uiy knee, i’ the earth ; [Kneels. 1 
Of thy deep duty more impression show 
Than tliat of common sons. i 

Vol. O, stand up bless'd I 

Whilst, with no softer cushion than the flint, 

1 kneel before thee; and un properly | 

Show duty, as mistaken all this while 
Between the child and parent [ Kneel*, 

Cor. What is this f 

Your knees to met to your corrected sm I 
Then let the pebbles on the hungry beach 
Fillip the fetan ; then let the mutinous winds 
Strike the proud oedars ’gainst tbs fiery sun ; 

Murd’ring impdmibility, to make 
What cannot be, slight wotk. 

Vol. Thou art my warrior; 

1 bolp to frame tliee. Do you know this lady t 
Cor . the noble sister of Publitola, 

The moon of Borne t chaste as the ioiole, 

That ’s curded by the frost from purest snow, 

And hangs on Dian’s tempi# i Dear Valeria I 
Vol This is a poor epitome of yours, 

Which by the interpretation of full time 
May show like all younolfl 
Cor . The god of soldiers, 

With the consent of supreme Jove, inform 

Thy thoughts with nobleness j that tlw>u mayat jirove 
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To shame invulnerable, and stick i' tbe van 
Like a great sea-mark, standing every flaw, 

| And saving thoee that eye thee ! 

Vol. Tour knee, sirrah* 

i Cor. That > my brave boy. 

Vol. Even he, your wife, this lady, and myself 
| Are suitors to you. 

Cor. I beseech you, peace : 

Or, if you 'd ask, remember this before, — 

The things I have forsworn to grant may never 
Be held by you denials. Do not bid me 
Dismiss my soldiers, or capitulate 
Agaiu with Rome's mechanics : — Tell me not 
Wherein I seem unnatural : Desire not 
To allay my rages and revenges, with 
Your colder reasons. 

Vol O, no more, no more 1 

You have said you will not grant us anything; 

For we have nothing else to ask but that 
Which you deny already : Yet we will ask ; 

That, if you fail in our request, the blame 
May hang upon your hardness ; therefore bear us. 

Cor. Aufldius, and you Voices, mark ; for we 'll 
Hear nought from Rome in private. — Your request f 
Vol. Should we be silent and not speak, our raiment 
And state of bodies would bewrav what life 
We have led since tby exile. Think with thyself 
How more unfortunate than all living women 
An we come hither : since that thy right, which should 
Blake our eyes Bow with joy, hearts dance with com* 
* forts, 

Constrains them weep, and shake with foar and sorrow ; 
Making the mother, wife, end child, to see 
The son, the husband, and the fether, tearing 
His country's bowels out And to poor we 
Thine enmity 1 molt capital t thou bair'et us 
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Our prayere to the gods, which is a comfort 
Thai all but we enjoy : For how can we, 

Alas ! how can we for our country pray, 

Whereto we are bound f together with thy victory, 
Whereto we are bound f Alack ! or we must lore 
| The country, our dear mine; or elee thy pessoq, 
i Our comfort in the country. We mutt (tml 
An evident calamity, though we had 
Our wish, which tide should win : for either thou 
Must, a us a foreign recreant, be led 
With manacles through our streets, or else 
Triumphantly tread on thy country's ruin ; 

And bear the palm, for having bravely shed 
Thy wife and children’s blood. For myself, son, 
Ipurpoee not to wait on fortune till 
These wars determine :* if I cannot persuade thee 
Rather to show a noble grace to both parts 
Than seek the end of one, thou shah no sooner 
March to assault thy country than to tread 
(Trust to % thou shalt not) on thy mother's womb, 
That brought thee to this world. 

Vir. Ay, and mine, 

That brought you forth this boy, to keep your name 
Living to time. 

Boy. A shall not tread on me ; 

1 11 run away till I am bigger, but then 1 11 fight 

Cor. Not of a woman's tende rn ess to be, 

Requires nor child nor woman's face to see. 

I have sat too long. [Rittng. 

VoL Nay, go not from us thus. 

If it were so that our request did tend • 

To save the Romans, thereby to destroy 
The Voices whom you serve, you might condemn us, 
As poisonous of your honour : No; our suit 
Is that you reconcile them : while the Voices 
■ Det e rm i n e - - cone to aa end. 
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May say, “ Thu mercy we have show’d the Romans, 
« This we receiv’d j" and each in either side 
Give the all-hail to thee, and cry, “ Be bleas'd 
For making up this peace !” Thou know’st, great son, 
The end of war ’s uncertain ; but this certain, 

That if thou conquer Rome, the benefit 
Which thou shalt thereby reap is such a name. 

Whose repetition will be dogg'd with curses ; 

Whose chronicle thus writ, — “ The man was noble, 

But with his last attempt he wip’d it out ; 

Destroy’d his country ; and his name remains 
To the ensuing age abhorr’d.” Speak to me, son : 
Thou hast affected the fine strains of honour, 

To imitate the graces of the gods ; 

To tear with thunder the wide cheeks o’ the air. 

And yet to charge thy sulphur with a bolt 
That should but rive an oak. Why dost not speak t 
Think’st thou it honourable for a noble man 
Still to remember wrongs 9 — Daughter, speak you : 

He cares not for your weeping. Speak thou, boy : 
Perhaps thy childishness will move him more 
Than can our reasons. — There is no man in the world 
More bound to his mother ; yet here he lets me prate, 
Like one i’ the stocks. Thou hast never in thy life 
Sbow'd thy dear mother any courtesy ; 

When she, (poor hen !) fond of no second brood, 

Has cluck’d thee to the wars, and .safely home, 

Loaden with honour. 8ay, my request ’s unjust, 

And spurn me back : But, if it be not so, 

Thou art not honest ; and the gods will plague thee, 
That thou restrain'st from me the duty which 
To a mother’s part belongs. — He turns away : 

Down, ladies ! let us shame him with our knees. 

To his surname Coriolanus longs more pride 
Than pity to our prayers. Down : An end : 

This is the lost 9o we will home to Rome, 
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And die among our neighbour*. — Nay, behold ua ; 

This boy, that cannot tell what be would have, 

But knock, and bold* up hand*, fur fellowship, 

Dual rcaaon our petition with more strength 
Than thou bast to deny t. — Come, let us go : 

This fellow had a VoLcian to his mother 

Hie wife ie in Corioli, and his ehild 

Like him br chtnoe : — Yet give us our despatch : 

I am hush'd until our city be afire, 

And then 1 11 speak a little. 

Cor . O mother, mother ! 

[Holding Volumnu by the hands, silent. 
What hare you done ? Behold the heavens do ope, 

The gods look down, and this unnatural scene 
They laugh at O my mother, mother ! O ! 

Ton have won a happy victory to Borne : 

But, for your son, — believe it, O, believe it. 

Most dangerously you hare with him prevail'd, 

If not most mortal to him. But, let it coine ; — 
Aufidius, though I cannot make true wars, 

I 'll frame convenient peace. Now, good Aufidius, 
Were vou in my stead, would you have lieard 
A m ot h e r lass? or granted less, Aufidius 1 
Avf. I was mov'd withal. 

Cor. I dare be sworn you were : 

And, sir, it is no little thing to make 
Mine eyes to sweat compassion. But, good sir, 

What peace you 11 make, advise me : for mv part, 

1 11 not to Ro m e, 1 11 hack with you ; and pray you, 
Stand to me in this cause. — O mother I wife ! 

Auf. I am glad thou hast set thy mercy and thy 
honour 

At difference in that : out of that 1 11 work 

Myself a farmer fortune. [Aside. 

[The Ladies make signs to Coriolakvs. 
Cor • Ay, by and by \ \To Vol., Vir., 
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But we will drink together ; and you shall bear 
A better witness back than words, which we, 

On like conditions, will have oounter-ieal'd. 

Come, enter with us. Ladies, you deserve 
To have a temple built you : all the swords 
lu Italy, and her confederate arms, 

Could not liave made this peace. [Exeunt. 

SCENE IV.— Borne. A public Place. 

Enter Mknkniub and Sicinius. 

Men. See you yood’ coign o’ the Capitol; yond’ 
corner-stone 1 

Sic. Why, what of that 9 

Men. If it be possible for you to displace it with 
your little finger, there is some hope the ladies of Borne, 
especially his mother, may prevail with him. But I 
say there is no hope in ’t ; our throats are sentenced, 
and stay upon execution. 

Sic. Is ’t possible that so short a time can alter the 
condition of a man 9 

Men. There is diffeTency between a grub and a 
butterfly ; yet your butterfly was a grub. This Mar- 
cius is grown from man to dragon : he has wings 4 he ,’a 
more than a creeping thing. 

Sic. Be loved his mother dearly. 

Men. So did he me : and he no more remembers his 
mother now than an eight-year old ’horse. The tartness 
of his ftyse sours rips grapes. When he walks, he moves 
like an engine, and the ground shrinks before his tread- 
ing. Be is able to pierce a corslet with his eye } talks 
like a knell, and his num ie a battery. Be fits in his 
states as a thing wade for Alexander, What he bids 
be done is finished with hit bidding. Be wants nothing 
of a god but atemity, and a heaven to throne in. 

&th n#r<sy, if ypu report him truly. 
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Van. 1 paint him in the character. Mark what 
mercy his mother shall bring from him : Then is no 
move mercy in him than there is milk in a male tiger; 
that shall our poor city find : and all this is long of 
you. 

Sic. The gods be good unto us ! 

Men. No, in such a case the gods will not ov good 
unto us. When we banished him we reflected not 
than : and he returning to break our necks, they re- 
spect not us. 

Enter a Messenger. 

Me**. Sir, if you ’d save your life, fly to your house; 
The plebeians have got your fellow-tribune, 

And hale him up and down ; all swearing, if 
The Roman ladies bring not comfort home, 

They *11 give him death by inches. 

Enter another Messenger. 

Sic. What 'i the news) 

Men. Good news, good news: — die ladies have 
prevail'd, 

The Volcians are dislodg'd, and Marcius gone : 

A merrier day did never yet neet Rome, 

No, not the expulsion of the Tarquins. 

Sic. Friend, 

Art thou certain this is true f is it most certain f 
Men. As certain as I know the sun is fire : 

Where have you lurk’d, that you make doubt of it! 
Ne’er through an arch so hurried the blown tide, 

As the recomforted through the gates. Why, hark you! 
[Trumpet* ami hautboy* Mounded, and drum * 
beaten, all together. Shoutmo also within* 
The trumpets, sackbuta, psalteries, and fifes, 

Tabors, and cymbals, and the shouting Romans, 

Make the sun donee. Hark you! [Shouting again. 
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Men. This i* good news : 

1 will go meet the India. This Volumnia 
la worm of consuls, senators, patrician*, 

A city full ; of tribune* such as you 
A aea and land full : You have pray'd well to-day ; 
Thia morning, for ten thousand of your throats 
I ’d not have given a doit. Hark, how they joy ! 

[Shouting and music. 
Sic. First, the gods bleaa you for their tiding* : next, 
Accept my thankfulness. 

Mess. Sir, we have all 

Great cause to give great thank*. 

Sic. They are near the city 1 

Mess. Almost at point to enter. 

Sic. We will meet them, 

And help the joy. [Going. 

Enter the Ladies, accompanied by Senators, Patricians, 
and People. They pass over the Stage. 

1 Sen. Behold our patroness, die life of Rome : 

Call all your tribe* together, praise the gods, 

And make triumphant fires ; strew flowers before them ; 
Unshout the noise that banish’d Marciug, 

Repeal him with the welcome of his mother ; 

Cry, — Welcome, ladies, welcome ! — 

Alt. Welcome, ladies, welcome ! 

[A flourish xoith drums and trumpets. 

[Exeunt. 

SCENE V. — Antium. A public Place. 

Enter Tuixcs Aufidzus, with Attendants. 

Auf. Go tell the lords of the city I am here : 
Deliver than this paper : having read it, 

Bid them repair to the market-place ; where I, 
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Even in thou* and in the commons can, 
Will vouch the truth of it Him 1 accuse 


The city porta by this hath sotsr’d, and 
Intends to appear before the people, bon 
To purge him—if with words : Deraatc) 


£Mwd Attendants 


Enter three or four Conspirator* of Aufiditn* faction. 
Meet welcome! 

1 Con. How b it with our general f 

Auf. Even eo 

As with a man by hb own alms empoison'd. 

And with hb charity slain. 

2 Con. Most noble sir, 

If you do hold the same intent wherein 
You wish'd us parties, we ’ll deliver you 
Of your great danger. 

Auf. 0b, 1 cannot tell j 

We must proceed as we do find the people. 

3 Con. The people will remain uncertain whilst 
Twixt you there '• difference $ but the fall of either 
Makes the survivor heir of all. 

Auf. I knew it } 

And my pretext to strike at hlpi admits 
A good construction. I rais'd him, and 1 pawn'd 
Mine honour for hb truth : Who being so heighten'd, 
He water'd hb new plants with dews of flattery, 
Seducing so my friends : and, to this end, 

He bow’d hb nature, never known before 
But to be rough, unswayable, and free. 

3 Con. Sb, hb stoutness, 

When be did stand for consul, which be lost 
By lack of stooping, — 

Auf. That I would have spoke of: 

Being banish’d foe ’t, he came unto my hearth ; 
Presented to my knife hb throat i 1 tow him ; 
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Made him joint-servant with me ; gave him way 
In all his own desires j say, let him choose 
Out of my flies, his projects to accomplish, 

My best and freshest men ; serv'd his designments 
In mine own person : holp to reap the fame, 

Which he did end all his } and took some pride 
To do myself this wrong : till, at the last, 

1 seem'd his follower, not partner ; and 
He wag'd me with his countenance, as if 
1 had been mercenary. 

1 Con. So be did, my lord : 

The army marvell'd at it. And, in the last, 

When he had carried Rome ; and that we look'd 
For no less spoil than glory, — 

Auf. There was it ; — 

For which my sinews shall be stretch'd upon him. 

At a few drops of women's rheum, which are 
As cheap as lies, he sold the blood and labour 
Of our great action : Therefore shall he die, 

And I ’ll renew me in his fall. But, hark ! 

[Drums and trumpets sound, with great 
shouts of the people. 

1 Con. Your native town you enter’d like a post. 
And had no welcomes home ; bat he returns 
Splitting the air with noise. 

2 Con. And patient fhols, 

Whose children he hath slain, their base throats tear 
With giving him glory. 

3 Con. Therefore, at your vantage, 

Ere he express himself, or move the people ' 

With what he would say, let him feel your sword 
Which we will second. When he lies along, 

After your way his tale pronounc'd shall bury 
His reasons with his body. 

Auf. Bay no more j 

Here come the lords. 
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Enter the Lord* of the City. 

horde. Too are mott welcome borne. 

Auf. 1 have not deserv’d it; 

But, worthy lords, have you with heed perus'd 
What I have written to you f 
horde. We have. 

1 Lord. And grieve to hetu it 

What faults he made before the last, I think. 

Might have found easy fines : but there to end 
Where he eras to begin, and give away 
The bmefit of our levies, answering us 
With our own charge ; making a treaty where 
There was a yielding, — this admits no excuse. 

Auf. He approaches ; you shall hear him. 

Enter Cobiolutos, with drums and colours ; a crowd 
of Citisens with him. 

Cor. Hail, lords ! 1 am return'd your soldier ; 

No more infected with my country’s love 
Than when 1 parted hence, but still subsisting 
Under your great command. You are to know, 

That prosperously I have attempted, and 
With bloody passage led your wars, even to 
The gates of Rome. Our spoils we have brought home 
Do more than counterpoise, a full third port, 

The charges of the action. We have made peace, 

With no less honour to the Antiates, 

Than shame to the Romans : and we here deliver, 
Subscribed by the consuls and patricians, 

Together with the seal o’ the senate, what 
We have compounded on. 

Auf. Read it not, noble lords; 

But tell the traitor, in the highest degree 
He hadi abus'd your powers. 
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Cor. Traitor ! — How now ! — 

Auf. Ay, traitor, Marcius. 

Cor. Marcius ! 

Auf. Ay, Marcias, Cains Marcius : Dost thou think 
I 'll grace thee with that robbery, thy stol’n name 
Coriolanua in Corioli f 

You lords and heads of the state, perfidiously 
He has betray'd your business, and given up, 

For certain drops of salt, your city Rome 
(I say your city) to his wife and mother : 

Breaking his oath and resolution, liko 
A twist of rotten silk ; never admitting 
Counsel o' the war ; but at his nurse's tears 
He whin’d and roar’d away your victory ; 

That pages blush'd at him, and men of heart 
Look'd wondering each at others. 

Cor. Hear*st thou, Marsf 

Auf. Name not the god, thou boy of tears, — 

Cor. Ha! 

Auf. No more. 

Cor. Measureless liar, thou host made mv heart 
Too great for what contains it. Boy ! O slave ! — 
Pardon me, lords, *t is the first time that ever 
I was forc'd to scold. Your judgments, my grave lords, 
Must give this cur the lie : and his own notion 

S Pho wears my stripes impress’d on him, that must bear 
y beating to his grave) shall join to thrust 
The lie unto him. 

1 Lord. Peace, both, and hear me speak. 

Cor. Cut me to pieces, Voices ; men and lads, 

Stain all your edges on me. — Boy ! False hound! 

If you have writ your annals true, 't is there, 

That like an eagle in a dove-cote, I 
Flutter'd your Volciaas in Corioli : 

Alone I did it — Boy ! 

Auf. Why , noble lords, 
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Will you be pat in mux! of bit blind fortune, 

Which wee your shame, by this unholy braggart, 

'Pore your own eyes and can I 

Con. Let him die for 't [Several speak at o nee. 

Cii. [Speaking prommcwmsly.] Tear him to piece , 
do it presently. He killed my eon ; — my daughter 
He killed my couein Marcus ; — He killed my flaber*— 

2 Lord. Peace, bo ! — no outrage ; — peace f 
The man is noble, and bis lame folds in 
This orb o' the earth. His last offences to us 
Shall have judicious * hearing. — Stand, Aufidius, 

And trouble not Use peace. 

Cor. O, that I had him, 

With six Aufldiuses, or mor^ his tribe, 

To use my lawful sword ! 

Auf. Insolent villain ! 

Con. Kill, kill, kill, kill, kill him 1 
[Aufidius and the Conspxsaioti draw, and hill 
Coriolaivus, who falls, and Aufidius stands 
on him. 

Lords. Hold, bold, hold, hold ! 

Auf. My noble tnastfcrs, bear me speak. 

1 Lord. O Tullus,**— 

2 Lord. Thou hast done a deed whereat valour will 

weep 

3 Lord. Tread not upon him.— Masters all, be quiet ; 
Put up your swords. 

Axf. My lords, when you shall know (as in this rage, 
Provok'd by him, you cannot) the great danger 
Which this man's life did owe you, you 'll rejoice 
That he is thus out off. Please it your honours 
To call me to your senate^ 1 11 deliver 
Myself your loyal servant, or endure 
Your heaviest censure. 

1 Lord, Bear from hence his body, 

• JadMftt-JuUcial. 
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And mourn you for him : let him be regarded 
As the most noble cone that ever herald 
Did follow to his urn. 

2 Lord. His own impatience 

Takes from Aufidius a great part of blame. 

Let 's make the best of it. 

Auf. My rage is gone, 

And I am struck with sorrow. — Take him up : — 

Help, three o' the chiefest soldiers ; 1 ’ll be one. — 

Beat thou the drum that it speak mournfully : 

Trail your steel pikes. — Though in this city he 
Hath widow’d and unchilded many a one, 

Which to this hour bewail the injury, 

Yet he shall have a noble memory. 

Assist [ Exeunt , bearing the body of Corxolaxus. 

A dead march sounded. 


END OP OORIOLANUS. 




INTRODUCTORY REMARKS. 


1 The Tragedie of Anthonie and Cleopatra’ was first 
printed in the folio collection of 1613. The play is 
not divided into acts and scenes in 4he original \ but 
the stage-directions, like those of the other Homan plays, 
are very full The text is, upon the whole, remarkably 
accurate ; although the metrical airangemnt is, in a 
fear instances, obviously defective. 

The Life of Antanius, in Itath’s « Plutarch,’ has 
been followed by ShakspeA%4th very remarkable 
fidelity j and there is searoeiy an kaident which be- 
longs to this period of Antony's eavesr which the poet 
has not engrafted upon his wouderfal perfcnnawoe. 
The poedoal power, subjecting the historical minute- 
ness to an alb-pervading harmony, is one oftbs most 
remarkable efforts of Shakipeae'i gtttaa 
“ Of all Shakspere’s historioal plays,” says Coleridge, 
<< Antony and Cleopatra is by to the most wondsrftil." 
He again says, assigning it a place even higher than 
that of being the most wonderfal of the hiitoriaal plays, 
* The highest praise, or rather form of praise, at this 
play, which I oao offer in my own mind, is the doubt 
vol. x. q 1 
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which the perusal always occasions in me, whether the 
Antony and Cleopatra ia not, in all exhibitions of a 
giant power in its strength and vigour of maturity, a 
formidable rival of Macbeth, Lear, Hamlet, and 
Othello.” The epithet “ wonderful” is unqueq£onab1y 
the right one to apply to this drama. It too vast, 
too gorgeous, to be approached without some prostra- 
tion of the understanding. It pours such a flood of 
noonday splendour upon our senses, that we cannot 
gase upon it steadily. We have read it again and 
again; and the impression which it leaves again and 
again is that of wonder. 

The Amour of this play is of course the Antony of 
Julius Coar ; — not merely the historical Antony, but 
the dramatic Antony, drawn by the same hand. He 
is the orator that showed dead Cssar's mantle to the 
Roman peogda; he is the soldier that after his triumph 
over was a man.” We have seen 

sotnethis^l^ ; we have learnt a little of 
his v«duptti|Mi^ we have heard of the * masker and 
the reveller jT* fftf have beheld the unscrupulous poli- 
tician. But #irtctanot think meanly of him. He is 
one great, eithef fee good or for evil. Since he fought 
at Philippi he has passed through various fortunes. 
Cesar thus apostrophises him : — 

“ When tlum once 

West beaten from Modena, where then slew el 

Hildas and Pansa, eoncala. at Ay hael 

Did Famine follow ; Whom thou foaght'it against, 

Though daintily brought up. with pattenae move 
Then mvagee ooald suffer.” 

There came an after-time when, at Alexandria, 
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“ Our courteous Antony. 

Whom ne’er the word of 1 No ’ woman heard apeak* 

Being barber'd ten times o'er, goes to the feast ; 

And, for his ordinary, pays his heart.” 

This is the Antony that Shakspere, in the play before 
us, brings upon the scene. 

Upton has a curious theory, which would partly 
make Shakspere to belong to the French school. The 
hero of this play, according to this theory, does not 
speak “ the language of the people.'* Upton says — 
“ Mark Antony, as Plutarch informs us, affected the 
Asiatic manner of speaking, which much resembled 
his own temper, being ambitions, unequal, and very 
rhodomontade. * * * * This style our poet has 
very artfully and learnedly interspersed in Antony's 
speeches.** * Unquestionably the language of Antony 
is more elevated than that of Enobarbus, for example. 
Antony was of the poetical temperament — a man of 
high genius — an orator, who coaid move the passions 
dramatically — a lover, that knew no limits to his devo- 
tion because he loved imaginatively. When sorrow 
falls upon him, the poetical parts of his character are 
more and more developed; we -forget the sensualist. 
But even before the touch of grief has somewhat 
exalted his nature, he takes the poetical view of poeti- 
cal things. What can be more exquisite than his 
mention of Octavia*s weeping at the parting with her 
brother t— 

4t The April ’■ in her eyes : it is love’s spring, 

And these the showers to bring it ou." 


* * Critical Observations,’ p. 100. 
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And, higher ftill 

“ Her tongue will not obey her heart, nor can 
Her heart inform her tongue : foe ewan’o down feather, 
That eta ado upoo the oereil at the foil of tide, 

And wither way ha e Ha oe ** 

This, we think, u not “ the AiiaUc m e nnifo at apeak- 

a*" 
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PERSONS REPRESENTED. 


M. Antony, a triumvir. 

Appears , Act I. an. 1; *o. * ; sc. 8. Act II. ac. f ; ic. 3; sc. 6; 
ac. 7. Act III. m. 8; sc. 4; ac 7; sc. 8; ac. 9; sc. 11. Act IV. 
ac. t ; ac. 4 ; ac. 5 ; ac. 7 ; ac. 8 ; sc. 10 ; ac. 18 j ac. 18. 

Octavius Caesar, a triumvir. 

Appears, Act I. ac. 4. Act II. ac. 2; ac. 8 ; ac. 6; ac. 7. 
Act III. ac. 2; ac. 6; ac. 8; ac. 10. Act IV. ao. 1 { ac.fi; 
ac. 10. ActV. ac. 1 ; ac. 2. 

M. Muil. Lepidus, a triumvir. 

Appears, Act I. ac. 4. Act II. ac. 2 ; ao. 4 1 ac. 0 ; ac. 7. 
Act III. ac. S. 

Skxtus Pompbius. 

Appears , Act II. ac. 1 ; ac. fl ; ao. 7. 

Domitiuo Emobabbum, a friend of Antony. 

Appears , Act I. sc. 2. Act II. ac. 2 ; ao. « ; ac. 7. Act III. ao. 2 ; 
ac. 8 ; ac. 7$ ao. B ; ac. 11. Act IV. ao. Bj ac. fl; ac. 9. 

Vbntidiuo, a friend of Antony. 

Appears, Act II. ac. 8 ; ao. 8. Act III. ac. 1. 

Krob, a friend of Antony. 

Appears , Act III. ac. 6; ac. 9. Act IV. ac. 4; ac. 8; ac. 7; 
ao. 12. 

Soabub, a friend of Antony. 

Appears , Act III. ao. 8. Aot IV. ac. 7 ; ac. 8 ; ac. 10. 
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Dkscstas, a friend of Antony. 

Appears, Aot IV. ae. 1 8. Ad V. to. 1. 

Dsmbthiub, a friend of Antony. 

Appears, Act 1. ar. 1. 

Philo, a friend of Antony. * 

Appears, Act 1. ar. 1. 

Meoaukaj, a friend of Coeaar. 

Appears, Act II. ae. * ; ac. 4 ; ac. S; ar. 7. Act III. ae. 6. 
Act IV. ac. Act V. ac. I ; ac. 8. 

AaRirPA, a friend of Caesar. 

Appears, Act II. ac. 2 ; sc. 4 ; ac 7. Act III. ac. 2; ac. 6. 
Act IV. ac. 1 ; ac. « , ac. 7. Act V. ac. 1. 

Dolabella, a friend of Cesar. 

Appears, Act III. ac. 10. Act V. ac. 1 ; ac. S. 

Proculkius, a friend of Cesar. 

Appears, Act V. ac. 1 i ac. t. 

Thyrsus, a friend of Caesar. 

Appeqm, Act III. ac. 10 ; ac. 11. 

CHLIlus, a friend of Cesar. 

Appears, Act V. ac. 1 ; ac. 8. 

Mbnas, a friend of Pompey, 

Appears . Act II. ac. 1 ; ac. 6 ; ac. 7. 

Menbcrates, a friend of Pompey. 

Appears, Act II. ac. I. 

Varrius, a friend of Pompey. 

Appears, Act II. ae. 1. 
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Taurus, lieutenant-general to Cesar. 

Appear i, Act III. tc. 8. 

C animus, lieutenant-general to Antony. 

Appear t. Act III. ac. 7; ac. 8. 

Simus, an officer in Veutidius’* army. 

Appears , Act III. m. 1. 

Eupuronius, an ambassador from Antony to Cesar. 
Appears, Act III. bc. 10 ; bc. 11. 

Alkxas, an attendant on Cleopatra. 

Appoar Act 1. ar. 2 j nc. S. Act II. bc. 0. Act III. ac. 3. 
Act IV. bc. 2. 

M ardi an, an attendant on Cleopatra. 

Appears, Act I. bc. ft. Act II. bc. ft. Act IV. sc. 11 ; bc. 12. 

Seleucub, an attendant on Cleopatra. 

Appears, Act V. bc. 2. 

Dioubdes, an attendant on Cleopatra. 

Appears, Act IV. K . IS ; ic. 13. 

A Soothsayer. 

Appears, Act I. ac. 2. Act II. bc. 8. 

A Clown. 

Appears , Act V. bc. 2. 

Cleopatra, Queen of Egypt. 

Appears, Actl. bo. 1 ; bo. 2; sc. 3; sc. ft. Act II. bo. ft. Act III. 
■0.8 ; bc. 7; ac.O; bd. 11. Act IV. bc. 2 ; bc. 4; tc.8 ; bc. 10 | 
bc. 11; sc. 18. Act V, ao* 2. 
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Oct avia, outer to Cur, and wife to Antony. 
Appears, Art U. ac. I. Art 111. «. »; ac.4 ; ac. 6. 

Chaamiam, on attendant on Cleopatra. 

Appears, Aet 1. ae. t; ac. 3; ac. ft. Art 11. ac. ft. Art 111. 
ac. S ; ac. 9; m. II. Art IV. ac. 9) ae. 4; «e. 11 ; ac. IS. 
Act v. ac. S. * 

Iras, an attendant on Cleopatra. 

Appears, Art I. ac. t; ac. S; ac. ft. Act 11. ac. 6. Art 111. 
aa.3iae.9jae.il. Art IV. ae. Si ae. 11 j ae. IS. ArtV. 
ac. f. 

OJtoers, Soldier s, Messengers, and other Attendants. 
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SCENE I. — Alexandria. A Room in Cleopatra's 
Palace. 

Enter Dxixxthiub and Phil o, 

Phi. Nay, lmt this dotage of our general's 
O’erflows the measure : those his goodly eyes, 

That o'er the files and musters of the war 
Have glow’d like plated Mars, now bend, now turn, 
The office and devotion of their view 
Upon a tawny front : his captain’s heart, 

Which in the scuffles of great fights hath bunt 
The buckles on his breast, reneagues* all temper ; 

And is become the bellows, and the fan, 

To cool a gipsy’s lust Look, where they come ! 

Flourish. Enter Antony and Cl*opjlt»a, teiih 
their Train t; Eunuoht fanning her. 

Take but good note, and you shall see in him 
The triple » pillar of the world transform’d 
Into a strumpet's fool : behold and see. 

• Reneagoet— rtnouDeet. This is usually spelt reneget. The 
orthography we have adopted gives us the proper pronunciation, 
as in league. 

b Triple is here used in the sense of third, or one of three. 
So in * All’s Well that Ends Well’ »e have a trifle eye for a 
third eye. We a re not kwwe (hat any other author uses triple 
otherwise than in the ordinary sense of three-fold. 
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CUo. if it be lore indeed, tell me bow much. 

AnL There ’« beggary in the lore diet can be 
reckon'd. 

CUo, I 'll rat a bourn how tar to be belov'd. 

AnL Then nraet thou neede find out new heaven, 
new earth. 

A 

Enter on Attendant 

AtL New*, my good lord, from Home- 

Ant Grates me :* — The sum. 

Cteo. Nay, bear them, Antony : 

Fulvia, perchance, is angry ; Or, who knows 
If the scarce-bearded Cesar have not sent 
His powerful mandate to you, “ Do this, or this ; 

Take in that kingdom, and enfranchise that ; 

Perform ’t, or else we damn thee.” 

AnL How, my love 1 

CUo. Perchance,— nay, and moat like, 

You must not stay here longer, your dismission 
Is come from Cesar ; therefore hear it, Antony. — 
Where ’a Fulvia's process t b Casar’s, X would say.— 
Botlu — 

Call in the m essen ge r s . .As I am Egypt's queen, 

Thou blushest, Antony ; and that blooa of mine 
Is Cesar's homager : else so thy cheek pays shame 
When shrill-tongued Fulvia scolds. — The messengers. 

AnL Let Rome in Tiber melt ! and the wide aroh 
Of the rang'd empire 8 fall ! Here is my fp&oe. 
Kingdoms are clay : our dungy earth alike 
Feeds beast as man : the noblenen of life 
Is, to do thus ; when such a mutual pair, 

And such a twain can do 't, in which I bind, 

8 Grata we— offends me ; is grating to me. 
b Frowst— summons. 

8 Rang'd empire. Gapell properly explains this—" Orderly 
ranged— whom parts are now entire and distinct, like a nanb sr 
of well-built edfflom." 
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(hi pun of punishment, the world to west* 

We stand up peerless. 

Cleo. Excellent falsehood ! 

Why did he marry Fulvia, and not love her? — 

I 'll seem the fool I am not; Antony 
Will be himself — 

Ant But stirr'd by Cleopatra.* — 

Now, for the love of Love, and her soft hours, 

Let ’s not confound the time with conference harsh : 
There ’s not a minute of our lives should stretch 
Without some pleasure now : What sport to-night? 
Cleo. Hear the ambassadors. 

Ant. Fie^ wrangling queen 1 

Whom everything becomes, to chide, to laugh, 

To weep ; whose every passion fully strives 
To make itself, in thee, fair and admir'd ! 

No messenger ; hut thine and all alone, 

To-night we 'll wander through the streets, and note 
The qualities of people. Come, my queen; 

Last nitrht you did desire it : — Speak not to us. 

4 . Exeunt Ant. and Cl*op., with their Train. 
s CfiBsar with Antoni us priz'd so slight? 

Phi. Sir, sometimes, when he is not Antony, 

He comes too short of that great property 
Which still should go with Antony. 

Dem. I ’m full sorry 

That he approves the common liar, who 
Thus speaks of him at Rome : But I will hope 
Of better deeds to-morrow. Rest you happy 1 [Exeunt. 

• To wet— to know. 

b Antony socapu Cleopatra’s belief of whet he will he. He 
will be himself; out Will under the influence of Cleopatra ; and 
to show what that lnfluenoe U, he eootinuee, * Now, far the 
love of Love, 1 ' bo. 
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SCENE II. — T%4 mum. Another Room. 

Enter Charmiaw, Iras, Auxis, and a Soothsayer. 

Char. Lord Alena, tweet Alexas, moat anything 
Alena, almost moat abaolute Alexaa, where ’« tbs sooth* 
■ayer that you praised so to the queen 1 O, that I 
knew thia husband, which, you my, mutt change" hia 
horns with garland* ! 

Ales. Soothsayer. 

Sooth. Tour will f 

Char. It thia the mau f — la ’t you, sir, that know 
things f 

Sooth. In nature’s infinite book of secrecy 
A little I can read. 

Alex. Show him your hand. 

Enter Enobarbus. 

Ena. Bring in the banquet quickly; wine enough 
Cleopatra’s health to drink. 

Char. Good air, give me good fortune. 

Sooth. I make not, but foresee. 

Char. Pray then, foresee me one. 

Sooth. You shall be yet for fairer than you are. 

Char. He means in flesh. 

Ira*. No, you shall paint when you are old. 

Char. W rinkles forbid ! 

Alex. Vex not hia prescience ; be attentive. 

Char. Hush! 

Sooth. You shall be more beloving than belov'd. 

Char. I had rather heat my liver with drinking. 

Alex. Nay, hear him. 

Char. Good now, some excellent fortune I Let me 
be married to three kings in a forenoon, and widow 
them all : let me have a child at fifty, to whom Herod 
of Jewry may do homage : find me to marry me with 
Octavius Caesar, and companion me with my mistress. 

* Change— v ary, give a different appearance to. 
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Sooth. You shall outlive the lady whom you serve. 
Char. O excellent! I love long life better than 


Sooth. You have seen and prov’d a fairer former 
fortune 

Than that which is to approach. 

Char. Then, belike my children shall liave no names : 
Prithee, how many boys and wenches must I bavet 
Sooth. If every of your wishes had a womb, 

And fertile every wish, a million. 

Char. Out, fool ! I forgive thee for a witch, 

Alex. You think none but your sheets are privy to 
your wishes. 

Char. Nay, come, tell Iras hers. 

Alex. We ’ll know all our fortunes. 

Ena. Mine, and most of our fortunes, to-night, shall 
be — drunk to bed. 

Iras. There ’s a palm presages chastity, if nothing 
else. 


Char. Even as the o'erflowing Nilus presageth fa- 
mine. 

Iras. Go, you wild bedfellow, you cannot soothsay. 

Char. Nay, if an oily palm be not a fruitful prog- 
nostication, 1 cannot scratch mine ear. Prithee, tell 
her but a worky-day fortune. 

Sooth. Your fortunes are alike. 

Iras. But how, but how ? give me particulars. 

Sooth. 1 have said. 

Iron. Am I not an inch of fortune better than she? 

Chkr. Well, if you ware but an inch of fortune 
better than I, where would you choose it f 

Iras, Not in my husband’s nose. 

Chair. Our worser thoughts heavens mend I Alettes* 
— come, his fortune, his fortune! — O, let him raaftry a 
woman that cannot go, sweet Isis, I beseech thee! And 
let her die too, and give him a worse 1 and let wont 
follow worse, till the worst of all follow him laughing 
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to Ui grave, fifty-fold a cuckold ! Good lab, bear me 
tfiia prayer, though thou deny mo a matter of more 
weight; good Ilia, 1 beaeech thee! 

m Amen. Dear goddess, hear that prayer of the 
people! for, aa it ie a heart-breaking to eee a handatwne 
man loom-wived, ao it ia a deadly sorrow to Infcold a 
foul knave uncuckolded : Therefore, deaAlsis, keep 
decorum, and fortune him accordingly ! 

Char. Amen. 

Alex. Lo, now ! if it lay in their hands to make me 
a cuckold, they would make themselves whores but 
they ’d do 't, 

Eno. Hush! here comes Antony. 

Char. Not he ; the queen. 

Enter Cueopatra. 

Cleo. Saw you my lord ! 

Eno. No, lady. 

Cleo. Was he not here! 

Char. No, madam. 

Cleo. He was dispos'd to mirth ; but on the sudden 
A Roman thought hath struck him. — Enobarbus, — 

Eno. Madam. 

Cleo. Seek him, and bring him hither. Where's 
Alexasf 

Alex. Here, at your service. — My lord approaches. 

Enter Antony, with a Messenger and Attendants. 

Cleo. We will not look upon him : Go with’&. 

[Exeunt Cleopatra, Enobarbus, AlexasJ Juab, 
Charmian, Soothsayer, and Attendants. 

Meet. Fulvia thy wife first came into the field. 

Ant. Against my brother Lucius ! 

Meet. Ay: 

But soon that war had end, and the time's state 
Made friends of them, jointing their force ’gainst 
Casar; 
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Whose better issue in the war, from Italy, 

Upon the first encounter, drave them. 

Ant. Well, what wont! 

Mesa. The nature of bad news infects the teller. 

Ant. When it concerns the fool, or coward, — On : 
Things that are past are done with me. — ’T is thus : 
Who tells me true, though in his tale lie death, 

I hear him as he flatter’d. 

Mess. Labienus 

2 :\m is stiff news) hath, with his Parthian force, 
x tended* Asia from Euphrates ; 

His conquering banner shook from Syria 
To Lydia and to Ionia ; 

Whilst— 

Ant. Antony, thou wouldst say, — 

Mesa. O, my lord ! 

Ant. Speak to me home, mince not die general 
tongue ; 

Name Cleopatra as she 's call'd in Rome : 

Ruil thou in Fulvia ■ phrase ; and taunt my fhultn 
With such full licence as both truth and malice 
Have power to utter. 0, then we bring forth weeds 
When our quick winds lie still ; and our ills told us^ 

Is as our eorhig.b Fare thee well a while. 

Mess. At your noble pleasure. 

Ant. From Sicyon how the news? Speak there. 

* Extended — seized upon. Nearly all Shakspere's oon tem- 
poraries tiutke tlie second syllable of Euphrates short. 

b MalGne proposes to read ninth instead of whda. Before we 
adopt a* new reading we must be satisfied tliat the old one Is 
corrupt. When do we “ bring forth weeds?" In a heavy and 
moist season, whin there are uo “ quick winds" to mellow the 
earth, to dry up the exuberant moisture, to fit it for tits plough. 
The quick winds, then, are the voices which bring ut troe nmarts 
to put an end to our Inaction. When these winds tie Ml we 
bring forth weeds. But the metaphor is carried Author. foe 
winds have rendered the soil fit for the plough ; but foe know- 
ledge of our own faults— ills— is as the ploughing tioelf— foe 
" oaring." 

YOL. X. B 
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1 Att The nan from Stcyoo.— Is there such an onel 

2 Att He stays upon your will. 

Amt Let him appear— 

These strong Egyptian fetters I rauit break, 

Enter another Messenger. 

Or lose myself in dotage.— What are you*) 

2 Meet. Fulvia thy wife is dead. 

Ant Where died she? 

2 Meat. In Sicyon : 

Her length of sickness, with what else more serious 
Importeth thee to know, this hears. [ Gives a letter. 
Ant. Forbear me.— 

[Exit Messenger. 

There ’s a groat spirit gone ! Thus did I desire it t 
What our contempts do often hurl from us, 

We wish it ours again ; the present pleasure, 

By revolution lowering, does become 

The opposite of itself: she 's good, being gone ; 

The hand could pluck her back tliat shov'd her on. 

I must from this enchanting queen break off; 

Ten thousand harms, more than the ills I know, 

My idleness doth hatch. — How now ! Enobarbus ! 

Enter Enobarbus. 

Erne. What T s your pleasure, sir f 
Ant. I must with haste from hence. 

Bnt>. Why, then, we kill all our women : Wo see how 
mortal an unkindness is to them ; if they suffer our 
departure, death ’s the word. 

Ant. I must be gone. 

Eno. Under a compelling occasion, let women die : 
It were pity to oast them away for nothing ; though, 
between them and a graat causa, they should be esteemed 
nothing. Cleopatra, catching but the least noise of this, 
diet instantly ; 1 have seen her die twenty times upon 
tax poorer moment : I do think there is mettle in death, 



Sent* II. 


ANTONY AND CLEOPATRA. 


839 


wfaicK commit* some loving act upon her, she hath such 
a celerity in dying. 

Ant She is cunning past man's thought. 

Eno Alack, sir, no ; her passions ore made of nothing 
but the finest part of nure love : We cannot call her 
winds and waters, signs and tears ; they are greater 
storms and tempests than almanacs can report : this 
cannot be cunning in her ; if it be, she makes a shower 
of rain as well as Jove. 

Ant. ’Would I had never seen her ! 

Eno. O, sir, you had then left unseen a wonderful 
piece of work ; which not to have been blessed withal, 
would have discredited your travel. 

Ant. Fulvia is dead. 

Eno. Sir ? 

Ant. Fulvia is dead. 

Eno. Fulvia 1 

Ant. Dead. 

Eno. Why, sir, give the gods a thankful sacrifice. 
When it pleaseth their deities to take the wife of a man 
from him, it shows to man the tailors of the earth; 
comforting therein, that when old robes are worn out 
there are members to make new . If there were.no more 
women but Fulvia, then hod you indeed a cut, and the 
case to be lamented ; this grief is crowned with consola- 
tion ; your old smock brings forth a new petticoat : — 
and, indeed, the tears live in an onion that should water 
this sorrow. 

Ant. The business she hath broached in the state 
Cannot endure my absence. 

Eno, And the business you have broached here can- 
not be without you ; especially that of Cleopatra's, which 
wholly depends on your abode. 

Ant. No more light answers. Let our offices 
Have notice what we purpose. 1 shall break 
The cause of our expedience to the queen, 

And get her love to part For not alone 
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The death of Fulvia, with more urgent touches, 

Do strongly speak to us; but the letters too 
Of many our contriving friends in Rome 
Petition us at home : Sextus Potnueius 
Hath given die dare to Cesar, and commands 
The empire of the sea : our slippery peoplq^ 

(Whose love is never link'd to the deserter 
Till his deserts are past) begin to throw 
Pompey the great, and all his dignities. 

Upon his son ; who, high in name and jiower, 

Higher than both in blood and life, stands up 
For the main soldier : whose quality, going on. 

The sides o' the world may danger : Much is breeding, 
Which, like the courser's hair, liath yet but life, 

And not a serpent's poison. Say, our pleasure, 

To such wliase place is under us, requires 
Our quick remove from hence. 

Em. 1 shall do 't. [Exeunt. 

SCENE III. 


Enter Clbopatua, Cma&xian, litas, and Alxxab. 
Cleo. Where is he 1 

Char . I did not see him since. 

Cleo. See where he is, who 's with him. what he 
does : — 


I did not send you : — If you find him sad, 

Say 1 am dancing ; if in mirth, report 
Hud I am sudden sick : Quick, and return. 

[Exit Aluc. 

Char. Madam, methinks, if you did love nim dearly, 
You do not hold the method to enforce 
The like from him. 

CZso. What should I do I do notf 


Char. In each filing give him way, crcm him in no- 
thing. 

C8so. Thou tsac h es t like a fool : the way to lose him* 
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| Char. Tempt him not so too far : I with, forbear; 

In time we hate that which we often fear. 

Enter Antony. 

1 But here comes Antony. 

Cleo. I am sick and sullen. 

| Ant. I am sorry to give breathing to my purpose.— 
Cleo. Help me away, dear Charmian, 1 shall fall ; 

It cannot be thus long, the sides of nature 
Will not sustain it 

Ant. Now, ray dearest queen, — 

Cleo. Pray you, stand farther from me. 

Ant. Wliat ’s the matter? 

Cleo. I know, by that same eye, there ’s some good 
news. 

What says the married woman? — You may go; 
’Would she had never given you leave to come! 

Let her not say ’t is I that keep you here, 

I have no power upon you ; hers you are. 

Ant. The gods best know, — 

Cleo. O, never was there queen 

So mightily betray’d ! Yet, at the first, 

I saw the treasons planted. 

Ant. Cleopatra, — 

Cleo. Why should I think you can be mine, and 

true, 

Though you in Bwearing shake the throned gods, 

Who have been false to Fulvia ? Riotous madness, 

To be entangled with those mouth-made vows, 

Which break themselves in swearftg 1 
Ant. Most sweet queeiy— 

Cleo. Nay, pray you, seek no colour for your going, 

But bid farewell, and go : when you sued staying, 
Then was the time for words ; No going then }— 
Eternity was in our lips and ey es ; 
miss m our draws 1 pent ! BflBT our parts so poor, 

Bui was a race of heaven : They are so still, 
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Or thou, the greatest soldier of the world, 

Alt turn'd the greatest liar. 

AnL How now, lady ! 

Cleo. I would I had tiiy inches ; thou sliouldst know 
There were a heart in Egypt. 

AnL Hear roe, queen : 

The strong necessity of time commands ft 
Our services a while ; but my full heart 
Remains in use with you. Our Italy 
Shines o'er with civil swords : Sextus Pompeius 
Makes his approaches to the port of Rome : 

Equality of two domestic powers 

Breeds scrupulous faction : The hated, grown to strength, 

Are newly grown to love : the condemn’d Pompey, 

Rich in his father's honour, creeps apace 

Into the hearts of such as have not thriv'd 

Upon the present state, whose numbers threaten ; 

And quietnen, grown sick of rest, would purge 
By any desperate change : My more particular, 

And that which most with you should safe ■ my going, 
Is Fulvia's death. 

Cleo. Though age from folly could not give me free- 
dom. 

It does from childishness i — Can Fulvia diet 
Ant. She 's dead, my queen : 

Look here, and at thy sovereign leisure read 
The garboils * she awak'd; at the last, best; 

See when and where she died. 

Cleo. O most false love 1 

Where be the sacretFvials thou shouldst fill 
With sorrowful water? Now 1 see, I see, 

In Fulvia's death how mine receiv'd shall be. 

Ant. Quarrel no more, but be prepar'd to know 
The purposes I bear ; which are, or cease, 

As you shall give the advice : By the fire 

® Safe — render safe, 
to Oar boils- disunion, commotions. 
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That quiokens Nilas’ slime, I go from hence, 

Thy soldier, servant; making peace or war 
As thou affect’ sL 

Cleo. Cut my lace, Charm ian, coine 

But let it be.— 1 am quickly ill, and well, 

So Antony loves. 

Ant . My precious queen, forbear ; 

And give true evidence to his love, which stands 
An honourable trial. 

Cleo. So Fulvia told me. 

I prithee, turn aside, and weep for her ; 

Then bid adieu to me, and say the tears 
Belong to Egypt : * Good now, play one scene 
Of excellent dissembling ; and let it look 
Like perfect honour. 

Ant. You 'll heat my blood : no more. 

Cleo. You can do better yet ; but this is meetly. 
Ant. Now, by my sword, — 

Cleo. And target,— Still he mends | 

But this is not the best : Look, prithee, Charmian, 

How this Herculean Roman does become 
The carriage of his ohafe. 

Ant. I ’ll leave you, lady. 

Cleo. Courteous lord, one word. 

Sir, you and I must part, — but that ’s not it i 
Sir, you and I have lov’d, — but there s not it; 

That you know well : Something it is I would, — 

0, my oblivion is a very Antony, 

And 1 am all forgotten. 

Ant. But that your royalty 

Holds idleness your subject, I should take you 
For idleness itself. 

Cleo . T is sweating labour 

To bear such idleness so near the heart 
As Cleopatra this. But, sir, forgive me ; 

Sine* my becomings kill me, when they do uot 
* JZfyyt— the queen of Egypt. 




ANTONY AND CLEOPATRA* 


[A0T 1* 


Eve veil to you t Tour honour call* you hence ; 
Therefore be deaf to my unpitied folly, 

And all the gods go with you l Upon your iwonl 
Sit laurel * victory, and nnooth success 
Be strew’d before your feet ! 

Ant Let us go. Come t 

Our separation so abides, and Hies, * 

That thou, residing here, go’st yet with me, 

And I, hence fleeting, here remain with thee. 

Away ! [Exeunt. 


SCENE IV.— Rome. An Apartment in Caaar’s 
House. 

Enter Octavius Caub, Lbpidus, and Attendants. 

Cos. You may see, Lepidus, and henceforth know, 
It is not Casar's natural rice to hate 
One great competitor : from Alexandria 
Thu u the news : He fishes, drinks, and wastes 
The lamps of night in revel : is not more manlike 
Than Cleopatra ; nor the queen of Ptolemy 
Hon womanly than he : hardly gave audience, 

Or vouchsaf’d to think he had partners : You shall 
find there 

A man who is the abstract of all faults 
That all men follow. 

Lep. 1 must not think there are 

Evils enow to darken all his goodness : 

His fruits, in him, seem as the spots of heaven, 

Mure fiery by night’s blackness ; hereditary, 

Bather than purchas’d ; what he cannot change, 

Than what be chooses. 

Cme. You are too indulgent : Let ’s grant it is not 
Amiss to tumble on the bed of Ptolemy *, 

* Lamnl. The dm of the substantive adjectlvely was a pecu- 
liarity of the poetry of Shakspere’s time, which has been revived 
with advantage in our own day* 
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To give a kingdom for a mirth ; to ait 
And keep the turn of tippling with a slave ; 

To reel the streets at noon, and stand the buffet 
With knaves that smell of sweat; say, this becomes 
him, 

(As his composure must be rare indeed 

Whom these things cannot blemish,) yet must Antony 

No way excuse his soils,* when we do bear 

So great weight in his lightness. If he fill'd 

His vacancy with his voluptuousness, 

Full surfeits, and the dryness of his bones, 

Call on him for ’t : but, to confound such time, 

That drums him from his sport, and speaks os loud 
As his own state, and ours, — ’t is to be chid 
As we rate boys ; who, being mature in knowledge* 
Pawn their experience to their present pleasure* 

And so rebel to judgment. 

Enter a Messenger. 

Lep. Here ’s more news. 

Mesa. Thy biddings have been done ; and every hour, 
Most noble Cssar, shalt thou have report 
How 't is abroad. Pompey is strong at sea ; 

And it appears he is belov’d of those 
That only have fear'd Cesar : to the ports 
The discontents repair, and men's reports 
Give him much wrong'd. 

Ceea. I should have known no leas j— 

It hath been taught us from the primal state, 

That he which is was wish'd, until he were : 

And the ebb'd man^ ne'er lov’d till ne'er worth love, 
Comes fear’d by being lack'd. This common body, 
Like to a vagabond flag upon the stream, 

Goes to, and back, lackeying the varying tide. 

To rot itself with motion. 

Mess. Cesar, I bring thee word, 

* defilements, taints. 
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Hence rates and Menu, famous pirates, 

Make the aea serve them ; whicli they ear and wound 
With keels of every kind : Many hot inroads 
They make in Ital v ; the borders maritime 
Lack blood to think oil ’t, and flush youth revolt : 

No vessel con peep forth but 't is as soon 
Taken as seen ; for Pom]>ey's name stfikff toon 
Than could bis war resisted. 

Cm*. Antony, 

Leave thy lascivious vassals* When thou once 
Wait beaten from Modena, where thou slew ’it 
Hirtius and Pansa, consuls, at thy heel 
Did famine follow ; whom thou fought’st against. 
Though daintily brought up, with patieuce more 
Than savages could suffer : Thou didst drink 
The stale of horses, and the gilded middle 
Which beasts would cough at: tny palate then did 
deign 

The rougliest berry on the rudest hedge ; 

Yea, like the stag, when mow the pasture sheets, 

Tlie barks of trees thou browsed’st ; on the Alps 
It is reported tbou didst eat strange flesh, 

Which some did die to look on : And all this 
(It wounds thine honour that I speak it now) 

Was home so like a soldier, that thy cheek 
So much as lank’d not. 

Lep, T is pity of him. 

Cm*. Let his shames quickly 

Drive him to Rome : T is time we twain 


* Fatmlt. Tbs spelling of the original Is eassaOi. The 
modem reading Is **ami*, Now, la three other passages of the 
original, where the old English word wmol is used.lt is spelt 
watul*. Wassal 1* employed by Shskspere In toe strict mean* 
ins of drunken revelry ; and that eeuld searaely be called 
“ lascivious.” On the contrary, “ leave thy Usetrions V4*mi* ” 
expresses Omar's contempt for Cleopatra and her minions, who 

were strictly the vassals or Antony, the queen being one of his 
tributaries. 
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Did show ourselves i’ the field ; and, to that end, 
Assemble me immediate council : Pompey 
Thrives in our idleness. 

Lep. To-morrow, CsBsar, 

1 shall be furnish'd to inform you rightly 
Both what by sea and land I can be able, 

To front this present time. 

Cess. Till which enoounter, 

It is my business too. Farewell. 

Lep. Farewell, my lord : What you shall know 
meantime 

Of stirs abroad, 1 shall beseech you, sir, 

To let me be partaker. 

Cass. Doubt not, sir ; 

I knew it for my band. [Exeunt. 

SCENE V.— Alexandria. A Room in the Palaoe. 

Enter Cleopatra, Charmian, Iras, and Mardxak. 

Cleo. Charmian, — 

Char. Madam. 

Cleo. Ha, ha ! — 

Give me to drink mandragora. 

Char. Why, madam ? 

Cleo. That I might sleep out this great gap of time 
My Antony is away. 

Char. You think’of him too much. 

Cleo. 0, ’t is treason ! 

Char. Madam, I trust not so. 

Cleo. Thou, eunuch ! Mardiau ! 

Mar. What ’g your highness* pleasure 9 

Cleo. Not now to bear thee sing ; 1 take ne pleasure 
In aught an eunuch has : *T is well fbr thee, 

That, being unsemlnar’d, thy freer thoughts 
May not fly forth of Egypt. Hast thou affections 9 
Mar. Yes, gracious madam. 
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Cleo. Indeed i 

Mar. Not in deed, madam ; {at I can do nothing 
But what indeed ia honest to be done : 

Yet I have fierce affections, and think 
What Venus did with Man 

Geo. O Charm ian, 

Whete think ’it thou lie is now t Stands h$ vt sits lie? 
Or does he walk? or is he on nis hone? 

O happy hone, to bear the weight of Antony ! 

Do bravely, hone ! for wot st thou whom thou mov’st? 

The demi- Atlas of this earth, the arm 

And burgonet ■ of men. — He « speaking now. 

Or murmuring, “ Where 's my serpent of old Nile?” 
For no he calls me : Now 1 feed myself 
With most delicious poison : — Think on me, 

That am with Phuebus' amorous pinches black, 

And wrinkled deep in time 1 Broad-fronted Cicsar, 
When thou wast here above the ground, I was 
A morsel for a monarch ; and great Pompey 
Would stand, and make his eyes grow in my brow ; 
There would he anchor his aspect, aud die 
With looking on bis life. 

Enter Alxxas. 

Alex. Sovereign of Egypt, hail ! 

Cleo. How much unlike art thou Mark Antony 1 
Yet, coming from him, that great medicine hath 
With his tinct gilded thee. — 

How goes it with my brave Mark Antony ? 

Alex. Last thing he did, dear queen, 

He kiss’d,— the last of many doubled kisses, — 

This orient pearl : — His speech sticks in my heart. 
Cleo. Mine ear must pluck it thenco. 

Alex. Good friend, quoth he^ 

Say, “ The firm Roman to great Egypt sends 

• Bvrgmct — helmet. 
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This treasure of an oyster ; at whose foot, 

To mend the petty present, I will piece 

Her opulent throne with kingdoms : All the east," 

Say thou, “ shall call her mistress.'’ So he nodded, 
And soberly did mount on arm-gaunt * steed, 

Who neigh'd so high, that what I would have spoke 
Was beastly dumb’d by him. 

Cleo. What, was he sad, or merry ? 

Alex. Like to the time o' the year betweeu the 
extremes 

Of hot and cold : he was nor sod nor merry. 

Cleo. O well-divided disposition ! — Note him, 

Note him, good Charmian, ’t is the man; .but note 
him : 

He was not sad ; for he would shine on those 
That make their looks by his : he was not merry ; 
Which seem’d to tell them his remembrance lay 
In Egypt with his joy : but between both : 

O heavenly mingle! — Beest thou sad, or merry, 

The violence of either thee becomes ; 

So does it no man else. — Mett’st thou my posts ? 

Alex. Ay, madam, twenty several messengers : 

Why do you send so thick? 

Cleo. Who ’8 bom that dfcy 

When I forget to send to Antony, 

Shall die a beggar. — Ink and paper, Charmian.— 
Welcome, my good Alexas.— Did I, Charmian, 

Ever love Caesar so? 

Char. O that brave Caesar ! 

Cleo. Be chok'd with such another emphasis ! 

Say, the brave Antony. 

Char. The valiant Caosar ! 

Cleo. By Isis, I will give thee bloody teeth, 

If thou with CsBsar paragon again 
My man of men ! 

■ Arm-gaunt, of which we have no other example, conveys 
the notion of a steed fierce and terrible in armour. 
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Char. By your moat gracious pardon, 

I sing but after you. 

CUo. My salad days ; 

When I was green in judgment : — Cold in blood, 

To say as I said then! — But come, away : 

Get me ink and paper : he shall hare ere nr day 
A several greeting, or I 'll unpeople Egypt [Exeunt. 
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ACT II. 

SCENE I.— Messina. A Room in Pompey’j House. 

Enter Pompky, Mknkcrateb, and Mrnab. 

Pom. If the great gods be just, they shall assist 
The deeds of jus test men. 

Mens. Know, worthy Pompey, 

That what they do delay they not deny. 

Pom. Whiles we are suitors to their throne, decays 
The thing we sue for. 

Mens. We, ignorant of ourselves, 

Beg often our own harms, which the wise jmwera 
Deny us for our good ; so find we profit, 

By losing of our prayers. 

Pom. I shall do well : 

The people love me, and the sea is mine ; 

My power’s a orescent,* and my auguring hoiie 
Says it will come to the full. Murk Antony 
In Egypt sits at dinner, and will moke 
No wars without doors : Cffisar gets money where 
He loses hearts : Lepidus flatters both, 

Of Loth is flatter’d ; but he neither loves, 

Nor either cares for him. 

Men. Cesar and Lepidus 

Are in the field ; a mighty strength thev carry. 

Pom. Where have you this I t it falw. 

Men. From Silvius, sir. 

Pom. He dreams ; I know they are in Rome together, 
Looking for Antony : But all the charms of love, 

Salt Cleopatra, soften thy wan’d lip ! 

Let witchcraft join with beauty, lust with both 1 

■ The original has " My powers are crescent." The use of fl 
In the next line shows that ffsnnrt is a substantive. 
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lit 

Tie up the libertine in a field of feasts ; 

Keep hi* brain firming ; Epicurean cook* 

Sharpen with cloylets sauce his appetite ; 

That sleep and feeding may prorogue his honour 
Even till a Lethe’d dulness. — How now, Vanrius? 

Enter Varbius. 

Var. This is most certain that 1 shall deliver : 

Mark Antony is every hour in Rome 
Expected ; since he went from Egypt, 't is 
A space for farther travel. 

Pom. I could have given less muttei 

A better ear. — Menas, 1 did not think 
TTiis amorous smfeiter would have drain’d his helm 
For such a petty war : his soldiership 
Is twice tlte other twain : But let us rear 
The higher our opinion, that our stirring 
Can from tl>e lap of Egypt’s widow pluck 
The ne’er lust-wearied Antony. 

Men. 1 cannot hope* 

Cesar and Antony shall well greet together : 

His wife that ’s dead did trespasses to Caesar ; 

His brother wan’d upon him ; altliough, 1 think. 

Not mov’d by Antony. 

Pom. I know not, Menas, 

How lesser enmities npy give way to greater. 

Were ’t not that we stand up against them all, 

T were pregnant* they should square between them- 
selves; 

For they have entertained cause enough 
To draw their swords : but how the fear of us 
May cement their divisions, and bind np 
The petty difference, we yet not know. 

Be it as our gods will have it ! It only stands 
Our lives upon to use our strongest hatads. 

Come, Menas. [Exeunt. 

• Hope Is here used in the sense otempeou 
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SCENE II. — Borne. A Room in tin Hove of 
Lepidui. 

Enter Enobarbus and Lrpidub. 

Lop. Good Enobarbus, ’t is a worthy deed, 

And shall become you well, to entreat your captain 
To soft and gentle speech. 

Eno. I shall entreat him 

To answer like himself : if Casar move him, 

Let Antony look over Cesar's head, 

And speak as loud as Mars. By Jupiter, 

Were 1 the wearer of Antonius’ beard, 

I would not shave *t to-day ! 

Lep. T is not a time 

For private stomaching. 

Eno. Every time 

Serves for the matter that is then bom in it. 

Lep. But small to greater matters must give way. 
Eno. Not if the small come first. 

Lep. Your speech is passion : 

But, pray you, stir no embers up. Here comes 
The noble Antony. 

Enter Aktony apd Ventidius. 

Eno. And yonder Cbbsot. 

Enter Cacsar, Mjso anas,* and Aorippa. 

Ant. If we compose* well hereto Parthia : 

Hark, Ventidius. 

Cms. 1 do not know, Mecenas ; ask Agrippa. 

Lep. Noble friends, 

That which combin'd us was most great, and let not 
A leaner action rend us. What ’s amiss, 

May it be gently heard : When we debate 
Our trivial difference loud, we do commit 
Murther in healing wounds : Then, noble partners, 

* Compote— igtee, come to agreement 
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(The rather, for 1 earnestly beseech,) 

Touch you the sourest point* with sweetest terms, 
Nor cuntness grow to Ute matter. 

yin*. T is spoken well : 

Were we before our armies, and to fight, 

I should do thus. 

Cm. Welcome to Rome. 

yin*. Thank you. 

Cm. Sit 


Ant. Sit, sir. 

Cm. Nay, then. 

AnL I learn, you take things ill which are nut so; 
Or, being, concern you not. 

Cm. I must be laugh'd at. 

If, or for nothing, or a little, 1 
Should say myself offended ; and with you 
Chiefly i’ the world : more laugh'd at, that I should 
Once name you dexogately, when to sound your name 
It not concern'd me. 

Ant. My being in Egypt, Caesar, 

Wbat was ’t to you ? 

Cm. No more than my residing here at Rome 
Might be to you in Egypt: Yet if you there 
Did practise on my state,' your being in Egypt 
Might be my question. 

Ant. How intend you, practis’d 1 

Cm. You may be pleas'd to catch at mine intent 
By what did here beol me. Your wife and brother 
Made wars upon me ; and their contestation 
Was theme for you, you were the word of war* 

Ant. You do mistake your business ; my brother 


never 

Did urge me m his act : I did inquire it ; 

And have my learning from some true reports, 

That drew their swords with you. Did he not rather 
Discredit my authority with yours •, 

And make the wan alike against my stomach, 
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Having alike your cause? Of this, my letters 
Before did satisfy you. If you *11 patch a quarrel, 

As matter whole you have to make it with,* 

It must not be with this. 

Caa. You ltraise yourself by laying defect* of judg- 
ment to me ; nut you patch'd up your excuse*. 

Ant. Not so, not so ; 

I know you could not lack, I am certain on ’t, 

Very necessity of this thought, that I, 

Your partner in the cause 'gainst which he fought, 
Could not with graceful eyes attend those wars 
Which fronted mine own peace. As for my wife, 

I would you had her spirit in such another : 

The third o’ the world is yours; which with a snaffle 
You may pace easy, but not such a wife. 

Eno. 'Would we had all such wives, that the men 
might go to wars with the women ! 

Ant. So much uncurbable, her garboils, Caesar, 

Made out of her impatience, (which not wanted 
Shrewdness of policy too,^ I grieving grant 
Did you too much disquiet : for that you must 
But say I oould not help it. 

Caa. I wrote to you 

When rioting in Alexandria ; you 
Did pocket up my letters, and with taunts 
Did gibe my missive out of audience. 

Ant. Sir, 

He fell upon me, ere admitted ; then 
Three kings I had newly feasted, and did want 
Of what I was i’ the morning t but, next day, 

I told him of myself ; which was as much 
As to have ask’d him pardon t Let this fellow 
Be nothing of our strife; if we contend, 

Out of our question wipe him. 

* The meaning appears to us— If vou ’ll patah a quarrel so ns 
to seem the wAofo matte* yon Kara to make It with, yon must 
not patch it with this oomplalnU PFhole Is oppoaed topetsA. 
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Cm. You have broken 

The article of your oath ; which you shall never 
Have tongue to charge me with. 

Up. Soft, Cesar. 

Ant No, Lepidus, let him speak ; 

The honour is acred which he talks on now. 

S upp osing that 1 lack'd it : But on, C—nOj 
The article of my oath, — 

Cm. To lend me arms and aid when I requir'd than; 
The which you both denied. 

Ant Neglected, rather ; 

And then, when poison'd hours had bound me up 
From mine own knowledge. As nearly as 1 may, 

1 T U play the penitent to you : but mine honesty 
Shall not make poor my greatness, nor my power 
Work without it : Truth is, that Fulvia, 

To have me out of Egypt, made wars here; 

For which myself, the ignorant motive, do 
So far ask pardon as befits mine honour 
To stoop in such a case. 

Up. T is noble spoken. 

Mec. If it might please you, to enforce no further 
The griefs between ye t to forget diem quite, 

Were to remember that the present need 
Speaks to atone you. 

Up. Worthily spoken, Mecraas. 

Eno. Or, if you borrow one another's love for the in- 
stant, you may, when you hear no more words of Pom- 
pey , return it again : you shall have time to wrangle in 
when you have nothing else to do. 

Ant Thou art a soldier only ; speak no more. 

Eno. That truth should be silent, I had almost forgot. 

Ant. You wrong this presence, therefore speak no more. 

Eno. Go to then ; your considerate stone.* 

Cm. I do not much dislike the matter, but 

* Tk» Is most probsbljr so allusion to the o!d saying, "as 
silent is s stone." 
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The manner of his speech : for it cannot be 
We shall remain in friendship, our conditions 
So differing in their acts. Yet, if I knew 
What hoop should hold us stanch, from edge to edge 
O’ the world I would pursue it. 

Agr. Give me leave, Casar,— 

Cat. Speak, Agrippa. 

Agr. Tnou hast a sister by the mother’s side, 
Admir'd Octavia : great Mark Antony 
Is now a widower. 

Cat. Say not so, Agrippa ; 

If Cleopatra heard you, your reproof 
Were well deserv’d of rashness.* 

Ant. I am not married, Cesar : let me hear 
Agrippa further speak. 

Agr. To hold you in perpetual amity, 

To make you brothers, and to knit your hearts 
With an unslipping knot, take Antony 
Octavia to his wife : whose beauty claims 
No worse a husband than the best of men ; 

Whose virtue, and whose general graces, speak 
That which none else can utter. By this marriage, 

All little jealousies, which now seem great, 

And all great fears, which now import their dangers, 
Would then be nothing : truths would be tales, 

Where now half tales be truths : her love to both 
Would, each to other, and all loves to both, 

Draw after her. Pardon what I have spoke : 

For *t is a studied, not a present thought, 

By duty ruminated. 

Ant. Will Cnsar speak f 

Cat. Not till he hears how Antony is touch’d 
With what is Spoke already. 

Ant. What power if in Agrippa, 

If I would say, “ Agrippa, be it so, v 
To make this good 1 

* Ofrcdmm — on socount of rsshasss 
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Cm *. The power of Cwu, 

And his po w e r onto Octarii 
Ant. Hay I never 

To this pood puipoee, that so fairlv ihowa r 
Dream of impediment ! — Let me hare thv hand : 
Farther thiemot of grace; and, from tide hpu^ 

The heart of brother* govern in our loro, * 

And sway our great design* ! 

Cm s. There ’■ my hand. 

A sister I bequeath you, whom no brother 
Did ever love so dearly : Let her live 
To join our kingdoms, and our hearts ; and never 
Fly off our loves again ! 

Lep. Happily, amen ! 

Ant I did not think to draw my swonl 'gainst 
Pompey; 

For he hath laid strange courtesies^ and great, 

Of late upon me : I must thank him only, 

Lest my remembrance suffer ill repent ; 

At heel of that, defy him, 

Lep. Time calls upon us : 

Of us must Pompey presently be sought, 

Or else he seeks out us. 

Ant Where lies het 

Cm*. About the Mount Misenum. 

Ant What is- his strength by landf 
Cm*. Great and increasing : 

But by sea be is an absolute master. 

Ant. So is the fame. 

’Would we had spoke together ! Haste we for it : 

Yet, ere we put ourselves in arms, despatch we 
The business we have talk'd of. 


Cm. With most gladness; 

> invite you to my sister’s view, 
r straight 1 11 lead you. 

Ant. Let ns, Lepidus. 

Hot lack your company. 
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Lep. Noble Antony, 

Not sickness should detain me. 

[Flourish. Exeunt Casas, Amt., 
and Lspidus. 

Mec. Welcome from Egypt, sir. 

Eno Half the heart of C®sar, worthy Mecsnas ! — 
my honourable friend, Agripjia ! — 

Agr. Good Enobarbus ! 

Mec. We have cause to be glad that matters are so 
well digested. You stayed well by it in Egypt. 

Eno. Ay, sir ; we did sleeu day out of countenance, 
and made the night light with drinking. 

Mec. Eight wild boars roasted whole at a breakfast, 
and but twelve persons there : Is this true T 

Eno. This was but as a fly by an eagle : we bad 
much more monstrous matter of feasts, which worthily 
deserved noting. 

Mec. She ’s a most triumphant lady, if report be 
square to her. 

Eno. When she first met Mark Antony, she pursed 
up his heart, upon thrf river of Cydnus. 

Agr. There she appeared indeed; or my reporter 
devised well for her. 

Eno. I will tell you ; 

The barge she sat in, like a burnish'd throne, 

Burnt on the water : the poop was beaten gold; 

Purple the sails, and so perfumed that 
The winds were lovesick : with them the oars wens 
silver ; * 

Which to die tune of flutes kept stroke, and made 
The water, which they beat, to follow faster, 

As amorous of their strokes. For her own person, 

It beggar'd all description : she did lie 
In her pavilion, (doth pf gold, of tissue,) 

■ Tbs punctuation of tbs original gives us a full mom at 
love-tick. The Ordinary tsadfag Is " fas winds ware kwi-siefc 
with them." 
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0*er-ntcturing that Venus, where we see 
The rency outwork nature : on each side her 
Stood p rett y dimpled boys, like smiling Cupids, 
With diver*- colour’d fans, whose wind did seem 
To slow die delicate cheeks which they did cool, 
And what they undid, did. 

Agr. O, rare for AAuj t 

Eno. Her gentlewomen, like the Nereides, 

So many mermaids, tended her i’ the eyes, 

And made their bends adorning* : at the helm 
A seeming mermaid steers ; the silken tackle 
Swell with the touches of thorn flower-soft hands, 
That yarely frame the office. From the barge 
A strange invisible perfume hits fhe sense 
Of the adjacent wharfs. The city cast 
Her people out upon her ; and Antony, 

Enthron'd in the marketplace, did sit alone, 
Whistling to the air ; which, but for vacancy, 

Had gone to gase on Cleopatra too, 

And made a gap in nature. 

Agr. Rare Egyptian ! 

Eno. Upon her landing, Antony sent to hsr. 
Invited her to supper : die replied. 

It should be better be became her guest ; 

Which she entreated : Our courteous Antony, 

Whom ne'er the word of u No ” woman beard speak. 
Being barber'd ten times o'er, goes to the feast) 

And, for his ordinary, pays his heart, 

For what his eyes eat only. 

Agr. Royal wench ! 

She made great Cesar lag his sword to bed ; 

He plough'd her, and she cropp'd. 

Eno. I saw her onoa 

Hop forty paces through the public street : 

And having lost her breath, she spoke, and panted. 
That she did make defect, perfect^®, 

And, breathless, power breathe forth. 
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Mec. Now Antony must leave her utterly. 

Eno. Never ; he will not ; 

Age cannot wither her, nor custom stale 
Her infinite variety : Other women cloy 
The appetites they feed ; but she makes hungry 
Where most she satisfies. For vilest things 
Become themselves in her ; that the holy priests 
Bless her when she is riggish. 

Mec. If beauty, wisdom, modesty, can settle 
The heart of Antony, Octavia is 
A blessed lottery to him. 

Agr. Let us go. — 

Good Enobarbus, make yourself my guest, 

Whilst you abide here. 

Eno . Humbly, sir, I thank you. [ Exeunt . 

SCENE III. — The tame. A Room in Cesar's Eotae. 

Enter Cjbsab, Antony, Octavia between them , 
Attendants, and a Soothsayer. 

Ant. The world, and my great office, will sometimes 
Divide me from your bosom. 

Octa. All which time 

Before the gods my knee shall bow my prayers 
To them for you. 

Ant. Good night, sir. — My Octavia, 

Read not ray blemishes in the warld’s report : 

I have not kept my square ; but that to como 
Shall all be done by the rule. Good night, dear lady. — 

Octa. Good night, sir. 

Cm. Good night. [Exeu&t Casar and Octavia. 

Ant. Now, sirrah ! you do wish yourself in Egypt ? 

Sooth. 'Would I had never come ftom thence, nor 
you thither ! 

Ant. If you can, your reason T 

Sooth. I see it in my motion, have it not in my 
tongue : But yet hie you to Egypt again. 
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Ant. Say to me, 

Wboee fortunes shall rise higher, Casar's or mine? 
Sooth. Cssar’s. 

Therefore, O Antony, stay not by hit tide : 

Tbr demon (that thy spirit which keeps thee) is 
Noble, courageous, high, unmatchable. 

Where Cesar's is not ; but uear him thjtoigel 
Becomes a Fear, as being o’erpower’d ; therefore 
Make space enough between you. 

Ant. Speak this no more. 

Sooth. To none but thee; no more, but when to 
thee. 

If thou dost play with him at any game, 

Thou art sure to lose ; and, of that natural luck. 

He boats thee 'gainst the odds : thy lustre thickens 
When he shines by : I say again, thy spirit 
Is all afraid to govern thee near him ; 

But, he away, ’t is noble. 

Ant Get thee pone : 

Say to Venridius I would speak with him : — 

[Exit Soothsayer. 

He shall to P&rthia. — Be it art, or hap, 

He bath spoluu true : The very dice obey him ; 

And in our sports my better cunning faints 
Under his chance : if we draw lots, he speeds : 

His cooks do win the battle still of mine, 

When it is all to nought ; and his (mails ever 
Beat mine, inhoop’d, at odds. 1 will to Egypt t 
And though 1 make this marriage for my peace, 

Enter Vsktidius. 

I* the east mypleasurs lies >—0, come, Ventidiu^ 

You most to Parthia ; your commission ’■ ready : 
Follow me, and receive it [Exeunt. 


L 
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SCENE IV.— The same. A Street. 

Enter Lepidub, Mbcjenas, and Aqrippa. 

Lep. Trouble yourselves no further : pray you, hasten 
Your generals after. 

Aar. Sir, Mark Antony 

Will e'en but kiss Octavia, and we 'll follow. 

Lep. Till 1 shall see you in your soldier's dress, 
Which will become you both, farewell. 

Mec. We shall. 

As 1 conceive the journey, be at the Mount ■ 

Before you, Lepidus. 

Lep. Your way is shorter, 

My purposes do draw me much about ; 

You 'll win two days upon me. 

Mec., Agr. Sir, good success ! 

Lep. Farewell. [Exeunt. 

SCENE V. — Alexandria. A Room in the Palace. 
Enter Cleopatra, Charmian, Iras, and Albxas. 

Cleo. Give me some music ; music, moody food 
Of us that trade in love. 

Attend. The music, ho 

Enter Mardian. 

Cleo. Let it alone j let us to billiards : 

Come, Charmian. 

Char. My arm is sore, bast play with Mardiau. 


Cleo. As well a woman with an eunuch play'd 
As with a woman 5 — Come, you 'll play with me, sirt 
Mar. As well as I can, madam. 

Cleo. And when good will is show’d, though V coma 
too shorty 

The aetor may plaad pardon. 1 11 none now 

■ M the Moan. This tto fcmbt a was at Manat Mbsnif 
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One me mine angle, — we ’U to the river : there, 

My nunc playing hi off, I will betray 
Tawny-finn’d fbhes ; my bended hook ihall pierce 
Their slimy jaws ; and, as I draw them up, 

1 T1 dunk mem every one an Antony, # 

And say, Ah, ha ! you 're caught a 

Char. T wii merry whan 

You wager'd car your angling ; when vour diver 
Did hang a salt-fish on his hook, which be 
With fervency drew up. 

Cleo. That time ! — O times !— 

1 laugh'd him out of patience ; and that night 
I laugh'd him into patience ; and next mom, 

Ere the ninth hour, I drunk him to his bed ; 

Then put my tires and mantles on him, whilst 
I wore his sword Philippan. O 1 from Italy ; 

Enter a Messenger. 

Ram thou thy fruitful tidings in mine ears, 

That long time have been barren. 

Mast. Madam, madam, — 

Cleo. Antony 's dead 1 — 

If thou my so, villain, thou kill’st thy mistress : 

But well and free, 

If thou so yield him, there is gold, and here 
My bluest veins to kirn ; a hand that kings 
Have lipp'd, and trembled kissing. 

Meet. First, madam, he 's well. 

Cleo. Why, them ’» more gold. But, sirrah, mark ; 
we use ' r 

To say the dead am well : bring it to that, 

The gold I give thee will I melt, and pour 
Down thy ill-uttering throat 
Meet. Good madam, hear me. 

Cleo. Well, go tot I will ; 

But there 's no coodnms in thy face, if Antony 
Be fret ami healthful t — so tart a fhvour 
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To trumpet inch good tidings ! If not well, 

Thou abouldst come like a Airy crown'd with makes, 
Not like a formal man. 

Mass. Will 't please you hear me! 

Geo. I have a mind to strike thee ere thou speak'st : 
Yet, if thou aayfentony lives, is well, 

Or friends with Caesar, or not captive to him, 

I 'll set thee in a shower of gold, and hail 
Rich pearls upon thee. 

Meu. Madam, he 's well. 

Cleo. Well said. 

Meta. And friends with Cesar. 

Cleo. Thou ’rt an honest man. 

Meta. Cesar and he are greater friends than ever. 
Cleo. Make thee a fortune from me. 

Meta. But yet, madam, — 

Cleo. I do not like “ but yet," it does allay 
The good precedence ; fie upon “ but yet 
“But yet" is as a gaoler to oring forth 
Some monstrous malefactor. Prithee, friend, 

Pour out the pack of matter to mine ear, 

The good and bad together : He '■ friends with Csssar ; 
In state of health thou aayst ; and thou say'st free. 

Meta. Free, madam ! no ; I made no such report: 
He '• bound unto Octavia. 

Cleo. For what good turn! 

Meaa. F or the best turn i 1 the bed. 

Cleo. I am pale, Channian. 

Meaa. Mariam, he 's married to Octavia. 

Cleo. The most infectious pestilence upon thee ! 

[Strikes him down. 

Meaa. Good madam, patience. 

Cko. What say you f — Hence, 

[Strike* Man again. 

Horrible villain ! or I 'll spurn thins eyes 
Like balls before me ; I ’ll unhair thy head j 

[She hales him up and dovn. 
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Tbou ahalt be whipp'd with wire, and stew’d in faring 
Smarting in ling’nng pickle. 

Mm* Gracious madam, 

1 that do faring the newt made not the match. 

Cho. Say, t is not an, a province 1 will gire thee, 

And make thv fortunes proud : the bAr dtou hadst 
Shall make thy peace for moving am Stage ) 

And I will boot thee with what gift beside 
Thy modesty can beg. ! 

M*u. He 's married, madam. . 

Cleo. Rogue, thou hast liv'd too long. ' 

[Draws a dagger. 

Me**. Nay, then 1 'll run : — 

What mean you, madam f 1 have made no (fault [Ex. 

Char. Good madam, keep yourself within yourself ; 
The man is innocent. 

Cleo. Some innocents 'scape not die thunderbolt-— 
Melt Egypt into Nile ! and Kindly creatures 
Turn all to serpents I— Call the slave again ; 

Though 1 am mad, 1 will not bite him t-rCall. 

Char. He is afoard to come. 

Cleo. I will not hurt him i— 

Them hands do lack nobility, that they strike 
A meaner than myself; since I myself 
Have given myself the causes— Come hither, sir. 

Re-enter Messenger. 

Though it be honest, it is never good 
To bring had news : Give to a gracious message 
An host of tongues ; but let ill tidings tell 
Themselves, when they be folt 
Mb**. I have done my duty, 

Cleo. Is ho married) 

I cannot hate thee worser than I do *“ 

If thou again say, Yes. 

Mm. Ho it married, madam. 
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Cleo. The gods confound thee I dost thou hold that 
still 1 

Mesa. Should I lie, madam ? 

Cleo. 0, 1 would thou didst ; 

So half my Egypt were submerg'd, and made 
A cistern for stal'd snakes ! Go, get thee hence j 
Hadst thou Narcissus in thy face, to me 
Thca wouldst appear most ugly. He is married f 
Mesa. 1 crave your highness' pardon. 

Cleo. He is married ? 

Mesa. Take no offence that 1 would not offend you : 
To punish me lor wbat you make me do 
Seems much unequal : lie is married to Oclavia. 

Cleo. O, tliat his fault should make a knave of thee, 
That art not what thou ’rt sure of !»— Get thee henoe : 
The merchandise which thou hast brought from Rome 
Are all too dear for me : lie they upon thy hand. 

And be undone by 'em ! [Exit Messenger. 

Char. Good your highness, patience. 

Cleo. In praising Antony, 1 have disprais'd Cesar. 
Char. Many times, madam. 

Cleo. I am paid for 't now. 

Lead me from hence ; 

I faint : O Iras, Charmian. — T is no matter j — 

Go to the fellow, good Alexas ; bid him 
Report lhe feature of Octavio, her years, 

Her inclination ; let him not leave out 

The colour of her hair : — bring ‘me word quickly.— » 

[Exit Albxas. 

Let him for ever go : — Let him not-r-Gharmian, 
Though he be painted one way like a Gorgon, 

T’ other way he's a Mars :~-Hid you Alexas 

[TbMARDIAN. 

* The passage U somewhat obscure, bat it ha» been thus 
explained ' "Thou art aot an honest man, of which then art 
thyself assured, because thy master's fault has made a knave 
of thee." 
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Bring me word how tell she is. — Pity me, Charraian, 
But do not fpeek to me.— Lead me to my chamber. 

[Exeunt 

SCENE VI. — Near Uiienura. 

Enter Pompkt and Menas at one tide, with drum 
and trumpet : at another , Cjbsab, "tnsua, An- 
tont, Enobarbus, Mecanab, t eith Soldiers march- 
mg. 

Pom. Tour hostage* 1 have, so have you mine; 

And we shall talk before we fight 

Cm*. Most meet 

That first we come to words ; and therefore have we 
Our written purposes before us sent ; 

Which, if thou liast consider'd, let us know * 

If v t will tie up thy discontented sword ; 

And carry back to Sicily much tall youth, 

That else must perish here. 

Pom. To you all three, 

The senators alone of this great world, 

Chief factors for the gods, — 1 do not know 
Wherefore my father should revengers want. 

Having a son, and friends; since Julius Caesar, 

Who at Philippi the good Brutus ghosted. 

There saw you labouring for him. What was it 
That mov'd pale Cassius to conspire! And what 
Made all-honour’d, honest, Roman Brutus, 

With the arm’d rest, courtiers of beauteous freedom. 

To drench the Capitol ; but that they would 
Have one man but a man T And that is it 
Hath made me rig my navy ; at whose burthen 
The anger'd ocean foams ; with which I meant 
To scourge the ingratitude that despiteful Rome 
Cast on my noble father. 

Cm*. Take your time. 

Ant. Thou caust not fear us, Pompey, with thy sails, 
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We ’ll ipeak with thee at sea : at land, thou knaw’st 
How much we do o'ercount thee. 

Pom. At land, indeed, 

Thou dost o'ercount me of my father's house ; 

But, since the cuckoo huilrls not for himself, 

Remain in ’t as thou mayst. 

Lcp. Be pleas'd to tell us 

(For this is fiom the present) how you take 
The offers we have sent you. 

Ctrs. There ’s the point. 

Ant. Which do not be entreated to, but weigh 
What it is worth embrac’d. 

Cat. And what may follow, 

To try a larger fortune. 

Pom. You have made me offer 

Of Sicily, Sardinia; and I must 
Rid all the sea of pirates ; then, to send 
Measures of wheat to Rome : Tins ’greed upon, 

To part with unhack'd edges, and bear back 
Our targes undinted. 

Cat., Ant, Lop. That ’s our offer. 

Pom. Know then, 

I came before you liere, a man prepar'd 
To take this offer : But Mark Antony 
Put me to some impatience : — Though I lose 
The praise of it by telling, you must know, 

When Caesar and your brother were at blows, 

Your mother came to Sicily, and did find 
Her welcome friendly. 

Ant. I have heard it, Pompey ; 

And am well studied for a liberal thanks, 

Which I do owe you. 

Pom. Let me have your hand : 

I did not think, sir, to have met you here. 

Ant. The beds i’ the east are soft; and thanks to you, 
That call’d me, timelier than my purpose, hither ; 

For 1 have gain’d by it 

VOL. x. 


* 
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Cm. Since 1 saw you last, 

There is a change upon you. 

Pom. Well, I know not 

What counts hanh Fortune casta upon my feoe; 

But in my boaam shall die never come, 

To make my heart her vassal. m 

hop. Well m&'here. 

Pom* I hope so, Lepidus. — Thus we are agreed : 

I crave our composition may be written, 

And seal'd between us. 

Cm. That ’s the next to do. 

Pom. We 'll feast each other ere we part ; and let ns 
Draw lots who shall begin. 

Ant. That will I, Pompey. 

Pom. No, Antony, take the lot : but, first 
Or last, your fine Egyptian cookery 
Shall have the tame. I have heard that Julius Csesar 
Grew fet with feasting then. 

Ant. You have heard much. 

Pom. I have fair meanings, sir. 

Amt. And feir words to them. 

Pont. Then so much have I heard : — 

And 1 have heard, Apollodoru* carried — 

Eno. mom of Chat i — He did so. 

Pons. What, I pray you! 

Eno. A certain queen to Cesar in a mattress* 

Pom. I know thee now : How far’st thou, soldier 1 
Eno. Well ; 

And well am like to do ; for I perceive 
Four feasts are toward. 

Pom. Let me shake thy hand) 

1 never hated thee : 1 have seen thee fight, 

Whsn 1 have envied thy behaviour. 

Eno. Sir, 

I never lov’d you much j bat 1 have prais'd you, 

Whan you have well de s er v'd ten times as monk 
Aa 1 have said you did. 
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Pom. Enjoy thy plainness 

It nothing ill become* thee. — 

Aboard my galley I invite you all : 

Will you lead, lord* ? 

Ccca.y Ant., Lop. Show us the way, sir. 

Pom. Come. [Exeunt Pom., Gjw., Ant., Lip., 
Soldiers, and Attendant*. 

Men. Thy father, Porapey, would ne’er have made 
Ibis treaty. — [ Asick.J — You and I have known, sir. 

Eno. At sea, I think. 

Men. We have, sir. 

Eno. You have done well by water. 

Men. Aud you by land. 

Eno. I will praise any man that will praise me; 
though it cpnnot be denied what I have done by land. 

Men. Nor what I have done by water. 

Eno. Yes, something you can deny for your own 
safety : you have been a great thief by sea. 

Men. And you by land. 

Eno. There I deny my land service. But give me 
your band, Menas : If our eyas had authqrity, heap they 
might take two thieves kissing. 

Mm . All men's faces are true, whatsoe'er their 
hands are. 

Eno. But there is never a fair woman hap a true face. 

Men. No slander j they steal heart*. 

Eno. We came hither to fight with you. 

Men- For my part, I am sorry it is turned to a 
drinking. Pompey doth this day laugh away his 
ffrr ftwy*- 

Em- If he do, sure he cannot w«wp it back again. 

Men. You have said, sir. We looked not fin Mark 
Antony here. Pray you, is be married tft Cleopatra 1 

Eno. Caesar's sister is call’d Ootavia. 

Mm- True, sir j she was the wife of Caius Magwlfas. 

Eno. But she is now the wife of Marcus Antewius. 

Men. Pray you, sir I 

T 3 
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Eno. T is true. 

Men. Then is Cesar and be fur ever knit together. 

Ena. If I were bound to divine of this unity, I would 
not prophesy so. 

Men. I think the policy of that purpose made more 
in the marriage than the lore of the pakies. 

Eno. I think so too. But you sfa&u ‘fled the band 
that seems to tie their friendship together will be the 
very strangler of their amity : Octavia is of a holy, 
cold, and still conversation. 

Men. Who would not have his wife sof 

Eno. Not he, that himself is not so ; which is Mark 
Antony. He will to his Egyptian dish again : then 
shall the sighs of Octavia blow the Are up in Caesar ; 
and, as I said before, that which is the strength of their 
amity shall prove the immediate author of their vari- 
ance. Antony will use his affection where it is; he 
married but his occasion here. 

Men. And thus it may be. Come, sir, will you 
aboard f I have a health for you. 

Eno. I shall take it, sir : we have used our throats 
in Egypt 

Men. Come ; let ’• away. [Exemt 

SCENE V1L— On board Pompey** Galley, lying 
near Misenum. 

Mveie. Enter Two or Three Servants, ieith a banquet* 

1 Sen . Here they *11 be, man : Some o’ their plants 
are ill-rooted already, the least wind i’ the world will 
blow them down. 

% Sen. Lepidus is high-coloured. 

1 Sen. They have made him drink alms-drink. 

S Sen. As they pinch one another by the disposi- 
tion, bo criss out * no more reconciles them to his 
•ntaNmty, and himself to the drink. 
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1 Serv. But it raises the greater war between him 
and hie discretion. 

2 Scrv. Why this it is to have a name in great men’s 
fellowship : I had as lief have a reed that will do me 
no service, as a partisan 1 could not heave. 

1 Serv. To be called into a huge sphere, and not to 
be seen to move in ’t, are the holes where eyes should 
be, which pitifully disaster the cheeks. 

A scnet sounded. Enter C-ssan, Antony, Pompky, 
Lbpidus, Aorippa, Mecjenas, Enobaabds, Uknai, 
with other captains. 

Ant. Thus do they, sir : [To Cjes.] They take the 
flow o’ the Nile 

By certain scales i’ the pyramid ; they know, 

By the height, the lowness, or the mean, if dearth 
Or foison follow : The higher Nilus swells, 

The more it promises : as it ebbs, the seedsman 
Upon the slime and oose scatters his grain, 

And shortly comes to harvest. 

Lep. You have strange serpents there. 

AnL Ay, Lepidus. 

Lep. Your serpent of Egypt is bred now of your mud 
by the operation of youi sun : so is your crocodile. 

Ant. They are so. 

Pom. Sit, — and some wine. — A health to Lepidus. 
Lep. I am not so well as I should be, but I ’ll ne’er out 
Eno. Not till you have slept; I fear me you ’ll be 
in till then. 

Lep. Nay, certainly, I have heard the Ptolemies* 
pyramises are very goodly things ; without ottatradio- 
tion, 1 have heard that. 

Men . Fompey, a word. [Aside. 

Pom . Say in mine ear : what is ’t f 

Men. Forsake thy seat, 1 do beseech thee, captain, 

[Aside. 

And hear me speak a word. 
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Pom. Forbear me till anon,—- 

TVi* wine for Lepidua. 

Lip. What mumer o' thin^ k your crocodile 1 

Auf. It if shafted, air, like Itaelf ; and it if aa broad 
u it bath breadth t it if just so high aa it it, and moves 
with its own organ* : it lives by that which nouriabeth 
it t and the elements once out of i^ itAraasmigratas. 

Lep. What colour if it oft 

Ant Of its own colour too. 

J Lep. T is a ft range serpent. 

Ant. T is so. And the tears of it are web 

Ctes. Will this description satisfy him I 

Ant, With the health that Pompey gives him} else 
he is a very epicure. 

Pom. [TV Men. asidi.] Go hang, sir, hang! Tell 
me of that! away! 

Do as I bid you. — Where ’s this oup I call'd fori 

Hen. If for the lake of merit thou wilt bear me, 

Rise from thy stool. [Arid*. 

Pom, I think thou ’rt mad. The matter f 

[Rises, and walks aside. 

Men. I have ever held my cap off to thy fortunes. 

Pom. Thou haft serv'd me with much frith. What’s 
else to fay t 
Be jolly, lords. 

Am t These quicksands, Lepidus, 

Keen dr them, for you sink. 

Men. Wilt thou be lord of all the world! 

Pom. What say*st thou f 

Mon. Wilt thou be lord of the whole world! That ’a 
twice. 

Pom. How should that be! 

Aftr*. But entertain it, 

And though thou think me poor, I am the man 
Will give the* all the world. 

JVM. Hast thou drunk well! 

Men. No, Pompey, I haws kept ase from the cap. f 
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Thou art, if thou dar'st be, the earthly Jove : 

Whate’er the ocean pales, or sky inclips, 

Is thine, if thou wilt have ’t. 

Pom. Show me which way. 

Men These three woild-sharers, these competitors, 
Are m thy vessel : Let me cut the cable ; 

And, when we are put off, fall to their throats : 

All there is thine. 

Pom. Ah, this thou shOuldst have dime, 

And not have spoke on ’t! In me, ’t is villainy; 

In thee, it had been good service. Thou must know, 
T is not my proBt that does lead mine honour } 

Mine honour, it Repent, that e’er thy tongue 
Hath so betiay’d thme act : Being done unknown, 

I should have found it afterwards well done ; 

But must condemn it now. Desist, and drink. 

Men. For this, [Aakht 

I ’ll never follow thv pall’d fortunes more. — 

Who seeks, and will not take) when once ’t is offer'd, 
Shall never fold it more. 

Pom. This health to Lepidua 

Ant. Bear him ashore. — 1 ’ll pledge it for him, Pompey. 
Eno. Here ’s to thee, Menas. 

Men. Enbhatbui, Welcome. 

Pom. Fill till the cup be hid. 

Eno. There ’s a Strong follow, Menas. [ Pointing to 
the Attendant %olyo carries off Unoot. 
Men. Why ? 

Eno. A bears the third part of the worlds nan : 
Seest not! 

Men. The third part then is drank i Would it won 
all, that it might go on wheels 1 
Eno, Drink thou ; inarsaae the reels. 

Men. Qoipe. 

Pom. This is not yet an Alaandnaip, feast, 

Ant. It ripens towards it —Strike the vessels, ho! 
Here is to CaM*. 
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Cmt. I could well Tartar it. 

It '« monstrous labour when I wash my brain 
And it grows fouler. 

AnL Be a child o' the time. 

Cmt. Poetess it, I ’ll make answer: 

But I had rather fast from all four days. 

Thau drink so much in one. * * 

Bno. Ha, my brave emperor ! [ 7b Amt. 

Shall we dance now the Egyptian Bacchanals, 

And celebrate our drink f 

Pom. Let § ha 't, good soldier. 

Ant. Come, let us all take hands ; 

Till that the conquering wine liath steep'd our sense 
In soft and delicate Lethe. 

Ena. All take hands. — 

Hake battery to our ears with the loud music : — 

The while, 1 11 place you. Then the boy shall sing ; 

The holding* every man shall bear, as loud 

As his strung sides can volley. [Music plays. Eno. 

placet them hand in hand. 
SONG. 

Cone, thou monarch of the vine, 

Flnmpy B— has, with pink eyuo t 
In thy vats oar earn be drown'd ; 

With thy grapes oar hairs be crown’d ; 

Cup us, tUl the world go round ; 

Cup us, till the world go round I 

Cm. What would you more 1 — Pompey, good night 
Good bother, 

Let me request you off: our graver business 
Frowns at this levity.— Gentle lords, let ’s part ; 

Ton aee we have burnt our cheeks : strong Enobarbe 
Is weaker (ban die wine ; and mine own tongue 
Splits what it speaks : the wild disguise hath almost 
Antick’dusall. What needs more wordsl Good night.— 
Good Antony, your hand. 

* HoUay— the burden of the song. 
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Pom. I ’ll try you o’ the shore. 

Ant. And shall, sir; give 's your hand. 

Pom . O, Antony, you have my father-house, — 

But what f we are friends : Come, down into the boat. 
Eno. Take heed you fall not — Menas, 1 ’ll not on 
shore. [Exeunt Pox., Cxs., Amt., 

and Attendants. 

Men. No, to my cabin. — 

These drums ! — these trumpets, flutes ! what ! — 

Let Neptune hear we bid a loud farewell 
To these great fellows : sound, and be hang’d, sound 
out ! [. A flourish of trumpets f with drums. 

Eno. Ho, says a I — There ’s my cap. 

Men. Ho ! — noble captain ! Come. [Exeunt. 
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ACT m. 

0CBNB 1 j—A Plain in ft At. 

Enter Vent id rot, « it were in triumph, with Suroa, 
and other Bomnws, Offices, and Soldiers \ the dead 
body of Pacomoa home before him. 

FDt. Mow, darting Parthk, art thou struck ; and 

now 

Pleat’d fortune does of Marcus Criatut' death 
Make me revenger. — Bear the king’ll son’s body 
Before our army : Thy Pacorus, Orodet, 

Pays this for Marcus Craasus. 

Sil. Noble Ventidius, 

Whilst yet with Parthian blood thy sword is warm, 
The fugitive Parthians follow ; spur through Media, 
Mesopotamia, and the shelters whither 
The routed fly : so thy grand captain Antony 
Shall set thee on triumphant chariots, and 
Put garlands on thy head. 

Pen. O Silius, Silius, 

I have done enough : A lower place, note well. 

May make too great an act : For learn this, Silius, 
Better to leave undone, than by our deed 
Acquire too high a fame, when him we serve ’s away* 
Cesar, and Antony, have ever won 
Move in their officer than person : Sossius, 

One of my place in Syria, his lieutenant, 

For quick accumulation of renown, 

Which he achiev’d by the minute, lost his favour. 
Who does i’ the wan more than his captain can 
Becomes his captain’s captain : and ambition, 

The soldier’s virtue, rather makes choice of low, 

Than gain, which darkens him. 
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I could do more to do Antoni us good, 

But ’t would offend him ; and in his offenoe 
Should my performance perish. 

Sil. Thou hast, Ventidius, that, 

Without the which a soldier, and his sword, 

Grants scarce distinction. Thou wilt write to Antony! 

Ven. I ’ll humbly signify what in his name^ 

That magical word of war, we have effected ; 

How, with his banners, and his well-paid ranks, 

The ne’er-yet-beaten horse of Parthia 
We have jaded out o’ the field. 

SiL Where is he now ! 

Ven . He purposeth to Athens : whither with what 
haste 

The weight we must convey with us will permit. 

We shall appear before him. — On, there ; pass along. 

[Exeunt. 

SCENE H. — Rome. An Ante-Chamber in Caesar's 
Home. 

Enter Agrippa, and Enobarbus, meeting. 

Agr. What, are the brothers parted ¥ 

Eno. They have despatch’d with Pompey, he is gone; 
The other three are sealing. Oetavia weeps 
To pait from Rome ; Cesar is sad ; and LepidU*, 
Since Pompey ’» feast, as Menas says, is troubled 
With the green sickness. 

Agr. T is a noble Lepidus. 

Eno. A very fine one : O, how he loves Caesar I 
Agr. Nay, but how dearly he adores Mark Antdny 1 
Eno. Gflttarf Why, he ’s the Jupiter of men. 

Agr. Whit ’s Antony ¥ The god of Jupiter. 

Eno. Spake you of Cesar ¥ How! the nonparei l 1 
Agr. O Antony 1 0 thou Arabian bird I * 

Eno. Would you praise Clear, rj, f’eOar) y 
no further. 
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Agr. Indeed, be plied them both with excellent 
praises. 

Etto. Kit he loves Caaar beet: — Yet lie love* 
Antony : 

Ho ! heart*, tongues, figures, scribes, bank poets, cannot 
Think, speak, cast, write, sing, number, ho, his love 
To Antony. But as for Casar, * - 

Kneel down, kneel down, and wonder. 

Agr. Both he loves. 

Eno. They are his shards, and he their beetle. So, — 

[Ttvmpcta. 

This is to horse — Adieu, noble Agrippa. 

Agr. Good fortune, worthy soldier j and farewell. 

Enter C.nsAu, Antoni, Lbimdus, and Oct a via. 
Ant. No further, sir. 

C<ts. You take from me a great part of myself ; 

Use me well in it. — Sister, prove such a wife 
As my thoughts make thee, and os my farthest liand 
Shall pass on thy approof. — Most noble Antony, 

Let not the piece of virtue which is set 
Betwixt us, as the cement of our love, 

To keep it builded, be the ram to batter 
The fortreu of it : for better might we 
Have loved without this mean, if on both parts 
This be not cherish'd. 

Ant. Make me not offended 

In your distrust. 

Cm. I have said. 

Ant You shall not find, 

Though you be therein curious, the least cause 
For what you seem to fear : So, the gods keep you, 

And make the hearts of Homans serve your ends ! 

We will here part, 

*Gtr«. Farewell, my dearest sister, fare thee well. 

The elements be kind to thee, and make 
Thy spirits all of comfort ! fare thee well. 
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Octa. My nohlo brother ! — 

Ant. The April *s in her eyes : It is love's spring, 
And these the showers to bring it on. — Be cheerful. 
Octa. Sir, look well to my husband’s house ; and — 
Gw. What, 

Octaviaf 

Octa. I ’ll tell you in your ear. 

Ant. Her tongue will not obey her heart, nor can 
Her heart inform her tongue : the swan’s down feather, 
That stands upon the swell at the full of tide, 

And neither way inclines. 

Ena. Will CaeBar weep f [Aside to Aorippa. 
Agr. He has a cloud in ’s face. 

Eno. He were the worse for that, were he a hone j 
So is he, being a man.* 

Agr. Why, Enobarbus? 

When Antony found Julius Cesar dead, 

He cried almost to roaring : and he wept, 

When at Philippi he found Brutus Blain. 

Eno. That year, indeed, he was troubled with a 
rheum; 

What willingly he did confound b he wail'd ; 

Believe ’t, till I weep too. 

Cess. No, sweet Octavio, 

You shall hear from me still ; the time shall not 
Out-go my thinking on you. 

Ant. Come, sir, come ; 

I ’ll wrestle with you in my strength of love : 

Look, here I have you ; thus I let you go, 

And give you to the gods. 

* Cess. Adieu ; be happv ! 

Lep. Let all the number of the stars give light 
To thy fair way ! 

* Steevens says that " a horse is said to bava a cloud ia his 
Ace when he lias a black or dark-coloured spot in bis forehead 
between his eyes." 

*> Ca\fimd—Mxoy* 
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Cm. Farewell, farewell ) [fitin Ootayia 

Ant, Farewell 2 

[Tr%anpets sound. Exe u nt 

SCENE III. — Alexandria. A Room in the Palace. 
Enter Clsofatra, Char hi an, lRA*£u*d Ai.xxas. 
Geo. Where is the fellow f 
Ah x. Half afeard to come. 

Cleo. Go to, go to : — Come hither, sir. 

Enter a Messenger. 

Alex. Good majesty, 

Herod of Jewry dare not look upon you, 

But when you are well pleas'd. 

Cleo. That Herod's head 

1 11 have : But how ! when Antony is gone 
Through whom I might command it. — Come thou near. 
Mesa. Most gracious majesty, — 

Cleo. Didst thou behold 

Octariaf 

Mesa. Ay, dread queen. 

Cleo. Where 1 

Mess . Madam, in Rome 

1 look’d her in the fine ; and saw her led 
Between her brother and Mark Antony. 

Cleo. Is she as tall as me? 

Mess. She is not, madam. 

Cleo. Didst hear her speak f Is she shrill-tan gud, 
or low? 

Mess. Madam, I heard her speak ; she is low-vpic'd. 
Cleo. That 'snot so goad cannot like her long. 
Char, Like her? Olsis! ’t is impossible. 

Cleo. I think so, Charm ian ; Dull of tongue, and 
dfrarfbh!— - - 

What majesty is in her gait? Remember, 

If e’er thou look’dst on majesty. 
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Msss. Site creep! : 

Her motion and her station* are a$ oue s 
She shows a body rather than a life ; 

A statue, than a breather. 

Cleo. Is this certain 9 

Mess. Or 1 have no observance. 

Char. Three in Egypt 

Cannot make better note. 

Cleo. He 's very knowing, 

I do perceive 't : — There V nothing in her yet : — 

The fellow has good judgment 

Char . Excellent 

Cleo. Ouess at her years, I prithee. 

Meet. Madam, 

She was a widow. 

Cleo. Widow t — Charmian, hark. 

Mess. And I do think she ’s thirty. 

Cleo. Bear'st thou her face in mind ? is ’t long, or 
round 9 

Mess. Hound even to faultiness. 

Cleo. For the most part too, they are foolish that are 
so. 

Her hair, what colour 9 
Mess. Brown, madam : And her forehead 
As low as die would wish it 

Cleo. There ’s gold for thee. 

Thou must not take my former sharpness ill 
I will employ thee hack again ; 1 And thee 
Most fit for business : Go, make thee ready; 

Our letters are prepar'd. [Esni Messenger. 

Char. A proper man, 

Cleo. Indeed, he is so : I repent me mu oh 
That so I harried* him. Why, methiqks, by him. 
This creature ’§ no such thing. 
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Char, Nothing, madam. 

Clco. The man hath men some majesty, and should 
know. 

Char. Hath' he seen majesty f Isis elm defend. 

And serving you so long ! 

Cieo. I have one thing mare to ask him yet, good 
Charm ian : n 

But *t is no matter ; thou shalt bring him to me 
Where I will write : All may be well enough. 

Char. I warrant you, madam. [ Exeunt . 

SCENE IV. — Athens. A Room m Antony's Haute. 

Enter Ant o nt and Octatia. 

Ant. Nay, nay, Octavio, not only that, — 

That were eacusable, that, and thousands more 
Of semblable import, — but he hath wag'd 
New wars 'gainst Pompey j made his will, and read i+ 
To public ear : 

Spoke scantly of me : when perforce lie could not 
Kit pay me terms of honour, cold and sickly 
He vented them ; roost narrow measure lent me, 
When die best hint was given him : he not look'd, 

Or did it from his teeth.* 

Octa. O my pod lord, 

Believe not all ; or, if you must believe, 

Stomach not all. A more unhappy lady, 

If this division chance, ne'er stood between, 

Praying for both parts : 

The good gods wul mock me presently, 

When I shall pray, u 0, bless my lord and husband ! * 
Undo that prayer, by crying out as loud, 
u O, bless my brother!” Husband win, win brother, 

* He looked not tqjkra toe people as one who Is addreaslnf 
them with sinoerity— he tp oho from his teeth, and not with the 
toll utterance of toe heart. 
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Prays, and destroys the prayer ; no midway 
"Twixt these extremes at all. 

Ant. Gentle Octavia, 

Let your best love draw to that point which seeks 
Best to preserve it : If I lose mine honour, 

I lose myself : l letter I were not yours, 

Than yours so branchless. But, as you requested, 
Yourself shall go between us : The mean time, lady, 

I 'll raise the preparation of n war 

Shall stain your brother : Make your soonest haste: 

So your desires are yours. 

Octa. Thanks to my lord. 

The Jove of power make me most weak, most weak, 
Your reconciler ! Wars 'twixt you twain would be; 

As if the world should cleave, aud that slain men 
Should solder up the rift. 

Ant. When ft appears to you wliere thA begins, 
Turn your displeasure that way ; for o urja u^s 
Can never be saegugL that your 
CanequallY mop* yrith Apem. ' Provide your going j 
Ctewryoiir own company^ and command what cost 
Your heart has mind to. [Exeunt 

SCENE V.—The same. Another Room in the same. 
Enter Enobarbus and Eros, meeting. 

Eno. How now, friend Eros ¥ 

Eros. There 's strange news come, sir. 

Eno. What, man f 

Eros. Cffisar and Lepidus have made ware upon 
Pompey. 

Eno. Tliis is old : What is the success ? 

Eros. Caesar, having made use of him in the ware 
'gainst Pompey, prerently denied him rivality ; would 
not let him partake in the glory of the action : and not 
resting here, accuses him of letters he bad formerly 

VOL. x. u 
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wrote to Pompey; upon hi* own appeal, seism him i 
80 the poor third U up, till death enlarge hie oonflne. 
Eno. Than, world, thou hart a pair of claps, no 

And throw between then all the food thou heat, 

They 'll grind the ooe the other. Wlwe h Antony ¥ 
Bn*. He • walking in the pituki — * thus ; and 
mum 

The rush that lie* before him ; crim, “ Fool, Lepidut !” 
And threats, the throat of that hi* offioer, 

That murder'd Pompey. 

Eno. Our great navy ’■ rigged. 

Em*. Far Italy, and Caaar. More, Domiriu* ; 

My lord desires you presently : my news 
I might have told hereafter. 

Eno. T will be nought : 

But let it bqp-Bring me to Antony. 

Eros. Come, sir. [Exeunt 

SCENE VI.— Borne. A Room m Canr'e House. 
Enter Cjuab, Aqrippa, and Mjwjwai. 

Oms. Contemning Rome, he ha* done all this : And 
more ; 

In Alexandria — here ’■ the manner of it, — 
r the market-place, on a tribunal silver'd, 

Cleopatra and himself in chair* of gold 
Wen publicly enthron'd : at the feet, eat 
Cmsanon, whom they call my father's ion ; 

And all the unlawful issue, that their lust 
Since then hath made between them. Unto her 
He gave the 'itabliihment of Egypt \ made her 
Of lower Syria, Cyprus, Lydia, 

Absolute queen. 

Mm. This in the public eyej 

Cm. V the common show-place, where they exer- 
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Hu ions he there proclaim’d, The kings of king* t 
Great Media, Parthia, and Armenia, 

He gave to Alexander; to Ptolemy he assign'd 

Syria, Cilicia, and Phoenicia : She 

In the habiliments of the goddess Isis 

That day appear'd ; and oil; before gave Audience, 

As *t is reported, so. 

Mcc. Let Rome be thus inform’d. 

Aar. Who, queasy with his insolence already, 

Will their good thoughts call from < him. 

Cm. The people know it ; and have now receiv'd 
His accusations. 

Agr. Whom does he accuse 1 

Ceos. Cffisar : and that, having in Sicily 
Sextus Pom pei us spoil’d, we had not rated him 
His part o’ the isle : then does he say, Lenient me 
Some shipping un restor’d : lastly, he frets^ 

That Lepidus of the triumvirate 

Should be depos’d ; and, being, that we detain 

All his revenue. 

Agr. Sir, thiB should be answer’d. 

Cm. T is done already, and the messenger gone. 

I have told him, Lepidus was grown too cruel ; 

That he his high authority abus'd, 

And did deserve his change ; for what I have conquer'd, 
I grant him part; but then, in his Armenia, 

And other of his conquer’d kingdoms, I 
Demand the like. 

Mac. He ’ll never yield to that 

Cm. Nor must not then be yielded to in this. 

Enter Ogtavia. 

Octa. Hail, Casar, and my lord! hail, moat dan 
Ceesar ! 

Cm. That ever I should call thee, cast* away ] 

Goto. You have not call'd me so, nor hare yon 
cause. 

u 2 
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Cm. Why have you stolen upon us thus? Ton 
come not 

Like Cmr'i sister : The wife of Antony 
Should have an array for an usher, and 
Hie neighs of horse to tell of her approach, 

Long ere she did apfwar ; the trees t>y Jhe way 
Should have borne meu ; and eapeetaSSo fainted, 
Longing for what it iuul not : nay, the dust 
Should hage ascended to the roof of heaven 
Baud by your populous troops : But you are come 
A market-maid to Rome ; and have prevented 
The ostentation of our love, which, left unsbown 
Is often left unlov'd : we should have met you 
By sea and land ; supplying every stage 
With an augmented greeting. 

Octa. Good my lord, 

To come thus was I not constrain'd, but did it 
On my free-will. My lord, Mark Antony, 

Hearing that you prepar'd for war, acquainted 
My grieved ear withal : whereon, I begg'd 
His pardon for return. 

Cm. Which soon lie granted, 

Being an abstract 'tween hit lust and him. 

Octa. Do not say so, my lord. 

Cm, I have eyes upon him, 

Aral his affairs come to me on the wind. 

Where is he now f 

Octa. My lord, in Athens. 

Cwa. No, my most wronged sister ; Cleopatra 
Hath nodded him to fcer. He hath given his empire 
Up to a whore ; who now are levying 
The kings o’ the earth for war ; He hath assembled 
Bocchus, the king of Libya ; Avchelaus, 

Of Cappadocia; Fhiladelphos, king 
Of Papnlagonia ; the Thracian king, Adallas : 

King Malchus of Arabia ; king of Pont; 

Herod of Jewry; Mithridatas, king 


Bonn VII.J ANTONY AND CLEOPATRA. 1*9 

Of Comagene ; Polemon and Amiataa, 

The king* of Mede, and Lycaonia, 

With a more larger lift of sceptres. 

Octa. Ah me, most wretched. 

That hare my heart parted betwixt two friends, 

That do Afflict each other ! 

Cm f. Welcome hither : 

Your letters did withhold our breaking fbrth ! 

Till we perceiv'd, both how you were wrong led. 

And we m negligent danger. Cheer your heart : 
f Be you not troubled with the time, which drives 
lO’er your content these strong necessities ; 

[But let determin'd things to destiny 
(Hold unbewail’d their way. Welcome to Rome : 
Nothing more dear to me. You are abus'd 
Beyond the mark of thought : and the high gods, 

To do you justice, make their ministers 

Of us, and those that love you. Best of comfort ; 

And ever welcome to us. 

Agr. Welcome, lady. 

Mec. Welcome, dear madam. 

Each heart,in Rome does love and pity you. 

Only the adulterous Antony, most large 
In his abominations, turns you off; 

And gives his potent regiment* to a trull, 

That noises it against us. 

Oeta. Is it so; sir? 

Cm. Most certain. Sister, welcome : Pray you, 

Be ever known to patience : My dearest sister ! {Exeunt. 

SCENE VII. — Antony’s Camp, near to the Promon- 
tory o/Aotiuin. 

Enter Clxopatxa and Emobabbu*. 

CUo. I will be even with thee, doubt it not. 

Eno . But, why, why, why f 

* H ipfsM — -^government, authority/ 
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Clso. Thou hut inpoke* my bring iu thaw wan; 
And my st, it is not fit 

Eno. Well, is it, is it! 

CUo. If not denounc'd against us, why should not we 
Be there in pmnf 

Eno. [Aside.] Well, I could repl^’. — 

If we should aenre with horse and mares together, 

The hone were merely k lost ; the mares would bear 
A soldier, and his horn. 

CUo. What is ’t you my ! 

Eno. Your presence needs must puule Autony ; 
Take from his heart, take from his brain, from his time, 
What should not then be spew'd. He is already 
Traduc'd for levity and 't is mid in Route, 

That Photinus an eunuch, and your maids. 

Manage this war. 

CUo. Sink Rome ; and their tongues rot, 

That speak against us ! A charge we bear V the war, 
And, as the president of my kingdom, will 
Appear there for a map. Speak not against it ; 

I will not stay behind. 

Eno. Nay, I have done : 

Here oomss the emperor. 

Enter Awtoht and Cahidius. 

Ant Is it not strange, Caxudius, 

That from Tarentum, and Brundusium, 

He could so quickly cut die Ionian sea, 

And take in 0 Toryne t — You have beard on ’t, sweet t 

CUo. Celerity is never more admir’d 
Than by the negligent. 

Ant A good rebuke, 

Which might have well becom’d the best of men, 

To taunt at riacknem— CsnMfca, we 
Will fight with him by sea. 

* Fortpoki— spoken sgslast. * k rik - toi r d r. 

c Take to-gaia by eonqasd. 
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CUo. By sea! What eket 

Can. Why will my lord do sot 
Ant. For that he dares us to ’t. 

Eno. So liath my lord dar*d him to single fight 
Can. Ay, and to wage this battle at Pharsaba, 
Where Caesar fought with Poxnpey t But these offers, 
Which serve not for his vantage, he shakes off; 

And so should you. 

Eno. Your ships are not well maim'd z 

Your mariners are muliters, reapers, people 
Ingross'd by swift impress : in Caesar's fleet 
Are those that often have 'gainst Pompey fought : 

Their ships are yore : yours, heavy, fro disgrace 
Shall fall you for refusing him at tea, 

Being prepar'd for land. 

Ant. By tea, by sea. 

Eno . Moet worthy sir, you therein throw away 
The absolute soldiership you have by land ; 

Distract your army, which doth most consist 
Of war-mark 'd footmen ; leave unexecuted 
Your own renowned knowledge } quite forego 
The way which promises assurance ; and 
Give up yourself merely to chance and h&xard, 

From firm security. 

Ant. 1 'll fight at tea. 

CUo. I have sixty sails, Casar none better. 

Ant. Our overplus of shipping will we burn i 
And, with the vest fhU-aia£n*d, from the head of 
Actium 

Beat the approaching Caesar. But if we fail, 

EnUr a Messenger. 

We then can do ’t at land. — Thy boafyemf 
Mesa. The news is my leedq be is descried ; 
Caesar has taken Toryne. 

Amt. Can he be there in person 9 ’t ie impoanUe; 
Strange that hi* power should b e .— Caai dius, 
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Our nhMmcn kgifloctbc^s shalt bold by lend, 

And oar twelve drand bone : — We 11 to our dup, 

Enter a Soldier 

Any, my Thetis ! — How not, worthy coldior f 
Sold. Onofabcmnmfe do not fight bymi 


standing on tbc earth, 


Sold. O noble empme* do not fight bvwj 
Tract not to rottsn planks: Do yap ■fadenbt 
Thb word, and two my tmodi i LetthwEgyptiani 
And the Pnanicians go a ducking j we 
Hate need to conqocr, eluding on tbc earth, 

And fighting foot to foot 

AM. Writ, well, away. 

[AnswU Awrowi, CuoPatba, and 
Enobabboc. 

Sold. By Hercules, 1 think, l am i* the right 

Can. Coldior, thou art : but hi* whole actum grows 
Not in the p ower on *t : So our leader ’a led, 

And we are women's men. 

Sold. You keep by land 

The legions and the hone whole, (to you not? 

Can. Marcus Gotarius, Karoos Justsiua, 

Publicola, and (MB am 6r sea : 

But we bmp *hsUJty4bod. Has speed of Cacarh 
Carries beyond belief. 

Sold. WbOeb* was yet in Borne, 

His power want M* fee «n& disttactiens,* 

Ac beguil’d all ipta* 

Con. Who's hie lierrtwnart, bear you? 

Sold . They my, one Taurus. 

Can. Well, 1 know the man. 


Mu*. The^mmac tfetibridh*. 

Can With newTtbethine ’s with labenr t and throes 
forth,, 

Eaeh mhmt% mma. v (flmst 
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SCENE VIII. — A Plain near Actium. 

Enter Cxsab, Taurus, Officers, and others. 

Cos. Taurus, — * 

Taw. My lord. 

Cat Strike not by land; keep whole, 

Provoke not battle, till we have done at sea. 

Do not exceed the prescript of this scroll : 

Our fortune lies upon this jump. [Exeunt. 

Enter Antont and Enobarbus. 

Ant. Set we our squadrons on yon side o 1 the hill, 

In eye of Omar's battle : from which place 
We may the number of the ships behold, 

And so proceed accordingly. 3 [Exeunt. 

Enter Canidiub, marching with his land Army one 
way over the stage ; and Taurus, the Lieutenant of 
Casar, the other way. After their going tn, « 
heard the noise cf a sea-fight. 

Alarum. Re-enter Emob Arbus. 

Eno. Naught, naught, aUnaugfe l I can behold no 
longer s 

The Antoniad, the Egyptian 

With all their sixty, fly, and turn thwruddw : 

To see ’t, mine eyes are blasted. 

•* jBfcrSo iwei 

Sear. Oodj, wd goddwM, 

All the whole synod odf them! 

Eno. * What ’s£hy passion! 

Scar. The greater oantU* flf4»w®diw bn 
With very ignotanoe* we beam bias'd away 
Kingdoms and provinces. 

Eno. How appsam tbs fight! 

1 (W s^ Afritai 
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Sear. On our ride like the token'd peetilence,* 
Whore death ia aura. Yon’ ribald-rid nag of Egypt, 
Whom le pro cy o'ertake 1 i’ the midat o’ the fight,- 
When vantage like a pair of twine appear'd, 

Both aa the tame, or rather oun the elder, 

The briae* upon her, like a oow in June, 

Hoiata aaila, and fliea. ft 

Eno. That I beheld i 

lfine eyea did eickea at the right, and oeuld not 
Endure a further view. 

Scar. She onee bring loof d, 

The noble rain of her magic, Antony, 

Clapa an hie aen^ring, and like a drtag mallard, 
Leaving the fight in height, fliea after her s 
I never eaw an action of attoh ahenw; 

Experience, manhood, honour, ne'er before 
DUriotateffittir. 

Bm>. AW*, «.1»ck I 


Mn Cavnxva. 

Can. Our fortune ep the aea ia out of breath. 

And ainks moat Unyntabl j. Had our general 
Been what he knew it had gone well : 

O, ne haa given example for our flight, 

Moat graariy, by Me own. 

Eno. Ay, an you thereabouts! Why then, good 
night, indeed. [ Arid A 

Can. Toward a Pelmonneaua am they fled. 

Soar. ’Tieeaeyte't; , , 

And there I wifi attend what further cornea. 

Om. To Coaar will I render 
Ky JagioBA tad my home *, rix lunge already 
Shqy me4 > may of yielding. 
jfclS * I ’ll yet follow 

peatllroca which is mortal, what 

the akin which are called God’s token* 
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The wounded chance of Antony, though my reason 
Sits in the wind against me. [Exeunt 

SCENE IX. — Alexandria. — A Room in the Poke*. 
Enter Amroire and Attendants. 

Ant. Hark, the lud bids me tread no more upon % 
It is asham’d to bear me! — Friends, come hither, 

I am so lated in the world, that I 

Have lost my way for ever I have a ship 

Laden with gold ; take theft, divide it ; fly, 

And make your peace with Cesar. 

Att. Fly! not we. 

Ant. I have fled myself; and haVe instructed cowards 
To run, and show their shoulders. — Friends, be gone ; 

I have myself resolv'd upon a course, 

Which has no need of you ; be gone i ' 

My treasure ’s in the harbour, take it— O, 

I follow'd that I blush to look upon : 

My very hairs do mutiny, for the white 
Reprove the brown for rashness, and they them 
For fear and doting. — Friends, be gone ; you shall 
Have letters from me to some friend*, that will 
Sweep your way for you. Pray you, look not sad, 

Nor make replies of loathness : take the hint 
Which my despair proclaims ; let that be left 
Which leaves itself : to the sea-side straightway : 

I will possess you oflthat ship and treasure. 

Leave me, I pray, a little : pray you now : — 

Nay, do so *, for, indeed, I have lost oommand, 
Therefore 1 pray you J 11 see you by and by. 

[Ski down. 

Enter Eros and Ci^atra, led by Cbarkxax and 
Iras. 

Eroe. Nay, gentle madam, to him {—Comfort him. 
lrat» Do, most dear queen. 
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Char. Do! why, what else? 

CUo. Let me sit down. O Juno ! 

Ant No, no, no, no, no. 

Eros. See you here, sir? 

AnL O fie, fie, fie ! 

Char . Madam. — 

Iras . Madam ; O good empress !— 

Eros. Sir, fir, — 

Ant. Yet, my lord, yet : — He, at Philippi, kept 
Hit sword erai like a dancer;* while I struck 
The lean and wrinkled Cassius ; and 't was I 
That the mod Brutus ended : he alone 
Dealt on lieu tenantry, and no practice had 
In die brave squares of war : Yet now — No matter. 
CUo. Ah, stand by. 

Eros. Hie queen, my lord, the queen. 

Iras. Go to him, madam, speak to him ; 

He is unqualified with very shame. 

CUo. Well then, — Sustain me: — O ! 

Eros. Most noble sir, arise ; the queen approaclies ; 
Her bead ’■ declin'd, and death will seise her ; but 
Your comfort makes the rescue. 

Ant. I have offended reputation ; 

A most untioble swerving. 

Eros. Sir, the queen. 

Ant. O, whither hast thou led roe, Egypt? See, 
How I convey my shame out of thine eyes 
By looking back on what I liave left behind 
’Btroy’d in dishonour. 4 
CUo. 0 my lord, my lord ! 

Forgive my ftarfal sails ; I little thought 
You would have follow’d. 

■ A paasge in 'All's Well that Ends Well' explains this 
allurion;— 

“ TIE honour be bought up, and so sword worn. 

But one to dance with." 
h Made war by lisuteuants. 
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Ant. Egypt, thou knew’rt too well 

My heart waa to thy rodder tied by the string!, 

And thou shouldst tow me after : O’er my spmt 
Thy full supremacy thou knew'at ; and that 
Thy beck might from the bidding of the gods 
Command me. 

Cleo. O t my pardon. 

Ant. Now 1 must 

To the young man send humble treaties, dodge 
And palter iu the shifts of lowness ; who 
With half the bulk o’ the world play’d as I pleased, 
Making and marring fortunes. You did know 
How much you were my conqueror ; and that 
My sword, made weak by my affection, would 
Obey it on all cause. 

Cleo. Pardon, pardon. 

Ant. Fall not a tear, 1 say ; one of them rates 
All that is won and lost : flive me a k iss ; 

E ven this repays m e. — W^'leSTourscboolmaster, 

Is hecomo"BIU!k h - Love, I am full of lead : — 

Some wine, within there, and our viands: — Foitune 
knows 

We scoriTher most when most she offers blows . 

— - — - ^ £euntm 

SCENE X.— Cesar's Camp, in Egypt 
Enter Cjesar, Dolabelli, Thyrsus, and others. 
Cees. Let him appear that ’s come from Antony. — 
Know you him ¥ 

Dol. Cesar, ’t is his schoolmaster : 

An argument that he is pluck’d, when hither 
| He sends so poor a pinion of his wing, 

Which had superfluous kings for messengers, 

Not many moons gone by. 

Enter Euphronius. 

On. Approach, and speak. 
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Bup. Such u I am, I come from Antony : 

I wu of late u petty to his ends, 

As ii the mom-dew on the myrtle-leaf 
To hi* grand tea. 

Cat. Qe it eo : Declare thine office. 

Eup. Lord of hie fortunes he aalulee tl^ and 
Requires to live in Egypt : which uot granted, 

He lessens hii requests ; and to thee suet 

To let him breathe between the heavens and earth, 

A private man in Athens : This for him. 

Next, Cleopatra does confess thy greatness ; 

Submits Iter to thy might ; and of thee craves 
The circle of the Ptolemies for her heirs, 

Now hasarded to thy grace. 

Cat. For Antony, 

I have no ears to bis reqnsrt. The queen 
Of audience, nor desire, shill fail $ so she 
From Egypt drive her sill -disgraced friend, 

Or take his lift there : This if die perform, 

She shall not sue unheard. So to them both. 

Eup. Fortune pursue thee ! 

Cat. Bring him through the bands. 

[Barit Eufhronius. 

To try thy eloquence, now ’t is time : Despatch ; 

From Antony win Cleopatra : promise, 

[To Thyrsus. 

And in our name, what she requires ; add more, 

From thine invention, offers : women are not 
In their best fortunes strong ; but want will perjure 
Tl>e ne'er-touch 'd vestal : Try thy cunning, Thyreus, 
Make thine own edict for thy pains, which we 
Will answer as a law* 

Thyr. Caesar, I go. 

Cat. Observe how Antony becomes hif flaw i 
And what thou think’st his very action speaks 
In every power that moves. 

Thyr. Cesar. I shall. 

- 
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SCENE XI.— Alexandria. A Boom in the Paha. 

Enter Cleopatra, Enobabbus, Chabmiaiv, and 
Iras. 

Cleo. What shall wo do, Enobarbus t 
Eno . Think, and die. 

Cleo. Is Anton/, or we, in fault for this 1 
Eno. Antony only, that would make his will 
Lord of his reason. What although you fled 
From that great face of war, whose several ranges 
Frighted each other ? why should he follow f 
The itch of his affection should not then 
Have nick'd his captainship ; at such a point, 

When half to half the world oppos'd, he being 
The mered* question : T was a shame no less 
Than was his loss, to course your flying flags, 

And leave his navy guing. 

Cleo. Prithee, peace. 

Enter Artont, with Euphronius. 

Ant. Is that his answer f 

Eup. Ay, my lord. 

Ant. The queen shall then have courtesy, so she will 
yield 

Us up. 

Eup. He says so. 

Ant. Let her know it — 

To the boy Ctesar send this grinded head, 

And he will All thy wishes to the> brim 
With principalities. 

Cleo. That head, my lord! 

Ant. To him again ; Tell him, he wears the rose 
Of youth upon him ; from which the world should note 
Something particular : his coins, ships, legioqs, 

May be a coward's ; whose ministers would prevail 

Mere*. Ken is a boundary; tod to men is to mark, to 
limit. 
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Under the service of a child, as soon 

As i’ the command of Carer : I dare him therefore 

To lay his gay comparisons apart, 

And answer me declin'd," sword against sword, 
Ourselves alone : 1 'll write it ; follow me. 

[Exeunt Agrr. and Kup. 

Eno . Yes, like enough, high-battled Cfesar will 
Unstate his happinere, and be stag’d to the show, 
Against a sworder. — I see, men's judgments are 
A parcel of their fortunes ; and things outward 
Do draw the inward quality after them, 

To suffer all alike. That he should dream. 

Knowing all measures, the full Casar will 
Answer his emptiness !— Casar, thou hast subdued. 

His judgment too. 

Enter an Attendant 

Att. A messenger from Casar. 

Cleo. What, no more ceremony f — See, my women!— 
Against the blown rose may they stop their nose, 

That kneel’d unto the buds. — Admit him, sir. 

Eno. Mine honesty and I begin to square. [Aside. 
The loyalty, well held to fools, does make 
Our faith mere folly Yet be that can endure 
To follow with allegiance a fallen lord. 

Does conquer him that did his master conquer, 

And earn a place V the story. 

Enter Thybkos. 

Cleo. Ctesar's willf 

Thyr. Hear it apart 
* Cleo . None but friends ; say boldly. 

Thyr. So, haply, are they friends to Antony. 

Eno. He needs as many, sir, as Casar has ; 

* Johnson explains the passage thus : “ I require of Csssar 
not to depend on that superiority which the oomportMo* of ow 
different fortunes may exhibit to him, but to answer me man to 
man, in this decline of my age or power." 
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Or needs not us. If Caesar please, our master 
Will leap to be hi* friend ; For us, you know, 

Whose he is, we are ; and that is Csbs&t's. 

7 ftyr. So.— 

Thus tlien, thou most renown’d : Caesar entreats, 

Not to consider in what case thou stand'st, 

Further tliau he is Caesar. 

Cleo. Go on : Right royal. 

Thyr. He knows that you embrace not Antony 
As you did love, but os you fear'd him. 

Cleo. ' O! 

Thyr. The scars upon your honour, therefore, he 
Does pity, as constrained blemishes, 

Not as deserv'd. 

Cleo. He is a god, a n d knows 

What is moat rigoF: ~MTflehonour was not yielded, 
Tluir conquer’d merely. 

Eno. To be sure of that, \Aude, 

I will ask Antony.— Sir, sir, thou art so leaky, 

That we must leave thee to thy sinking, for 

Thy dearest quit thee. [Exit Eno. 

Thyr. Shall 1 say to Caesar 

What you require of liim ? for he partly begs 
To be desir'd to give. It much would please him, 
That of his fortunes you should make a staff 
To lean upon : but it would warm his spirits, 

To hear from me you had left Antony, 

And put yourself under his shroud, 

The universal landlord. 

Cleo . What '• your name 1 

Thyr. My name is Thyreus. 

Cleo. Most kind messenger, 

Say to great Caesar this, In disputation 
I kiss his conqu'ring hand : tell him, I am prompt 
To lay my crown at 's feet, and there to kneel : 

Tell him, from his all-obeyiug breath 1 hear 
The doom of Egypt 

vol. x. x 
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Thyr. T it yam nobleat oourae. 

Wisdom and fortune combating together, 

If that the former dare but what it can, 

No chanoe may shake it. Give me grace to lay 
My duty an your hand. 

Geo. Your Caaar'i 

Oft, when lie hath mus'd of taking kingdoms in. 
Bestow'd his lips on that unworthy place, 

As it min’d kisses. 

Reenter Antony and Enob annus. 

Ant. Favours, by Jove that thunden! — 

What art thou, fellow f 

Thyr. One, that but performs 

The bidding of the fullest man, and worthiest 
To have command obey'd. 

Eno. You will be whipp'd. 

Ant. Approach, there : — Ay, you kite ! — Now gods 
and devils! 

Authority melts from me i Of late, when I cried t( bo !" 
Like boys unto a muss,* kings would start forth, 

And cry, “ Your will If" Have you no ears t 
Enter Attendants. 

I am Antony yet. Take hence this Jack, and whip 
him. 

Eno. ”T is better playing with a lion’s whelp, 

Than with an old one dying. 

Ant. Moon and stars ! 

Whip him i — Were ’t twenty of the greatest tributaries 
• That do acknowledge Cosar, should 1 find them 
So saucy with the hand of she here, (What slier name, 
Since rite was Cleopatra t) — Whip him, fellows, 

Till, like a boy, you see him cringe his face. 

And whine aloud for mercy : Take lum hence. 

Thyr. Mark Antony — 

• A b h u» -a scramble. 
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Ant. Tug him away » being whipp’d, 

Bring him again s— 1 The Jack of Casar 1 * than 
Bear us an errand to him. 

[Exeunt Attendant*, with Tnafln. 
You were half-blasted ere I knew you Ha I 
Hare I my pillow left unpreas’d in Rome, 

Forborne the getting of a lawful race, 

And by a gem of women, to be abna’d 
By one that looks on feeder* 

Cleo. Good my lord,— 

Ant. You have been a boggier ever : — 

But when we in our vicloumen grow hard, 

(O misery on ’t!) the wise gods seel our eye* 

In our own filth ; drop our clear judgments ; make ns 
Adore our errors ; laugh at us, while we stmt 
To our canfiision. 

Cleo . O, is it come to this f 

Ant. I found you as a morsel cold upon 
Dead Cssar’s trencher : nav, you were a Augment 
Of Cneius Pompey’s ; besides what hotter hours, 
Unregiater’d in vulgar feme, you have 
Luxuriously pick’d out : Tor, I Am sure, 

Though you can guess what temperance should bs^ 

You know not what it is. 

Cleo. Wherefore is this! 

Ant. To let a fellow that will take r ew ards, 

And say, “God quit you !” be. familiar with 
My playfellow, your hand ; this kingly seal, 

And plighter of high hearts I —O, that I were 

Upon die hill of Basan, to outraar 

The homed herd ! for I have savage cause ; 

And to proclaim it oivilly, were Use 
A halterd neck, which does the hangman thank, 

For being yarn* about him.— Is he wmpp’dt 

One that looks on Mas” is one that hstfows tmn 
on servants. 
b Fore— ntofbla. 

X % 
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R$ +nt tr Attendant, with Thtrius. 

1 AtL Soundly, njr lad. 

Amt. Cried bet end begg’d he pardon? 

1 AM. He did ask favour. 

AhL If that thy father lire, let him repent 
Thou wast not made his daughter ; and be thou sorry 
To follow C— r in his triumph, since " - 
Thou hast been whipp'd for following him : henceforth 
The white hand of a lady fever thee, 

Shake dam to look on ’L — Get thee back to Casar, 
Tell him thy entertainment : Look, thou say, 

He makes me angry with him : for be seems 
Frond and disdainful *, harping on what 1 am, 

Not what he knew I was : He makes me angry ; 

And at this time most easy 't is to do *t ; 

When my good stars, that were my former guides, 
Hare empty left their orbs, and shot their fires 
Into the abysm of hell. If he mislike 
My speech, and what is done, tell him, he has 
Hipparchus, my enfranchis'd bondman, whom 
He mar at pleasure whip, or hang, or torture, 

As he mall like, to quit me: Urge it thou : 

Hence, with thy stripes, begone. {Exit Th«u 

Cho. Hare you done yet f 

Ant Alack- our terrene moon 

Is now eclipsed ; and it portends alone 
The fall of Antony ! 

Cho. I must stay his time. 

Ant. To flatter Casar, would you mingle eyes 
With one that ties his points? 

Cho. Not know me yet? 

Ant Cold-hearted toward me? 

Cho. Ah, dear, if I be soy 

From my cold heart let heaven engender hail, 

And poison it in the source ; and the flist stone 
Drop in my neck : as it determines, so 
Dissolve my life { The next Cosaxian smite 1 
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TUI, by decreet, the memory of my womb, 

Together with my brave Egyptian* all, 

By the discandenng * of this pelleted stem, 

Lie graveless ; till the dies and gnats of Nile 
Have buried them for prey ! 

Ant. I am satisfied. 

Casar sits down in Alexandria ; where 
I will oppose his fate. Our force by land 
Hath nooly held : our sever'd navy too 
Have knit again, and fleet, b threat’ning most sealike. 
Where hast thou been, my heart t — Dost thou hear, 
lady ? 

If from the field I shall return once more 
To kiss these lips, I will appear in blood ; 

I and my sword will earn our chronicle ; 

There ’a nope in 't yet. 

Cleo. That 's my brave lord ! 

Ant. I will be treble-sinew'd, hearted, breath’d. 

And fight maliciously : for when mine hours 
Were nice and lucky, men did ransom lives 
Of me for jests : but now, I ’ll set my teeth, 

And send to darkness all that -stop me. — Come, 

Let 's have one other gaudy night call to me 
All my sad captains ; fill our bowls once more ; 

Let ’s mock the midnight bell. 

Cleo . It is my birthday : 

I had thoughtjto have held it .poor ; but, since my lord 
Is Antony again, I will be Cleopatra. 

Ant. We will yet do well. 

Cleo. Call all his noble captains to my lord. 

Ant. Do so, we 11 speak to them ; and to-night 1 11 
force 

The wine peep through their scan. — Come on, my 
queen; 

* Diaomderieg. To dis-w mdar is to dia^evmder, to soattar. 
b Fleet -* the old word tmJtom. 

• Oemdy nigto—a, night of rejoicing. 
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Tbm '$ lap in ’t ret The next time 1 do fight, 

1 11 make Death lore me; for I will coo toad 
Bren with bis pestilent scythe. 

[£jc*wtf Amt., Clbo., and Attendants. 

JEno. Now hell outstere the lightning. To be furious, 
Is to be frighted out of fear : end in that mood, 

The dare will peck the ertndge ; end l Arst 41 , 

A diminution in our captain ■ brain 

Restores his heart : When velour preys on reason, 

It eels the swatd it fights with. I will seek 

fipw way to leave him. [Exit, 


! 


h 
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ACT IV. 

SCENE I. — Cwsar's Camp at Alexandria. 

Enter Cjrsar, reading a letter ; Aoripp a, Mrcaenas, 
and others . 

Cces. He calls me boy ; and chides, as he had power 
To beat me out of Egypt : my messenger 
He hath whipp’d with rods ; dares me to personal 
combat, 

C«sar to Antony : Let the old ruffian know, 

I have many other wayB to die ; mean time, 

Laugh at his challenge. 

Mee . Caesar must think, 

When one so great begin* to rage, he a hunted 
Even to falling. Oive him no breath, but now 
Make boot of his distraction : Never anger 
Made good guard for itself. 

Cces. Let our best heads 

Know, that to-morrow the last of many battles 
We mean to fight : — Within our files there are 
Of those that serv'd Mark Antony but late, 

Enough to fetch him in. See it done ; 

And feast the army : we have store ro do 't, 

And they have earn'd the waste. Poor Antony ! 

[Exeunt. 

SCENE II .—Alexandria. A Room in the Palace. 

Enter Antony, Cleopatra, Enobarbus, Charmian, 
Iras, Albxas, and others. 

Ant , He will not fight with me, Domitiusf 
Eno. Nt, 

Ant. Why should he not 1 
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Brno. He thinks, being twenty timet of better fortune, 
He it twenty men to one. 

Ant. To-morrow, aoldier, 

By tea end land 1 11 fight : or 1 will live, 

Or bathe my dying honour in the blood 
Shall make it live again. Woo ’t tbou fight well ? 
Eno. I ’ll etrike ; and cry, “ Take al/P 
Ant. Well said ; come on. — 

Call forth my boutehold aervanti ; let 'a to-night 

Enter Servants. 

Be bounteous at our meal. — Give me thy liand, 

Tbou hast been rightly honest ; — so hast tbou ; — 

Thou, — and thou, — and thou: — you have serv’d me 
well. 

And kings liave been your fellows. 

Cleo. What means this? 

Eno. T is one of those odd tricks which sorrotf 
shoots [Aside* 

Out of the mind. 

Ant. And thou art honest too. 

1 wish I could be made so many men ; 

And all of you clapp’d up together in 
An Antony ; that I might do you service, 

So good as you have done. 

Serv. Hie gods forbid ! 

Ant. Well, my good fellows, wait on me to-night : 
Scant not my cups ; and make as much of me 
As when mine empire was your fellow too, 

And suffer’d my command. 

Cleo. What does he mean ? 

Eno. To make his followers weep. 

Ant. Tend me to-night | 

May be, it is the period of your duty : 

Haply, vou shall not see me more ; or 
A mangled shadow : perchance, to-morrow- 
You ’ll serve another master. I look on you 


r 
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As one that takes his leave. Mine honest friends, 

1 turn you not away ; but, like a master 
Married to your good service, stay till death : 

Tend me to-night two hours, I ask no more, 

And the gods yield you for ’t ! * 

Eno. What mean you, air, 

To give them this discomfort t Look, they weep ; 

And I, an ass, am onion-eyed ; for shame, 

Transform us not to women. 

Ant. Ho, ho, ho ! * 

Now the witch take me if 1 meant it thus ! 

Grace grow where those drops fall ! My hearty friends, 
You take me in too dolorous a sense, 

For 1 spake to you for your comfort : did desire you 
To bum this night with torches : Know, my hearts, 

I hope well of to-morrow ; and will lead you 
Where rather I *11 expect victorious life, 

Than death and honour. Let ’s to supper ; come, 

And drown consideration. [Exeunt. 

SCENE III. — The same. Before the Palace. 

Enter Two Soldiers, to their Guard. 

1 Sold. Brother, good night : to-morrow is the day. 

2 Sold. It will determine (me way : fare you well. 
Heard you of nothing strange about the streets t 

1 Sold. Nothing : What news f 

2 Sold. fttlike, ’t is but a rumour i 

Good night to you. 

1 Sold. * Well, sir, good night 

“Enter Two other Soldiers. 

2 Sold. Soldien, 

Have careful watch. 

* In * As You Like It' ws have the fkuniliar svprssriM 
" God ’ild you/' which Is equivalent to God yield yon, or God 
reward you. So In the passage before ns. 

L ‘ ‘ “letlonii have the a 


* These interject! 


a sense of stop. 




»• ANTONY AND OLSOPATAA. (An IV. 

3 Sold. And you i Good night, food night 

[The fret Uoq p face t h emt e he e at their potto. 

4 SoW. Hon wot [<A*y tahs <Anr joeCs.] and if to- 

morrow 

Our nary thrive, I have an aheolutr hope 
Our landmen will stand up. A 

3 Sold. T ia a bam Army, 

And full of purpose. [Music of hautbogt under the etoge. 

4 Sold. Peace, what coin f 

1 Sold. List, list! 

2 Sold. Hark! 

1 Sold. Music i’ the air. 

3 Sold. Under the earth. 

4 Sold. It signs well, 

Does ’t notf 

3 Sold. No. 

1 Sold. Peace, I say. Wliat should this meant 

2 Sold. T is the god Hercules, whom Antony lov'd, 
Now leaves him. 

1 Sold. Walk ; let ’s see if other watchmen 
Do hear what we do, [They advance to another poet. 

2 Sold. How now, masters f 

Sold. How now f 

How newt do yon hear this! [Several taeakin g together. 
1 Sold. Ay i Ie \ not strange f 

3 Sold. Do you hear, masters 4 do you hear f 

1 Sold. Follow the noise so far as we have quarter; 
Let 's see how 't will give off. 

Sold. [Several speaking.'] Content i T is strange. 

« [ Eesmt . 

SCENE IV.— The tame. A Boom in the Palace. 

Enter Antony and Clxopatra; Ckarkiak, and 
other*, attending. 

Ant fim ! mine armour, Erne ! 

Cieo. Sleep a little. 
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Ant. No, my chuck. — Eros, come; mine armour. 


Eras I 

Enter Eros, vnth armour . 

Come, good fellow, put thine iron on : — 

If fortune be not oun to-day, it is 
Because we brave her. — Come. 

Cleo. Nay, 1 'll help too. 

What s this forf 

Ant. Ah, let be, let be ! thou art 

The armourer of my heart ; — False, false ; this, this. 
Cleo. Sooth, la, I 'll help : Thug it must be. 

Ant. Well, well: 

We shall thrive now. — Seest thou, my good fellow f 
Go, put on thy defences. 

Eros. Briefly, sir. 

Cleo. Is not this buokled well t 

Ant. Rarely, rarely ; 

He that unbuckles this, till we do please 
To doff *t for our repose, shall hear a storm.— 

Thou fum blest, Eros ; and my queen ’s a squire 
More tight at this than thou : Despatch. — 0 lore, 

That thou couldst see my wan to-day, and knew’st 
The royal occupation 1 thou ghouldst see 

Enter an Officer, armed, 

A workman in ’t. — Good morrow to thee } welcome : 
Thou look’st like him that knows a warlike charge : 

To business that we love we rise bstime, 

And go to ’t with delight. 

1 Off. A thousand, sir, 

Early though ’t be, have cm their riveted trim, 

And at the port expect you. 

[Shout. Trumpet!. FlevrvJL 

Enter o&er Officers, and Soldiea. 

% Off. The nwm is fair.— Good morrow, general. 
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AIL Good morrow, general. 

Ant. *T i* well blown, lade. 

Thia morning, like tlie spirit of a youth 
That means to be of note, begins betimes. — 

So, so ; come, give me that : this way ; well said. 

Fare thee well, dame, whote'er becomes^f me. 

This is a soldier's kiss : rebukable, * [Kisses her . 
And worthy shameful check it were, to stand 
On more mechanic compliment *, 1 'll leave thee 
Now, like a roan of steel, — You that will fight 
Fallow me close ; I ’ll bring you to 't. — Adieu. 

[Exeunt Antony, Eros, Officers, and Soldiers 
Char. Please you, retire to your chamber 1 
Cleo. Lead me. 

He goes forth gallantly. That lie and Cesar might 
Determine this great war in single fight ! 

Then, Antony,— But now,— Well, on. [Exeunt. 

SCENE V.— Antony’s Camp near Alexandria. 

Trumpets sound. Enter Antony and Eros ; o 
8oiditr meeting them. 

Sold. The gods make this a happy day to Antony I 
Ant. ’Would thou, and those thy scan, had once 
prevail’d 

To make me fight at land ! 

Sold. Hadst thou done so, 

The kings that have revolted, and the soldier 
That has this morning left thee, would have still 
Follow’d thy heels. 

Ant. Who 's gone this morning f 

Sold . Who! 

One ever near thee : Call for Enobarbui, 

He shall not hoar thee ; or from Cesar's camp 
Say, “lam none of thine.' , 

Ant. What say’st thonf 
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ail 

Sold. Sir, 

He is with Cesar. 

Eros. Sir, his chests and treasure 

He lias nut with him. 

yin*. Is he gone 1 

Sold. Most certain. 

Ant. Go, Eros, send his treasure after ; do it ; 

Detain no jot, 1 charge thee : write to him 
(I will subscribe) gentle adieus, and greetings ; 

Say, that 1 wish he never find more cause 
To change a master. — O, my fortunes have 
Corrupted honest men -despatch : Enobarbus ! » 

[Exeunt 

SCENE VI. — Cfflsar’s Camp before Alexandria. 

Flourish. Enter Cj»ar, with Agrippa, Enobarbus, 
and others. 

Cars. Go forth, Agrippa, and begin the fight, 

Our will is Antony be took alive; 

Make it so known. 

Agr. Csesar, 1 shall. [Exit Aqrippa. 

Cats. The time of universal peace is near : 

Prove this a prosperous day, the three-nook’d world 
Shall bear the olive freely. 

Enter a Messenger. 

Mess. Antony 

Is come into the field. 

Cats. Go, charge Agrippa : 

Plant those that have revolted in the van, 

That Antony may seem to spend his fury 

(Jpon himself. [. Exeunt Caiar and hit Tram. 

“■ We follow the words of the original, bat not the pnnotae 
ation. That reading is " despatch Enobarbus.” It may possibly 
mean despatch tiie business of Enobarbos ; but it to move pro- 
I table that Antony, addremtag Eros, says dematch and 
theu thinking of his revolted mend, pronounces lus name. 
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Ena. Alena did remit ; and vent to Jewry, 

On affairs of Antony ; there did persuade 
Great Herod to incline himself to Cvaar, 

And leave his master Antony : for this pains, 

C— r hath hang'd him. Canidins, ana the feet 
That fell away, ham entertainment, but* . 

No honourable trust. I have done ill : 

Of which I do accuse myself so sorely, 

That 1 will joy no more. 

Enter a Soldier of Cesar's. 

8ohL Enobarbus, Antony 

Hath affer tliee sent all thy treasure, with 
His bounty overplus : The messenger 
Came on my guard ; and at thy tent is now 
Unloading of his mules. 

Eno. 1 give it you. 

Sold. Mock not, Enobarbus. 

I tell you true: Best you saf *d" the bringer 
Out of the host ; I must attend mine office, 

Or would have done *t myself. Your emperor 
Continues still a Jova. [Exit Soldier. 

Eno. 1 am alone foe villain of the earth, 

And feel I am so most. O Antony, 

Thou mine of bounty, how wouldst thou have paid 
My better service, when my turpitude 
Tliou dost so crown with gold! This blows * my 
heart : 

If swift thought break it not, a swifter mean 
Shall outstrike thought : but thought will do’t, I fed. 

I fight against thee I--No t I will go seek 
Some ditch wherein to die; fos fouTst best fits 
My Utter part of life. [Exit. 

• Bafi-m ade safe. Bl tm sw ell i 
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SCENE yjl — Fisld of battle between the Camps , 

Alarum . Drum* and trumpets. Enter Aor ippa, 
•«d other 9. 

Agr. Retire, wt have engag'd ourselves too lea : 
Caesar himself haa work, and our oppression 
Exceeds what we expected. [Exemt. 

Alarum. Enter Antony and Scarub, wounded. 
Scar. O my brave emperor, this is fought indeed ! 
Had we done so at first, we had driven them home 
With clouts about their heads. 

Ant. Thou bleed’st apace. 

Scar. I had a wound here that was like a T, 

But now ’t is made an H. 

Ant. They do retire. 

Scar. We ’ll beat ’em into bench-holes ; I have yet 
Room for six scotches more. 

Enter Eros. 

Eros. They ore beaten, sir ; and our advantage serves 
For a fair victory. 

Scar. Let us score their backs, 

And snatch ’em up, as we take hares, behind ; 

*T is sport to mam a runner. 

Ant. I will reward thee 

Once for thy spritely comfort, and ten-fold 
For thy good valour. Comer thee on. 

Scar. I ’ll halt after. [Exeunt. 

SCENE VIIL— Under the Walls 0/ Alexandria. 
Alarum. Enter Antony, marching ; Scarub, and 
Faroes. 

Ant. We have beat him to his camp : Run one before, 
And let the queen know of our guests.~-T&*moiTOW, 
Before the sun shall see us, we’ll spill the blood 
That haa fc*day escap'd. I thank you all j 
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For doughty -handed are you ; and have fought 
Not as you serv'd the cause, but as ’t had been 
Bach man's like mine j you have shown all Hectors. 
Enter the city, clip your wives, your friends, 

Tell them your feats; whilst they with joyUpl tears 
Wash the congealment from your wouhfra, and kiss 
The honour'd gashes whole.— -Give me thy land ; 

[To So AHDS> 

Enter Clsopatma, attended. 

To this great fairy 1 11 commend thy acts,' 

Make Iter thanks bless thee. — O tlrau day o' the world, 
Chain mine arm'd neck ; leap thou, attire and all. 
Through proof of harness to ray heart, and there 
Ride on the pants triumphing. 

Cleo. Lord of lords! 

O, infinite virtue ! com'st thou smiling from 
The world’s great snare uncaught f 

AnL My nightingale, 

We have beat them to their beds. What, girl t though 

m . 

Do something mingle with our younger brown ; 

Yet ha’ we a brain that nourishes our nerves. 

And can get goal for goal of youth. Behold this man ; 
Commend unto his lips thy favouring hand ; — 

Kiss it, my warrior : — He hath fought to-day, 

As if a god, in hate of mankind, had 
Destroy'd in such a shape. 

Cleo. 1 11 give thee, friend. 

An armour all of gold ; it was a lung’s. 

Ant. He has deserv'd it, were it carbuncled 
Like holy Phoebus’ car.— Give me thy hand ; 

Through Alexandria make a jolly inarch ; 

Bear our hack’d targets like the man that owe them : 
Had our great palace the capacity 
To camp this host, we all would sup together, 

And drmk carouses to the next day a 
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Which promises royal peril, — Trumpeter*, 

With brazen din blast you the city's ear ; 

Make mingle with our rattling tabourinei ; 

That heaven and earth may strike their sounds together. 
Applauding our approach. 

(SCENE IX.— Cffisar 1 * Camp. 

Sentinels on their pott. Enter Enobabbui. 

1 Sold. If we be not reliev’d within this hour, 

We must return ta the court of guard : The night 
Is shiny ; and, they say, we shall embattle 

By the second hour i’ the mom. 

2 Sold. This last day was a shrewd one to us. 

Eno. O, bear me witness, night, — 

3 Sold. What man is this? 

2 Sold. Stand dose, and list him. 

Eno. Be witness to me, 0 thou blessed moon, 

When men revolted shall upon record 
Bear hateful memory, poor Enobarbus did 
Before thy face repent ! — 

1 Sold. * Enobarbus! 

3 Sold. Peace j 

Hark further. 

Eno.. O sovereign mistress of true 
Thepo 




May hang no longer on me : Throw my heart 
Against the flint and hardness of my fault; 
Which, being dried with grief, will break to J 
And finish all foul thoughts. 0 Antony, 
Nobler than my revolt is infamous, 

Forgive me in thine own particular ; 

But let die world rank me in register 
A master-leaver, and a fugitive : 

0 Antony ! 0 Antony ! 

2 -Sold. Let ’• speak to him. 

VOL. X. T 
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1 Sold, iM ’• hnr him, for the things he speaks me y 


< con c ern caw. 

! 9 Sold. Lot *• do so. But he deeps. 

1 Mi Ssroons rather ; for so bad a prayer as his 
| was never yet for sleep, 
j 9 Sold. Go we to him. ^ 

i 3 Sold. Awake, sir, awake \ spear tana. 

' 3 Sold. Hear you, sir? 

! 1 Sold. The hand of death hath raught him. Hark, 

the drums [Drums afar off. 

t Demurely wake the sleepers. Let us bear him 
' To the court of guard ; .be is of note : our hour 
I Is fully out 

3 Sold. Come on then ; 

He may recover yet [Exeunt with the body. 


SCENE L — Between the two Campe. 

Enter Autont and Scant; a, with Force* marching. 
Ant. Their preparation is to-day by sea ; 

We please them not by land. 

Scar. For both, my lord. 

Ant. 1 would they ’d fight i’ the fire, or in the air; 
We 'd fight there too. But this it is : Our foot, 

Upon the hills adjoining to the city, 

Shall stay with us : — order for sea is given ; 

They have put forth the haven :» — 

Where their appointment we may best discover, 

And look on their endeavour. [Exeunt. 

Enter Causa, and hit Forces marching. 

Cete. But being charg'd, we will be still by land, 


“ Order for sea is given ; 

They have put forth the haven **— 
jo parenthetical. Omit it, and Antony taya, that the foot soWUers 
•hall stay with him, upon ths hills afoouttof to the ally, 

“ Where their appointment wo may best Aieoovet.** 
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I Which, as I take ’t, we shall ; for his best force 
Is forth to man his galleys. To the vales, 

And hold our best advantage. \ Exeunt. 

Re-enter Antony and Soarub. 

1 Ant. Yet they are not join'd : Where yond pine does 
stand, 

I shall discover all ; I ’ll bring thee word 
Straight, bow ’t is like to go. [ Exit 

Scar. Swallows have built 

| In Cleopatra’s Bails their nests : the augurers 
* Say, they know not, — they cannot tell; — look griml), 

1 And dare not speak their knowledge. Antony 
Is valiant and dejected ; and, by starts, 

, His fretted fortunes give him hope, and fear, 

Of what he has, and has not 

Alarum afar off \ as at a tea-fight. 

Re-enter Antony. 

Ant. All is lost ; 

This foul Egyptian hath betrayed me i 
My fleet hath yielded to the foe ; and yonder 
They cast their caps up, and carouse together 
Like friends long lost. — Triple- turn’d whore! ’t Is 
thou 

Hast Bold me to this novice ; and my heart 
Makes only wars on thee. — Hid them all fly ; 

For when I am reveng’d upon my charm, 

I have done all : — Bid them all fly, be gone. 

[Exit Sc ARtJB. 

O sun, thy uprise shall I see no more : 

Fortune and Antony part here ; even here 

hand!.— All Cflfte to this? — The hearts 
*®nrt spunhrt'd nnr&t heels, to whom 1 gave 
Their wishes, do disoandy, melt their sweets 
On blossoming Cwsar ; and this pine is bark’d, 

That overtopp’d them all. Betray’d I am : 
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O this false soul of Egypt ! this grave charm, 

Whose eye beck'd forth ray wan, and call'd them 
home; 

Whose bosom was my erownet, my chief end, 

Like a right gipsy, hath, at fast and loose, 

Beguil'd me to the very heart of loss.— 

What, Bros, Eros ! 

Enter Cleopatra. 

All, thou spell ! Avaunt 
Cleo. Why is my lord enrag’d against his lovet 
Ant. Vanish ; or I shall give thee thy deserving, 
And blemish Cmsar's triumph. Let him take thee, 
And hoist thee up to the shouting plebeians : 

Follow his chariot, like the greatest spot 
Of all thy sex : most monster- like, be shown 
For poor’st diminutives, for dolts ;* and let 
Patient O eta via plough thy visage up 
With her prepared nails. [Exit Cleo.] 'T is well 
thou to gooa, 

If it be well to live i But better H were 


Thou fell st iota my fbry, for one death 
Might have upsvenmd many.— Eros, hoa ! 

The shirt of NaflRts is upon me : Teach me, 

Alcides, thou mine ancestor, thy rage : 

Let me lodge Lichas on the horns o' the moon ; 

Aud with those hands, that grasp'd the heaviest club, 
Subdue my worthiest self. The witch shall die; 

To the young Roman boy she hath sold me, and I 

Under tld| flot : she dies for *t. — Eros, hoa ! [Exit 

" We tOme the original. We believe that the " poor’st 
dimlnutivsi^Ml the lowest of the populace, as the •* dolts " are 
the muet sfcawni. We most therefore understand for to mean for 
thagistiftmSKsf. 
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SCENE XI. — Alexandria. A Boom in the Palace. 
Enter Cleopatra, Charxiak, Iras, and Mardiah. 

Cleo. Help me, my women ! O, he is more mad 
Than Telamon for his shield ; the boar of Thessaly 
Was never so emboss'd. 

Char. To the monument ; 

There lock yourself, and send him word you are dead. 
The soul and body rive not more in parting, 

Thau greatness going off. 

Cleo. To the monument : — 

Mardian, go tell him I have slain myself; 

Say that the last I spoke was, Antony, 

And word it, prithee, piteously : Hence, Mardian, 

And bring me how he takes my death. — 

To the monument [Exeunt. 

SCENE XII. — The same. Another Boom. 
Enter Antony and Eros. 

Ant. Eros, thou yet behold'st mef 

Eroe. Ay, noble lord. 

Ant. Sometime we see a cloud that ’b dragonish ; 

A vapour, sometime, like a bear, or lion, 

A tower'd citadel, a pendant rock, 

A forked mountain, or blue promontory 
With trees upon % that nod unto the world, 

And mock our eyes with air: thou hast seen these 
signs; 

They are black vesper's pageants. 

Eroe. Ay, my lord. 

Ant. That which is now a horse, even with a thought 
The raok dislimbs ; and makes it indistinct^ 

As water is in water. 

Eroe. It does, my lord. 

Ant. My good knave, Eros, now thy captain m 
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Evan such a body j here 1 un Antony ; 

Yet cannot hold this visible shajie, my knave. 

I made them wan for Egypt ; and the queen, — 

Whoee heart 1 thought 1 had, for she had mine ; 
Which, whilst it waa mine, bad annex'd unto ’t 
I A million more, now lost, — she, Etui, lias 
I Pack'd cards with Cesar, and false-pla/U my glory 
Unto an enemy's triumph. — 

Kay, weep not, gentle Eros ; there is left us 
Ourselves to end ourselves. — O, thy vile lady ! 

Enter Mahdian. 

She has robb'd me of my sword. 

i far. No, Antony ; 

My mistress lov'd thee, and her fortunes mingled 
With thine entirely. 

Ant. Hence, saucy eunuch ; peace ; 

She hath betray'd me, and shall die the death. 

Mar. Death of one penon can be paid but once : 
And that she has discharg'd : What thou wouldst do 
Is done unto thy hand ; the last she spake 
Was, Antony ! most noble Antony 1 
Then in the midst a tearing groan did break 
The name of Antony ; it was divided 
Between ber beast and lips ; she render’d life, 

Thy name so buried in her. 

Ant. Dead then f 

Mar. Dead. 

Ant. Unarm, Eros ; the long day's task is done, 
And we must sleep : — That thou depart'st hence safe, 
Doee pay tby labour richly j Go.— Off, pluck off 

y [Exit Ma&mah. 

The s un s fo ld shield of Ajax cannot keep 
The battery from my heart. O, cleave, my sides 1 
Heart, once be stronger than thy continent ; * 

Crack thy frail case 1— Apace, Bros, apace. — 

No mess a soldier : — Bruised pieces, go j 
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You have been nobly borne — Prom me a while.— 

[Exit Ebos. 

I will overtake thee, Cleopatra, and 

Wen) for my pardon. So it must be, for now 

All length is torture : — Since the torch is out, 

Lie down and stray no farther : Now all labour 
Mara what it does ; yea, very foroe entangles 
Itself with strength : Seal then, and all is done.*— 
Eros 1 — I come, my queen : — Eros ! — Stay for me : 
Where souls do couch on flowers, we ’ll hand in hand, 
And with our sprightly port make the ghosts gaze : 

{ Dido and her jEneas shall want troop, 
t And all the haunt be ours. — Come, Eros, Eros! 

Re-enter Eros. 

Eros. What would my lord ? 

Ant. Since Cleopatra died, 

I have liv'd in such dishonour, that the goos 
Detest my baseness. I, that with my sword 
Quarter'd the world, and o'er green Neptune's back 
With ships made cities, condemn myself, to lack 
The courage of a woman ; less noble mind 
Than she, which, by her death, our Caesar tells, 

** I am conqueror of myself." Thou art swam, Eros, 
That, when the exigent should come, (which now 
Is come, indeed,) when 1 should see behind me 
Th 1 inevitable prosecution of disgrace 
And horror, that, on my command, thou then 
Wouldst kill me : do ’t ; die time is come : 

Thou strik’st not me, 't is Caesar thou defeat'st 
Put colour in thy cheek. 

Eros. Hie gods withhold me ! 

Shall I do that which all the Parthian darts, 

* The passage may be ilhutrated by a corresponding Hgw 
In * King Henry V. : — 

** And ao espous’d to death, with blood he smT d 
A testament of npttenadlag love." 
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Though mmay t loot aim, and could not! 

AnL Eros, 

Wouldft thou be window’d in great Rome, and see 
master thus with pleach'd* arms, bending down 
His corrigible neck, his face subdued 
To penetrative shame ; whilst the wheel’d amt 
Of fortunate Cmar, drawn before him, fcanded 
His baseness that ensued f 

Erot. I would not see ’t 

Ant Come then ; for with a wound I must be cur’d. 
Draw that thy honest sword, which thou hast worn 
Most useful for thy country. 

Erot. O, sir, pardon me. 

Ant. When 1 did make thee free, swor'st thou not 
then 

To do this when I bade thee f Do it at once ; 

Or thy precedent services are all 

But accidents unpurpos'd. Draw, and come. 

Erot. Turn from me then that noble countenance, 
Wherein the worship of the whole world lies. 

Ant. Lo thee. [ Turning from him. 

Eros. My sword is drawn. 

Ant. Then let it do at once 

The thing why thou hast drawn it 
Erot . My dear master, 

My captain and my emperor ; let me say, 

Before 1 strike this bloody stroke, farewell. 

Ant. T is said, man and farewell. 

Erot. Farewell, great chief. Shall I strike nowf 
Ant Now Eros. 

Erot. Why, there then : — [Fails on hit sword.] Thus 
I do escape the sorrow 

Of Antony's death. [Dies. 

Ant Thrice nobler than myself! 

Thou teachest me, O valiant Eros, what 
I should, and thou couldst not My queen and Eras 
* PkocA'rf-foIded. 
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Have, by their brave instruction, got upon me 
A nobleness in record : But I will be 
A bridegroom in my death, and run into ’t 
As to a lover’s bed. Come then; and, Eros, 

Thy master dies thy scholar ; to do thus 

[Falling on hi* si oord. 

I leam’d of thee. How J not dead 1 not dead t — 

The guard — how t — 0, despatch me. 

Enter Dercetas and Guard. 

1 Guard. What ’s the noise 1 

Ant. 1 have done my work ill, friends : O, make an 

end 

Of what I have begun. 

2 Guard. The star is fallen. 

1 Guard. And time is at his period. 

All. Alas, and woe ! 

Ant. Let him that loves me strike me dead. 

1 Guard. Not I. 

2 Guard. Nor I. 

3 Guard. Nor any one. [ Exeunt Guard. 

Der. Thy death and fortunes bid thy followers fly. 

This sword but shown to Caesar, with this tidings, 

Shall enter me with him. 

Enter DroMEnss. 

Dio. Where '■ Antony ? 

Der. There, Diomed, there. 

Dio, Lives he f 

Wilt thou not answer, man f [Exit Der. 

Ant. Ait thou there, Diomed t Draw thy sword, and 
give me 

Sufficing strokes for death. 

Dio. Most absolute lord. 

My mistress Cleopatra sent me to thee. 

Ant. When did she send thee f 

Dio. Now, my lord. 
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AnL Wkmiidiit 

Dio. Lock'd in her monument. Km had a prophe* 

eyiactar 

Of what hath woe to peas i hr when ahe aaw 
(Which neve shall be found,) you did suspect 
She had dispos’d with* Caesar, and that your rage 
Would not be purg'd, she sent you wor P she was dead ; 
But, fearing since now it might work, hath sent 
Me to proclaim the truth ; and 1 am come, 

I dread, too late. 

AnL Too late, good Diotned Call my guard, 1 
prithee. 

Dio. What, ho ! the emperor's guard ! The guard, 
what, ho! 

Come, your lord calls. 

Enter some of the Guard. 

AnL Bear me, good friends, where Cleopatra bides ; 
T is the last service that I shall command you. 

1 Guard. Woe, woe are we, sir, you may not live to 

wear 

All your true followers out 
AU. Most heavy day! 

Ant Nay, good my fellows, do not please sharp (ate 
To grace it with your sorrows : bid that welcome 
Which comes to punish us, and we punish it 
Seeming to bear it lightly. Take me up : 

I have led you oft } carry me now, good friends, 

And have my thanks for all. [ Exeunt, bearing Avr 

8G£N£ Xffl . — The tame. A Monument. 
Enter above, Clbofstoa. Osabmiam, tm4 I»Ae. 
Cleo. O Charm ian, I will never go from hence. 
Char . Be comforted, dear madam. 

* Depart! I with — mads terms with. 
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Cleo. No, I will not 

All stran^ and terrible events are welcome, 

But comforts we despise ; our sise of sorrow, 
Proportion'd to our cause, most be as great 

Enter Diohbdks. 

As that whinh makes it — How uowt is he dead! 

Dio. His death ’s upon him, but not dead. 

Look out o’ the other Bide your monument, 

His guard have brought him thither. 

Enter Antony, borne by the Guard. 

Cleo. O sun, 

Bum the great sphere thou mov’st in!— darkling 
stand 

The varying shore o’ the world ! — O Antony ! 

Antony, Antony ! — Help, Charm ian ; help* Iras, help; 
Help, friends below ; let ’s draw him hither. 

Ant. P«ce s 

Not Cesar's valour bath o'erthrown Antony, 

But Antony's hath triumph'd on itself. 

— CSoTBok shoiild be, that none but Antony 
Should conquer Antony ; but woe 't is so ! 

Ant. I am dying, Egypt, dying ; only 
I here importune death a while, until 
Of many thousand kisses the .poor last 
I lay upon thy lips. — 

Cleo . I dare not, dear/ 

(Dear my lord, pardon,) I dare not, 

Lest I be taken : not the imperious show 
Of the fhll-fortun’d C«sar ever shall 
Be broooh'd* with me 5 if knife, drags, serpents, hgpe 
Edge, sting, or operation, I an) safe ; 

• Cleopatra dare* sot coins down out of the mosamsnt, to 
bestow the poor last ktp. 
b Bnoek'i— adorned, as with a brooch. 
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' Your wife Octavia, with her modest eyes 1 

| And still conclusion, shall acquire no honour 
i Demuring upon me. — But come, come, Antony, — 

( Help me, my women, — we must draw thee up ; — 

Assist, good friends. 

Ant O, quick, or I am gone. 

Cleo. Here *s sport, indeed! — How LeWfty weighs my 
lonl ! 

Our strength is all gone into heaviness ; 

• That makes the weight : Had I great Juno's power, 

The strong-wing'd Mercury should fetch thee up, 

| And set thee by Jove’s side. Yet come a little, — 

Wishers were ever fools ; — 0, come, come, come ; 

[They draw Ant. up. 

• And welcome, welcome ! die where thou hast liv'd : 
Quicken with kissing; had my lips that power, 

I Thus would I wear them out 
I All. A heary sight ! 

Ant. I am dying, Egypt, dying : 

• Give me some wine, and let me speak a little. 

1 Cleo. No, let me speak ; and let me rail so high, 

I That the false housewife Fortune break her wheel, 

I Provok’d by my offence. 

I Ant. One word, sweet queen : 

Of CsBsar seek your honour, with your safety. — 0 ! 

Cleo. They do not go together. 

Ant. Gentle, hear me ; 

None about Cssar trust, but Proculeius. 

Cleo. My resolution, and my hands, I ’ll trust; 

None about Caesar. — " 

Ant The miserable change now at my end. 

Lament nor sorrow at : but please your thoughts, 

In feeding them with those my former fortunes 
Wherein I liv’d, the greatest prince o’ the world, 

The noblest : and (jfl jpw not base ly die, 

Nor cowardly put^iffnjy belmgT to 
My countryman, — a Roman, by a Roman 






MO AIVTOffT AND CLBOFATRA. [Act IT. 

Our Imp is spent, it 'a out : — Good tin, taka heart : — 
[Toths Guard below. 
We *11 bury him ; and then, what 'a brave, what 'a 

noble, i 

Let a do it after the high Roman fashion, 

And make Death proud to take ui. Come* away : 

This case of that huge spirit now ia coR. 

I Ah, women, women! come; we have no friend 
But reeoiutkKi, and the briefest end. 

[Exeunt; those above bearing off Axtoxt'i body. 
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ACT V. 

SCENE I. — Caesar's Camp before Alexandria. 

Enter Casar, Agrippa, Dolabblla, If scan as, 
Gallus, PRocttLiioi, and others. 

Cos. Go to him, Dolabella, bid hitn yield ; 

Being *o frustrate, tell him, he modes [us by“] 

The pauses that he makes. 

Dol. Caesar, 1 shall. [Exit Doi.abxu.a. 

Enter Dbrobtas, with the sword of Antony. 
Cees. Wherefore is that? and what art thou that 
dar'st 

Appear thus to us f 

Der. I am call’d Dercetas ; 

Mark Antony I serv’d, who best was worthy 
Best to be serv’d : whilst he stood up, and spoke, 

He was my master ; and 1 wore my life 
To spend upon his haters : If thou please 
To take me to thee, as I was to him 
I ’ll be to Cesar ; if thou pleasest not, 

I yield thee up my life. 

Cees. What is ’t thou say ’it t 
Der. I say. 0 Cnsar, Antopy is dead. 

Cees. The (making of so great a thing should make 
A greater crack c The round world 
Should hava shook lions into civil streets, 

And citizens to their dens : b — The death of Antony 
■ The words In bricketl are not In the original. Maloae 

a great difficulty with thla pas- 
sage ; bat aunly nothing ean more forcibly express tlw Idea of 
a general convulsion than that the «rtld beasts ef the Attest 
should have been hurled into the streets where men abide, add 
the Inhabitants of oUksea feasibly thrown into the lions’ dens. 
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Ib not a single doom ; in the name lay 
A moiety of the world. 

Dor. He u dead, Cntar ; 

Not hy a public minister of justice, 

Nor by a aired knife ; but mat self hand, 

Which writ his honour in the acts it did, 1 
Hath, with the courage which the headhiid lend it, 

< Splitted the heart — -This is his sword ; 

' I robb'd his wound of it ; behold it stain'd 
With his most noble blood. 

Cars. Look you sad, friends f 

Hie gods rebuke me, but it is tidings 
To wash the eyes of kings. 

Agr. And strange it is 

That nature must compel us to lament 
Our most persisted deeds. 

Mec. His taints and honours 

Wag'd equal with him. 

Agr. A rarer spirit never 

Did steer humanity : b ut you, godsj. wi^l give ua 
S ome faults to make uiam. Ufetar is touch J. 

— UA\”TVMGb such a spacious mirror ’s set before him, 
He needs must see himself. 

Co*. 0 Antony 2 

1 have follow’d thee to this :* — But we do lance 
Diseases in our bodies : I must perforce 
Have shown to thee such a declining day, 

Or look on thine ; we could not stall together 
* In the whole world : but yet let me lament, 

With tears as sovereign as the blood of hearts, 

That thou, my brother, my competitor 
In top of all design, my mate in empire, 

Friend and companion in the front of war, 

The arm of mine own body, and the heart 
Where mine bis thoughts did kindle, — that our stars, 
Uhreconcilable, should divide 

* Follow'd Urn td this — driven the* to this. 
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Our equalness to this. — Hear me, good friends,— 

But I will tell you at some meeter seaaon ; 

Enter a Messenger. 

The buainesa of this man looks out of him, 

We ’ll hear him what he says. — Whence are you t 
Meat. A poor Egyptian yet The queen my mistren, 
Confin’d in all she has, her monument, 

Of thy intents desires instruction ; 

That she preparedly may frame herself 
To the way she 's forced to. 

Cees. Bid her have good heart ; 

She soon shall know of us, by some of ours, 

How honourable and how kindly we 
Determine for her : for Caesar cannot live 
To be ungentle. 

Mesa. So the gods preserve thee ! [Exit. 

Cm. Come hither, Proculeius : Go, and say 
We purpose her no shame : give her what comforts 
The quality of her passion shall require ; 

Lest, in her greatness, by some mortal stroke 
She do defeat us : for her life in Rome 
Would be eternal in our triumph : Go, 

And, with your speediest, bring us what she says, 

And how you find of her. 

Pro. Cffisar, I slia.ll. [ Exit PuocuLaiua. 

Cm. G-allus, go you along.— Where ’s Dolabella, 

To second Proculeius f [Exit Callus. 

Agr, Mec. Dolabella! 

Cm. Let him alone, for I remember now 
How he ’s employed ; he shall in time be ready. 

Go with me to my tent : where you shall see 
How hardly I was drawn into this war ; 

How calm and gentle I proceeded still 
In all my writings ; Go with me, and see 
i What I can show in this. 


tol. x. 


s 


[B an m t 


ANTONT AND OLfiOPATAA. 


[AorV. 


SCENE IL — Alexandria. A Room in the Monu- 


Enter Cuonnu, CiaiuN, and Iras. 

Cbo. ^ 

— Rry to be . 
lot being rortuns, he ’• but Fortune's knave, 

A minister of her will : A nd it is j 
To do that tiling that endrtll ’fflSr flats ; 
Which shackles accidents, and bolts up change ; 
Which sleeps, and never palates more the dung, 
The beggar s nurse and Cesar's.* 


Enter , to the gate* of the Monument, Proculxius, 
Gallus, and Soldiers. 

Pro. Caesar sends greeting to the queen of Egypt ; 
And bids thee study on what fair demands 
Thou mean'st to have him grant thee. 

Cleo. [Within.] What 's thy namef 

Pro. My name is Proculeius. 

Cleo. [Within.] Antony 

Did tell me of you, bade me trust you ; but 
I do not greatly care to he deceiv’d, 

That have no use for trusting. If ytmr master 
Would have a queen his beggar, you must tell him 
That majesty, to keep decorum, must 
No leas beg than a kingdom : if he please 
To give me conquer’d Egypt for my son, 

He gives me so much of mine own, as I 
Will kneel to him with thanks. 

Pro. Be of good cheer ; 

You are fallen into a princely hand j fear nothing : 
Make your toll reference freely to my lord, 

a The beggar't mm* and Conor 1 1 is unquestionably Mft; 
nAi is lObnson explains it, the grow sabsfeaaee which equally 
nourishes the beggar and Cwssr. 
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Who is so full of grace that it flows oyer 
On all that need : Let me report to him 
Your sweet dependency : and you shall find 
A conqueror that will pray in aid for kindness, 

Where he for grace is kneel'd to. 

Cleo. [Within.'] Pray you, tell him 

1 am his fortune's yassal, and I send him 
The greatness tie has got. 1 hourly learn 
A doctrine of obedience ; and would gladly 
Look him i’ the face. 

Pro. This I ’ll report, dear lady. 

Have comfort ; for I know your plight is pitied 
Of him that caus'd it. 

Gal. You see how easily she may be surpris’d j 
[Here Phogulsiub and two of the Guard ascend 
the Monument by a ladder placed against a 
window, and , having descended, come behind 
Cleopatra. Some of the Guard unbar and 
open the gates. 

Guard her till Caesar come. 

[ 7b Pro. and the Guard. Exit Gallvs. 

Iras. Royal queen! 

Char. O Cleopatra! thou art taken, queen ! — 

Cleo. Quick, quick, good hands. 

[Drawing a dagger? 

Pro. Hold, worthy lady, hold : 

rSswes and disarms her. 
Do not yourself such wrong, who are in this 
Reliev’d, but not betray'd. 

Cleo. What, of death too 

That rids our dogs of languish f 

Pro. Cleopatra, 

Do not abuse my master's bounty by 
The undoing of yourself : let the world see 
His nobleness well acted, which your death 
Will never let come forto. 

Cleo. Where art thou, Death f 

a 2 
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Come hi liter, come! come, come, and take a queen 
I Worth many babes and bcggan ! 

Pro. O, tern iterance, lady 1 

('loo. Sir, I will eat no meal, I 'll not dnnk, sir ; 

If idle talk will once be necessary, 

1 'll nut bleep neither This mortal bouse I ’ll ruin, 

Do CsBaar what be can. Know, sir, tliSt' 1 
Will not wait pinion'd at your roaster's court; 

Nor once be chastis'd with the sober eye 
Of dull Octavio. Shall they hoist me up, 

And show me to tlie shouting varletry 
Of censuring Home ? Rather a ditch in Egypt 
Be gentle grove unto me ' rather on Nilus' mud 
Lay me stark naked, and let the water-flies 
Blow me into abhorring ! rather make 
My country’s high pyramides* my gibbet, 
i And hang me up in chains ! 

Pro. You do extend 

These thoughts of horror further tliau you shall 
Find cause in Cesar. 

| Enter Dolabella. 

| DoL Proculeius, 

, What thou hast done thy master Cwsar knows, 

And be hath sent for thee : for the queen, 

! I 'll take her to my guard. 

| Pro. So, Dolabella, 

| It shall content me best : be gentle to her. — 
i To Cesar I will speak what you shall please, 

I [To Cleopatra. 

I If you 'll employ me to him. 

Cleo. Say, I would die. 

[Exeunt Proculeius and Soldiers. 

* Johnson explains this, we tlunk correctly, “ I will not ext, 
and, if it will be neeesbxry now for onoe to waste a moment in 
Idle talk of my purpose, I will not sleep neither." 
i b Pyromide * — the Latin plural of pyramid . used as a qua* 

drisy liable. 
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Dol. Most noble empress, you have heard of me! 

Cleo. I cannot tell. 

Do/. Assuredly, you know me. 

Cleo. No matter, sir, what I have heard or known. 
You laugh, when boys or women tell their dreams ; 

Is ’t not your trick f 

Dol I understand not, madam. 

Cleo. I dreamt there was an emperor Antony j — 

O, such another sleep, that I might see 
But such another man ! 

Dol If it might please you, — 

Cleo. His face was as the heavens ; and therein stuck 
A sun and moon, which kept their course, and lighted 
The little O, the earth. 

Dol Most sovereign creature, — 

Cleo. His legs bestrid the ocean : his rear'd arm 
Crested the world : his voice was propertied 
As all the tuned spheres, and that to friends ; 

But when he meant to quail and shake the orb, 

He was as rattling thunder. For his bounty, 

There was no winter in ’t ; an autumn ’t was, 

That grew the more by reaping : His delights 
Were dolphin-like ; they show’d his back above 
The element they liv’d in : In his livery 
Walk’d crowns and crownets; r ealms and islands 
jvere " 

As plates^ d ropp'd from h is pocke t 
Sol* r Cleopatra, — 

Cleo. Think you there was, or might he, such a tnan 
As this I dreamt of! 

Dol Gentle madam, no. 

Cleo • You lie, up to the hearing of the gods. 

But, if there be, or ever were, one such, 

It ’s past the size of dreaming : Nature wants stuff 
To vie strange forms with fancy ; yet, to imagine 

■ Plate*. Pieces ef silver money were called pfates. 
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I An Aufony, were nature's piece 'gainst fancy, 
Condemning shadows quite. 

Dot. Hear me, good madam : I 

Tour loss is as yourself, great ; and you bear it 
As answering to the weight : 'Would I might never | 
O'ertake pursued success, but I do feeL 
By the rebound of yours, a grief that shoots ( 

My very heart at root. 

Cleo. I thank you, air. i 

Know you what Cwsar means to do with me 9 i 

DoL 1 am loth to tell you what 1 would you knew. 
Cleo. Nay, pray you, sir,— 

Dot. Though he be honourable, — 

i Cleo. He'll lead me then in triumph f 

Dot. Madam, he will ; 

I know it 

Within. Make way there. — Caesar ! 

Enter Gaiu, G alius, Proculeius, Mkcanas, 
SsLXOODa, and Attendants. 

Ctca. Which is the queen of Egypt 9 

Dot. "T is the emperor, madam. [Clbopatba kneel i. 

Cm. Arise, you shall not kneel : — 

I pray you, rise ; rise, Egypt. 

Cleo. Sir, the gods 

Will have it thus ; my master and my lord 
I must obey. 

Cat. Take to you no liard thoughts : 

The record of what injuries you did us, 

Though written in our flesh, we shall rememlier 
As things but done by chance. 

Cleo. Sole sir o’ the world* 

I cannot project mine own cause so well 
To make it clear: hut do confess, I have 
Been laden with like frailties, which before 
Have often sham’d our sex. 
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Cm. Cleopatra, know, 

We will extenuate rather than enforce : 

If you ajiply younelf to our intents, 

(Which towards you are most gentle,) you shall find 
A benefit in this change ; but if you seek 
To lay on me a cruelty, by taking 
Antony’s course, you shall bereave yourself 
Of my good purposes, and put your children 
To that destruction which I ’ll guard them from, 

If thereon you rely. I ’ll take my leave. 

Cleo. And may, through all the world : ’t is yours ; 
and we 

Your scutcheons, and your signs of conquest, shall 
Hung in what place you please. Here, my good lord. 
Ci vs. You shall advise me in all for Cleopatra. 

Cleo. This is the brief of money, plate, and jewels, 

I am possess'd of : ’t is exactly valued ; 

Not petty things admitted. — Where ’s Seleucus! 

Sel. Here, madam. 

Cleo. This is my treasurer ; let him speak, my lord, 
Upon his peril, that I have reserv’d 
To myself nothing. Speak the truth, Seleucus. 

Sel. Madam, 

I had rathor seal my lips, than, to my }>eril,' 

Speak that which is not. 

Cleo. What have I kept back f 

Sel. Enough to purchase what you have made known. 
Can. Nay, blush not, Cleopatra; I approve 
Your wisdom iii the deed. 

Cleo . See, Caesar ! O, behold} 

How pomp is follow’d ! mine will now be yours; 

And should we shift estates yours would be mine. 

The ingratitude of this Seleucus does 

Even make me wild : O slave, of no more trust 

Than love that’s hirfrl^WGat, glWMHUli UaUl thou 


Go back, I warrant thee ; but I 'll catch thine eyes, 
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Though they bad wings : Slave, soulless villain, dog! 
O rarely base ! 

Cm*. Gt<od queen, let us entreat you. 

Clto. O Cesar, what a wounding shame is this ; 

I That thou, vouchsafing here to visit me, 

Doing the honour of thy lordliness 
j To one so meek, that mine own servaitfiehould 
1 Parcel the sum of my disgraces by 
I Addition of his envy ! Say, good Caesar, 

That I noe lady trifles have reserv'd, 

Immoment toys, things of such dignity 
Aa we greet modern* friends withal ; and say, 

Some nobler token I have kept apart 

For Li via, and Octavio, to induce 

Their mediation ; must I be unfolded 

With one that 1 have bred f The gods ! It smites me 

Beneath the fall 1 have. Prithee, go hence ; 

[To SXLKUCDS. 

Or I shall show the cinders of my spirits 
Through the ash« of my chance W ert thou a man, 
Thou wouldit have mercy on me. 

Cm*. Forbear, Seleucua. 

[Exit Sblbuoub. 

Cleo. Be it known that we, the greatest, are mis- 
thought 

For filings that others do ; and, when we fid], 

We answer others' merits in our name, 

Are therefore to be pitied. 

Cm*. Cleopatra, 

Not what you have reserv'd, nor what acknowledg'd, 
Put we i' the roll of conquest : still be it yours, 

Bertow it at your pleasure; and believe 
Cesar '• no merchant, to make prise with you 
Of thing* that merchants sold. Therefore be cheer'd; 
Make not your thoughts your prisons : no, dear queen ; 
For we intend so to dispose you, as 
* Modern— commoa. 
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Yourself shall give os counsel. Feed, and sleep : 

Our care and pity is so much upon you, 

That we remain your friend : And so, adieu. 

Cleo. My master, and my lord ! 

Cas. Not so : Adieu. 

[Exeunt Casar and his Train. 
Cleo . He words me, girls, he words me, that I should 
not 

Be noble to myself : but hark thee, Charmian. 

[ Whispers Charmiah. 

Iras. Finish, good lady ; the bright day is done, 
And we are for the dark. 

Cleo. Hie thee again : 

I have spoke already, and it is provided ; 

Go, put it to the haste. 

Char. Madam, I will. 

Reenter Dolabella. 

Dol. Where is the queen? 

Char. Behold, sir. [Exit Cklrxian. 

Cleo. Dolabella? 

Dol. Madam, as thereto sworn by your command, 
Which my love makes religion to obey, 

X tell you this : Caesar through Syria 
Intends his journey ; and, within three days* 

You with your children will he send before : 

Make your best use of this : I have perform'd 
Your pleasure, and my promise. 

Cleo. Dolabella, 

I shall remain your debtor. 

Dol. I your servant 

Adieu, good queen ; I must attend on Cssar. 

Cleo . Farewell, and thanks. [Exit Dol.] Now, Iras, 
what thintfst thou? 

Thou, an Egyptian puppet, shalt be shown 
In Borne, as well as 1 1 mechanic slaves 


ANTONY AND CLEOPATRA, [Act V. 


With gse sey aprons, rules, and hammers, shall 
Uplift us to the view ; in their thick breaths, 

Rank of pose diet, shall we he enc i ouded, 

And forc'd to drink their vapour, 
inis. The gods forbid ! 

Oise. Nay, 't is mat certain, Iras : Sancy lictors 
{ Will oatch at us like strumpets; apAeald rhymece 
Ballad us out o' tune : the quick comedians 
‘ Kxtempotallv will stage us, and present 
I Our Alexandrian revels : Antony 

Shall be brought drunken forth, and 1 shall see 
Some squeaking Cleopatra boy ray greatness 
I 1' the posture of a whore. 

I Irtu. O the good gods I 

, Cleo. Nay, that is certain. 

Iras. 1 'll never see it; for, I am sure, my nails 
Are stronger than mine eyes. 

Cleo. Why, that ’§ the way 

To fool their preparation, and to conquer 
Their most absurd intents. — Now, Chairman f— 

Enter Charmiak. 

Show me, my women, like a queen Go fetch 
i My best attires ; — 1 am again for Cydnus, 

I To meet Mark Antony t — Sirrah, Iras, go. — 
j Now, noble Charm ian, we *11 despatch indeed : 

And, when thou hast done this chare, 1 '11 give thee 
I leave 

To play till doomsday. Brine our crown and all. 
Wherefore's this noise f [Emit Iras. Ancieemtim* 

Enter one qf ike Guard. 

Guard* Hare is a rural fellow 

That will not be denied your highness’ presence ; 

He brings you figs. 
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Cko. Let him come in. What poor an instrument 
[Exit Guard. 

May do a noble deed ! he brings me liberty. 

My resolution ’s plac'd, and I have nothing 
Of woman in me : Now from head to foot 
I am marble-constant : now the fleeting moon 
No planet is of mine. 

Re-enter Guard! with a Clown bringing a beuket. 

Guard. This is the man. 

Cleo. Avoid, and leave him. [ Exit Guard. 

Hast thou the pretty worm of Nilus there) 

That kills and pains not ? 

Clown. Truly I have him : but I would not be the 
party that should desire you to touch him, for his biting 
is immortal ; those that do die of it do seldom or never 
recover. 

Cleo. Remember’st thou any thatfhave died on ’tf 

Clown. Very many, men and women too. I heard 
of one of them no longer than yesterday : a very honest 
woman, but something given to lie ; as a woman should 
not do, but in the way of honesty : how she died of the 
biting of it, what pain she felt, — Trulv, she makes a 
very good report o’ the worm : But he that will believe 
all that they say, shall never be saved by half that 
they do : But this is most fallible, the worm f e an odd 
worm. 

Cleo. Get thee hence ; farewell. 

Clown. I wish you all joy of the worm. 

Cleo. Farewell. [Clown sete down Me beuket. 

Clown. You must think this, look you, that the wonp 
will do his kind. 

Cleo. Ay, ay; farewell. 

Clown. Look you, the worm is not to be trusted, but 
in the keeping of wise people ; for, indeed, thereis no 
goodness in the worm. 
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CUn. Take thou no carp ; it shall be heeded. 

Clotcn. Very gbod : give it nothing, I pray you* for 
it is not worth the feeding. 

Cleo. Will it eat me T 

CUnen. You must not think 1 am so simple, but I 
know the devil himself will not eat a woman : I know 
that a woman is a dish for the gods/Yf the devil dress 
her not. But, truly, these same whoreson devils do the 
gods great harm in their women ; for in every ten that 
they moke, the devils mar five. 

Cleo. Well, get thee gone ; farewell. 

Cloven. Yes, forsooth ; I wish you joy of the worm. 

[Exit 

Re-enter Iras, frith a robe, croton, S$c. 


Cleo. Give me my robe, put on my crown ; 1 liavc 
Immortal longings in m e : Nownomore — 

'io e juice 01 Rffi nCs grap e shall moist this lip : — 

Yhfe, yarfT luik s Tbear 

Antony call ; I see him rouse himself 
To praise my noble act ; 1 hear him mock 
The luck of CiBsar, which the gods give men 
To excuse their after wrath : Husband, I come : 

Ttfow that name my courage prove my title ! 

I am fmTan d air my o ther riemgfifiT 

iHUCi life .^So^hffve you done f 
ComelBffl, tmOTake the last warmth of my lips. 
Farewell, kind Cbannian ; — Iras, long farewell. 

[Kieses them. Iras falls and dm. 
Have I the aspic in my lips 1 Dost fall! 

If thou and nature can so gently part, 

The stroke of death is as a lover's pinch, 

Which hurts, and is desir'd. Dost thou lie still f 
If thus thou vanishest, thou tell'st the world 
It is not worth leave*takiiig. 

Char. Dissolve, thick cloud, and rain j that I may say. 
The gods themselves do weep ! 
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Cleo. This proves me base : 

If she first meet the curled Antony, 

He 'll make demand of her ; and spend that kiss 
Which is my heaven to have. Come, thou mortal wretch, 
[To the asp, which she applies to her breast. 
With thy sharp teeth thiB knot intrinsic&te 
Of life at once untie : poor venomous fool, 

Be angry, and despatch. 0, couldst thou speak ! 

That I might hear thee call gieat Caesar, ass 
Unpolicied ! 

Char. O eastern star ! 

Cleo. Peace, peace ! 

I Dost thou not see my baby at my meast, 

That sucks the nurse asleep ? 

Char. O, break ! O, break ! 

Cleo. As sweet as balm, as soft os air, as gentle, — 

0 Antony ! — Nay, I will take thee too : — 

[Applying another asp to ho arm. 
What should I stay — [Falls on a bed , and dies. 

Char. In this wild world? — So, fare thee well. — 
Now boast thee, Death ! in tji v posseas ion lies 
A lass unparallel’d. — Downy windows, close ; 

•And guldin Pliufttis never be beheld 
Of eyes again so royal ! Your crown ’s awry ; 

1 ’ll mend it, and then play. 

Enter the Guard,, rushing in. 

1 Guard. Where is the queen ? 

Char. Speak softly, wake her not 

1 Guard. Caesar hath sent — 

Char. Too slow a messenger. 

[Applies the asp. 

O, come ; apace, despatch : I partly feel thee. 

1 Guard. Approach, ho ! All ’s not well : Caesar *s 

beguil’d. 

2 Guard. There ’s Dolabella sent from Csesar 

call him. 
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1 Guard. Whit work is here? — Charm ian, it thia ' 

well done t 

Char. It is well done, end fitting for e princess 
Des c ended of so man y royal kings. 

Ah, soldier ! [Diet. \ 

Enter DolabkllA 
Dol. How goes it beret 

2 Guard. All dead. 

Dol. Cesar, thy tlioughti 

Touch their effects in this : Thyself art coming 
To see perform'd the dreaded act which thou 
So sought'st to hiuder. 

Within. A way there, a way fur Cesar ! 

| Enter Cjuab and Attendants. 

' Dol. O, sir, you are too sure an augurer ; 

That you did fear is done. 

Car. Bravest at the last : 

She levelled at our purposes, and, being royal, 

Took her own way. — The manner of their deaths 1 
1 do not see them bleed. 

Dol. Who was last with them t 

1 Guard. A simple countryman, that brought her 
fige. 

This was his basket. 

Cat. Poison'd then. 

1 Guard. 0 Qatar, 

This Charmian liv'd but now : she stood, and spake : 

1 found her trimming up die diadem 
On her dead mistress ; tremblingly she stood, 

And on the sudden dropp'd. 

Cat. 0 noble weakness !— 

If they had swallow'd poison ’t would appear 
By external swelling : but she looks like .sleep, 

As she would catch another Antony 
In her strong toil of grace 
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I Dol. Here, on her breast, 

There is a vent of blood, and something blown : 

The like is on her arm. 

1 Guard. This is an aspic's trail: and these fig- 
leaves 

Have slime upon them, such as the aspic leaves 
Upon the caves of Nile. 

Cces. Most probable, 

That so she died ; for heT physician tells me 
She hath pursued conclusions infinite 
Of easy ways to die. — Take up her bed ; 

And bear her women from the monument : — 

She shal l be buried b y her Antony : 

^O ffiav e upon the earth shall clfo in it 
A. pair iothUnrai. ~ nigh eventsas these 
SmEe ttlOW Ififlt Inake them ; and their story is 
No less in pity than his glory, which 
Brought them to be lamented. Our army shall, 

In solemn show, attend this funeral ; 

And then to Rome.— Come, Dolabella, see 

High order in this great solemnity. [Exeunt, 
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INTRODUCTORY REMARKS* 

The earliest edition, of which any copy is at preMDt 
known, of ( Titus Andronicus,’ appeared in quarto, in 
I 1600, under the following title : — ‘ The most lament- 
able Romaine Tragedie of Titus Andronicus. As it 
hath sundry times been playde by the Right Honour- 
able the Earle of Pembroke, the Earle of Darbie, the 
Earle of Sussex, and the Lord Chamber! a ine they re 
Servants. At London, printed by J. R, for Edward 
White, 1600.’ 

In the folio collection of 1623 it appears under the 
title of * The lamentable Tragedy of Titus ,Andronioiis.’ 
It follows ‘ Coriolanus,’ and precedes * Romeo and Juliet.* 

The external evidence that bears upon the authorship 
of * Titus Andronicus ’ is of two kinds : — 

1. The testimony which assigns the play to Shak- 
spere, wholly or in part. 

2. The testimony which fixes the period of its original 
production. 

The direct testimony of the first kind is unimpeach- 
able: Francis Meres, a contemporary, and probably 
a friend of Shakspere — a man intimately acquainted 
with the literary history of his day — not writing even 
in the later period of Shakspere’s life, but as early as 
1698, — compares, for tragedy, the excellence of Shak- 
spere among the English, with Seneca among fib* 
Latins, and says, witness, “for tragedy, his 'Rlohafd ft, 

tol. x. 2 1 ^ 
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* Richard 111.,' * Henry IV.,' ‘ King John,' * Titus An* 
dronicus,' and hie ‘ Romeo and Juliet.' ” 

The indirect testimony is nearly aa important Tbe 
play is printed in tbe first folio edition of tbe post’s 
collected works — an edition published within seven 
yean after his death by his inti&atf friends and 
u fellows ; n and that edition contains an entire scene 
not found in either of the previous quarto editions 
which have come down to us. That edition does not 
contain a single other play upon which a doubt of the 
authorship has been raised ; for even those who deny the 
entire autbonhip of * Henry VI.' to Shakspere, have no 
doubt as to tbe partial authorship. 

We now come to the seound point — the testimony 
which fixes the date of the original production of ‘ Titus 
Andxonicus.’ 

Ben Jonson, in the Induction to his ‘ Bartholomew 
Fair,' first acted in 1614, says — “ He that will swear 

* Jeronimo,’ or * Andronicus,’ are the best plays yet, shall 
pass unexcepted at here, as a man whose judgment 
•hows it is constant, and hath stood still these five-and- 
twenty or thirty years. Though it be an ignorance, it 
is a virtuous and staid ignorance ; and, next to trutii, 
a confirmed error does well." Percy offers the follow- 
ing comment upon this panage, in his ‘ Reliques of 
Ancient Poetry — u There is reason to conclude that 
this play was rather improved by Shakespeare with a 
fow fine touches of his pen, than originally written by 
him ; for, not to mention that the style is foes figurative 
than his others generally are, this tragedy is mentioned 
with discredit in the Induction to Ben Joneon’i < Bar- 
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tholomew Fair/ in 1614, as one that had been then ex- 
hibited ‘ five-ond* twenty or thirty yean which, if we 
take the lowest number, throws it back to the year 1689, 
at which time Shakespeare was but 25 : an earlier date 
than can be found for any other of his pieces.” It if 
scarcely necessary to point out, that with the views we 
have uniformly entertained as to the commencement of 
Shakspere's career as a dramatic author, the proof 
against his authorship of * Titus Andronicus 1 thus brought 
forward by Percy is to us amongst the most convincing 
reasons for not hastily adopting the opinion that he was 
not its author. The external evidence of the author- 
ship, and the external evidence of the date of the 
authorship, entirely coincide : each supports the other. 
The continuation of the argument derived from the 
early date of the play naturally runs into the internal 
evidence of its authenticity. The fact of its early date 
is indisputable. Accepting that fact, we are reconciled 
to the inferiority of this play, compared with Shak- 
spere’s undoubted performances. Its revolting story, in 
the same way, appears such as a very young poet would 
not have rejected. It is easy to understand how Shak- 
spere, at the period when he’ first entered upon those 
labours which were to build up a glorious fabric out 
of materials that had been previously used for the 
basest purposes, — without models, — at first, perhaps, 
not voluntarily choosing his task, but taking the busi- 
ness that lay before him so as to command popular* 
success,— ignorant, to a great degree, of the height and 
depth of his own intellectual resources,— not seeing, or 
dimly seeing, how poetry and philowphy were to 
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derale and purify the common staple of the coarse 
drama about him, — it is easy to conceive how a story 
of fearful bloodshed should force itself upon him os a 
thing that he could work into something better than 
the dumb show and fiery words of his predecessors and 
contemporaries. It was in after-ydke that he had to 
create the tragedy of passion. Lamb has beautifully 
described Webster, as almost alone having the power 
“ to move a horror skilfully, to touch a soul to the 
quick, to lay upon fear as much as it can hear, to wean 
and weary a life till it is ready to drop, and then step 
in with mortal instruments to take its last forfeit.” 
Ltmb adds, u writers of inferior genius mistake quantity 
for quality.” The remark is quite true ; when examples 
of foe higher tragedy are accessible, and when the 
people have learnt better than to require the grosser 
stimulant Before Webster had written ‘ The Duchess 
ofMalfl' and ‘ Vittoria Corombona,’ Sbakspere had 
produced * Lear ’ and < Othello.' But there were writers, 
not of inferior genius, who had committed the same mis- 
take as foe author of 1 Titus Andronicus* — who use blood 
as they would “ the paint of the property-man in the 
theatre.” Need we mention other names tiian Marlowe 
and Kydf 
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Saturn in us, son to the late Emperor qf Rome. 
Appears, Act I. sc. 1 ; ac. 2. Act II. ac. 2 ; so. 4. Act IV. sc. 4. 
Act V. wc. 3. 

Bassianub, brother to Satuminus. 

Appears, Act I. ic. 1 j so. 2. Act U. no. 2 ; ac. 3. 

Titus Andronious, a noble Roman. 

Appears, Act 1. ac. 2. Act II. ac. 2 ; ac. 4. Act III. ac. 1 ; ac. 2. 
Act IV. ac. 1 ; ac. 8. Act V. ac. 2 ; ac. 8. 

Marcus Andronicub, brother to Titus. 
Appears, Act I. ac. 1 ; ac. 2. Act II. »e. 2 j ac. A. Act III. ac. 1 ; 
ac. 2. Act IV. ac. I ; ac. 8. Act V. ac. 2 ; ac. 3. 

Lucius, son to Titus Andronicus. 

Appears, Act I. ac. 2. Act II. ac. 2 ; ac. 4. Act 111. ac. 1. 
Act V. ac. 1; ac. 3. 

Quintus, son to Titus Andronicus. 

Appears, Act I. ac. 2. Act II. ac. 2 j ac. 4. Act III. ac. 1. 

Martius, son to Titus Andronicus. 

Appears, Act I. ac. 2. Act II. ac. 2 ; ac. 4. Act III. ac. 1. 

Mutiub, son to Titus Andronicu*. 

Appears, Act I. ac. 2. 

Young Lucius, a boy , son to Lucius. 

Appears, Act III. ac. 2. Act IV. ac. 1 ; ac. 2 ; ac. 8. 

Act V. ac. 8. 

Publius, son to Marcus the tribune. 

Appears , Act V. ac. 2. 

iGxiLiuit a noble Raman. 

Appears, Act IV. ac. 4. Act V. ac. 1 ; ac. 8. 

Alarbus, son to Tamora. 

Appears, Act I. ac. 2. 

Chiron, son to Tamora. 

Appears, Act I. ac. 2 . Act II. ao. 1 ; ac. 2 ; ac. 8 : sc. 8. 

Act IV. ft. 2 ; ao, 4. Act V. ao. 2. 
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Dkmstrius, eon to Taro ora. 

Appeert, Ad I. K. !. Act 11. ac 1 ; ae. I ; ac. B ; ae. ft. 

Ad IV. ac. f ; ac. 4. Act V. ac. t. 

Aaron, a Moor. 

Appear*, Ad I. ac. I Ad II. ae- 1 ; ar. 3 ; ac.4. Art 111. ae. 1. 
Act IV. aa. t. Ad V. ac. 1 , ao. S. 

A Captain. ft 

Appear*, Ad 1. ae. 2. 

A Tribune. 

Appear*, Ad V. ac. 3. 

A Menenger. 

Appear*, Ad 111. ac. 1. 

A Clown. 

Appear*, Art IV. ac. I ; ac. 4. 

Goths. 

Aaeear, Ad V. ae. 1 ; ac. 8. 

Romans. 

Appear , Ad I. ac. 1 ; ac. 2. 

Tam or a, Queen of the Goths. 

Appear*, Act I. ac. ft. Act II. rc.2 ; ae. 8; ae. 4. AdIV. ac. 4. 
Ad V. ac. 2 ; ac. 3. 

Lavinia, daughter to Titus Androuicus. 
Appear*, Act I. ac. 3. Ad II. ac. 2 ; ac. 3 ; ao. ft. Ad III. ac. 1 ; 
ac. 8. Act IV. ac. 1. Art V. ac. 2; ac. 3. 

A Nurse. 

Appears, Act IV. ac. 2. 

A Black Child. 

Appear t, Act IV. sc. 2. Act V. sc. 1. 

Kinsmen of Titus, Senator*, Tribunes, Officers, 
Soldiers, and Attendants. 

SCENE, — Rohr, and tbs Country nxab it. 
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| ACT L 

SCENE I.— Rome. 

Flourish. Enter the Tribunes and Senators, aloft f 
and then enter Saturninus and hts Followers at 
one door , and Basbianub and his Followers at the 
other, with drum and colours. 

Sat. Noble patricians, patrons of my right. 

Defend the justice of my cause with arms ; 

And, countrymen, my loving followers, 

Plead my successive title with your swords s 
I am his first-born son, that was the last 
That wore the imperial diadem of Rome : 

Then let my father's honours live in me, 

Nor wrong mine age with this indignity. 

Bass. Romans, friends, followers, favourers of my 
right, 

If ever Bassianus, Cesar's son, 

Were gracious in the eyes of royal Rome, 

Keep then this passage to the Capitol ; 

Ana suffer not dishonour to approach 
Th’ imperial seat ; to virtue consecrate, 

To justice, continence, and nobility : 

Bat let desert in pure election shine; 

And, Romans, fight for freedom in your choice. 

Enter Marcus Androkioub, aloft , with the crown. 
Marc. Princes, that strive by factions and by friends 
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Ambitiously for rule ami empery, 

Know that the people of Rome, for whom we stand 
A special party, have by common voice, 

In election for the Roman enipery, 

Chosen Andronicus, sumamea Pius, 

For many good and great deserts to Rosas : 

A nobler man, a braver warrior, ft 
Liras not this day within the city walls. 

He by the senate is accited home, 

From weary wars against the barbarous Goths, 

That with his sons, a tenor to our foes, 

Hath yok'd a nation strong, train'd up in arms. 

Ten yean are spent, since first lie undertook 
This canse of Rome, and chastised with arms 
Our enemies’ pride : fire times he hath return’d 
Bleeding to Rome, bearing his valiant sons 
In coffins from the field ; 

And now at last, laden with honour’s spoils, 

Returns the good Andronicus to Rome, 

Renowned Titus, flourishing in arms. 

Let us entreat,— -by honour of his name, 

Whom worthily you would have now succeed. 

And in the Capitol and senate's right, 

Whom you pretend to honour and adore, — 

That you withdraw you, and abate your strength ; 
Dismiss your followers, and, as suitors should, 

Plead your deserts in peace and humbleness. 

Sat. How fair the tribune speaks to calm my 
thoughts 1 

Boss. Marcus Andronicus, so I do afly 
In thy uprightness and integrity, 

And so I love and honour thee and thine, 

Thy noble brother Titus and his sons, 

And her to whom my thoughts are bumbled ally 
Gracious Lavinia, Rome’s rich ornament, 

That I will here dismiss my loving frisnds ; 

And to my fortunes and the people's favour 
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Commit my cause in balance to be weigh'd. 

[Exeunt Followers qf Bass? anus. 
Sat. Friends, that nave been thus forward in my 
right, 

I thank you all, and here dismiss you all ; 

And to the love and favour of my country 
Commit myself, my person, and the cause. 

[Exeunt Followers of Saturninds. 
Rome, be as just and gracious unto me, 

As I am confident and kind to thee. 

Open the gates and let me in. 

Bass. Tribunes, and me, a poor competitor. 

[Flourish. They go up into the Senate-home 

SCENE 11 .— The tame. 

Enter a Captain, and others. 

Cap. Romans, make way : the good Androoicus, 
Patron of virtue, Rome’s best champion, 

Successful in the battles that he fights, 

With honour and with fortune is return'd, 

From where he circumscribed with his sword, 

And brought to yoke, the enemies of Rome. 

[Sound drums and trumpets, and then enter two of 
Titos' Sons. After them two Men bearing a coffin 
covered with black : then two other Sons. After 
them Titos Andbonicub and then Tawora, the 
Queen of Goths, and her two Sons, Chiron and 
Demetrius, with Aaron the Moor, and others, ae 
many os con be. They set down the oofjln, and 
Titos speaks. 

Tit. Hail, Rome, victorious in thy mourning weeds ! 
Lo, as the bark that hath discharg’d her fraught, 
Returns with precious lading to the bay 
From whence at first die weigh'd ha anchorage, 

Cometh Androoicus, bound with laurel bought, 
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To iw-aalute lm country with his tran^ 

Tan of true Joy for bn nturn to Romo. 

Thou great defender of this Capitol, 

Stand gracious to the rites that we intend ! 

Romans, of fivenuKl-twenty valiant sons, 

Half of the number that king Priam had. 

Behold the poor remains, alive, and #md! 

These that survive, let Rome reward with love : 

Those that 1 bring unto their 1 alert home, 

With burial amongst their ancestors. 

Here Goths have given me leave to sheath my sword. 
Titus, unkind, and careless of thine own, 

Why suffer'st thou thy sons, unburied yet. 

To hover on die dreadful shore of StvzT 
Make way to lay them by their brethren. 

[7%ey open ike tomb. 

There greet in silence, as the dead are wont, 

And sleep in peace, slain m your country's wan : 

O sacred receptacle of my joys, 

Sweet cell of virtue and nobility, 

How many sons of mine hast thou in store. 

That thou wilt never render to me more ! 

Luc. Give us the proudest prisoner of the Goths, 

| That we may hew his limbs, and on a pile, 

Ad mattee fratnan, sacrifice his flesh, 

Before this earthy prison of their bones ; 

That so the shadows be not unappeas’d, 

Nor we disturb'd with prodigies on earth. 

Tit I give him you, the noblest that survives, 

The eldest son of this distressed queen. 

Tam. Stay, Roman brethren, gracious Conqusior, 
Victorious Titus, me the tears I shed, 

A mother's tears in pasrion for her son : 

And if thy sons wen ever dear to thee, 

O think my son to be as dear to me. 

Sulficeth not, that we are brought to Romo 
To beautify thy triumphs, and return 
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Captive to thee, and to thy Roman yoke ; 

But must mv sons be slaughter'd in the streets, 

For valiant doings in their country's cause? 

O, if to fight for king and commonweal 
Were piety in thine, it is in these. 

Andronicus, stain not thy tomb with blood. 

Wilt thou draw near the nature of the gods? 

Draw near them then in being merciful : 

Sweet mercy is nobility’s true badge. 

Thrice-noble Titus, spare my first-born son. 

Tit. Patient » yourself, madam, and pardon me. 
These are the brethren, whom you Goths beheld 
Alive and dead, and for their brethren ■lain 
Religiously they ask a sacrifice : 

To this your son is mark'd, and die he must, 

T’ appease their groaning shadows that are gone. 

Luc. Away with him, and make a fire straight ; 

And with our swords, upon a pile of wood. 

Let ’s hew his limbs, till they be clean consum'd. 

[Exeunt Titus' SansioifA Alarbus. 
Tam. O cruel, irreligious piety ! 

Chi. Was ever Scythia half so barbarous? 

Demet Oppose not Scythia to ambitious Rome. 
Alarbus goes to rest, and we survive 
To tremble under Titus' threatening look. 

Then, madam, stand resolv’d ; but hope withal, 

The self-same gods that arm'd the queen of Troy 
With opportunity of sharp revenge 
Upon the Thracian tyrant in his tent, 

May favour Tamora, the queen of Goths, 

(When Goths were Goths, and Tamora was queen,) 

To quit the bloody wrongs updh her foes. 

Enter the Sons of Akdronigus again. 

Luo . See, lord and father, how we have perform’d 
Our Roman rites : Alarbus’ limbi are lopp’d, 

* Pa ti e nt as a verb* 
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And entrails fe«l the sacrificing fire, 

Whose smoke, like raoense, doth p sr fam e the Ay. 
Remained! Bought, but to inter our brethren, 

And with bud lerums welcome them to Bow. 

Tit Let it be so, and let Androtucne 
Blake this hts latest farewell to Iheir aonla. 

[Flourish. Sound trumptU, and they lay the 
coffin m the tomb. 

In peace and honour root you here, my ions j 
Home's readiest ohanm iw tf, repose you here in test. 
Secure from worldly cgpaess and mishaps : 

Here lurks no treason, here no envy swells, 

Here grow no damned grudges ; here an no storms, 

No noise, but silence and eternal sleep. 

In peace and honour rest you hoe, my sons. 

Enter Lav ini a. 

Lav. In peace and honour live lord Titus long; 

My noble lord and father, live in fame ! 

Lo, at this tomb my tributary tears 
I render for my brethren’s obsequies : 

And at thy ftwt I kneel, with tears of joy 
Shed on the earth for thy return to Rome. 

O bless me hen with thy victorious hand, 

Whose fortunes Home’s best citiiens applaud. 

TU. Kind Rome, thou hast thus lovingly res e rv ’d 
The cordial of mine age to glad my heart I 
Lavinia, live ; outlive thy lather’s days, 

And fame's eternal date, for virtue's praise. 

Enter Marcus Andbonicus, Satuhninus, 
Bassiaijub, and otkeri. 

Marc. Long live lord Titus, my beloved brother, 
Gracious triumpher in the eyes of Rome ! 

TU. Thanks, gentle tribune, noble brother Marcus. 
Mare. And welcome, nephews, from successful wars, 
You that survive, and you that sleep in fame t 
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I Fair lords, jour fortune are alike in all. 

That in your country's service drew your swords. 

| But safer triumph is tliii funeral pomp, 

I That hath aspir'd to Solon's happiness, 
i And triumphs over chance in honour's bed. 

Titus Andronicus, the people of Rome, 

Whose friend in justice thou hast ever been, 

Send thee by me, their tribute and their trust, 

I This palliament ■ of white and spotless hue, 

And name thee in election for {he empire, 

With these our late deceased jfnperor s sons : 

Be candidaius then, and put it on, 

And help to set a head on headless Rome. 

Tit. A better head her glorious body fits, 

Than his that shakes for age and feebleness. 

What ! should 1 don this robe, and trouble youf 
Be chosen with proclamations to-day, 

To-morrow yield up rule, resign my life, 

And set abroad new business for you all f 
Rome, I have been thy soldier forty years, 

And led my country's strength successfully, 

And buried one-and-twenty valiant sons, 

Knighted in field, slain manfully in arms, 

In right and service of their noble country ; 

Give me a staff of honour for mine age. 

But not a sceptre to control the woild 1 
Upright he held it, lords, that held it last. 

More. Titus, thou shalt obtain and ask the em- 
pery. 

Sat. Proud and ambitious tribune, const thou tell f 

Tit. Patience, prince Saturninus. 

Sat. Rfttians, do mo right 

Patricians, draw your swords, and sheath them not 
Till Saturninus be Rome's emperor : 

Andronicus, would thou wort shipp'd to hell, 

Rather than rob me of the people s hearts. 

* JWKwWtf— robe. 
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Lm. Proud Saturnine, in ter r upte r of the good 
TW noble-minded Titus menu to thee ! 

TiL Content thee, prince, I will restore to thee 
The people's hearts, and wean them from themselves. 

Boss. Andronicus, I do not flatter thee, 

Bat honour thee, and will do till I die : 

My faction if thou strengthen with *y friends, 

1 will most thankful be, and thanks to men 
Of noble minds is honourable meed. 

Tit. People of Home, and people's tribunes hen, 

1 ask your voices and yau&oafimges ; 

Will you bertow them friendly an Andronicus f 
I Tnbwu». To gratify the good Andronicus, 

| And gratulate his safe return to Borne, 

I The people will accept whom he admits. 

71t Tribunes, 1 thank you ; and this suit 1 make, 
That you create your emperor's eldest eon. 

Lord Saturnine, whose virtue* will, I hope, 

Reflect on Borne as Titan's rays on earth, 

And ripen justice in this commonweal : 

Then, if you will elect by my advice, 

Crown him, and say, u Long live our emperor !'* 

Marc. With voices and applause of every sort, 
Patricians, and plebeians, we create 
Lord Satuminus Rome's great emperor ; 

And say, 14 Long live our emperor, Saturnine !" 

[A long Jhmithy HU they come down. 
8at. Titus Andronicus, for thy favours done 
To us in our election this day, 

I give thee thanks in part of thy deserts, 

And will with deeds requite thy gentleness : 

And for on onset, Titus, to advance 
Thy name, and honourable family, 

Lavinia will I make my empress. 

Borne's royal mistress, mistress bf my heart, ■ 

And in the sacred Pantheon her espouse : 

Tell me, Andronicus, doth this motion please tlieef 
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Tit. It doth, my worthy lord ; and in this match 
I hold me highly honour'd of your grace. 

And here, in sight of Rome, to Saturnine, 

King and commander of our commonweal, 

The wide world's emperor, do I consecrate 
My sword, my chariot, and my prisoners, — 

Presents well worthy Rome’s imperial lord : 

Receive them then, tbe tribute that I owe, 

Mine honour's ensigns humbled at thy feet 
Sat. Thanks, noble Titus, father of my life! 

How proud 1 am of thee, and of thy gifts, 

Rome shall record ; and when 1 do forget 
The least of these unspeakable deserts, 

Romans, forget your fealty to me. 

Tit. Now, madam, are you prisoner to an emperor ; 

[To T Alton a. 

To him that, for your honour and your states 
Will use you nobly, and your followers. 

Sat. A goodly lady, trust me, of the hue 
That I would clioote, were 1 to choose anew : 

Clear up, fair queen, that cloudy countenance : 

Though chance of war hath wrought this change of 
cheer, 

Thou com st not to be made a scorn in Rome : 

Princely shall be thy usage every way. 

Rest on my word, and let not discontent 
Daunt all your hopes : madam, he comforts you 
Can make you greater fliau tbe queen of Goths ; 
Lavinia, you are uot displeas’d with this? 

Loo, Not I, my lord, sitli true nobility 
Warrants these words in princely courtesy. 

Sat. Thanks, sw&t Lavinia. Romans, let us go : 
Ransomless here we set our prisoners free. 

Proclaim our honours, lords, with trump and drum. 
Basa.%o rd Titus, by your leave, this maid is mine. 

Lavinia. 

Tit. How, feir? are you in earnest then, my lord? 
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( Bmp. Ay, noble Titan, and resolv'd withal 
To do myself this reason and this right 
Mare. Swim euiqm is our Honan justice : 

This prince in justice saiaeth but his own. , 

Luc. And tint he will and shall, if Lucius live. 

Til. Trmitosa, avaunt! where is the enqperor's guard! I 
1 Treason, my lord ! Larin ia is starprifrd. 1 

i .Sot. Surpris'd ! by whom t 

Boss. By him that justly may 

Bear bis betroth’d from all the world away. 

[Exeunt Mabcus and Bassiakus mhM Lavinia. 
Hut Brothers, help to convey her hence Away, 

1 And with my sword 1 'll keep this door safe. 

[Exeunt Lucius, Quintus, amd Mabtius. 
i Tit. Follow, my lord, and 1 'll soon bring her back, 
j MuL My lord, you pass not here. , 

Tit. Whitt! villain boy, barr’st me my way in Hornet 
Mut. Helm Lucius, help ! [Titus kill* him ' 

i Re-enter Lucius. 

Luc. My lord, you aie unjust, and more than so j 
In wrongful quarrel yon have slain your son. 

Tit. Nor thou, nor he, are any sons of mine : 

My sons would never so dishonour me. 

Traitor, restore Lavinia to the emperor. 

Luc. Dead, if you will, but not to be his wife^ 

That isanotiuw’s lawful promis'd love. ( 

Enter aloft the Emperor, with Tamoba and her two | 
Sons, and Aaron the Moor. 

Sat. No, Titus, no ; the emperor needs her not, ! 
Nor her, nor thee, nor any of thy stock : ; 

1 11 trutt, by leisure, him that mocks me onoe j 
Thee never, nor thy traitorous haughty sons, 

Confederates all, thus to dishonour ms. A 
Was none in Home to make a stale but Saturnine f 
Full well, Andronicus, 
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1 Agree these deeds with that proud brag of thine, 

That said 'it, I begg’d the empire at thy hands. 

Tit. O monstrous ! what reproachful words are these f 
Sat. But go thy ways ; go, give that changing pieoe 
To him that flourish'd for her with his sword : i 

A valiant son-in-law thou shalt enjoy ; ! 

One fit to bandy with thy lawless ions, 

To ruffle in the commonwealth of Borne. | 

Tit. These words are razors to my wounded heart j 
Sat. And therefore, lovely Tamora, queen of Goth^ i 

That, like the stately Pbmbe 'mongst her nymphs, 

Dart overshine the gallant'st dames of Rome, 

If thou be pleas’d with this my sudden choice, 

| Behold I choose thee, Tamora, for my bride, 

And will create thee empress of Rome. 

I Speak, queen of Goths; dost thou applaud my ohoioef 
And here I swear by all the Roman gods, — 

Sith prieBt and holy water are so near, 

And tapers bum so bright, and everything 
In readiness for Hymen eus stand, — 

I will not re-salute the streets of Rome, 

Or climb my palace, till from forth this plaoe 
I lead espous'd my bride along with me. 

Tom. And here, in sight of heaven, to Rome I swear, 

If Saturnine advance the queen of Goths, 

She will a handmaid be to his desires, 

A loving nurse, a mother to his youth. 

Sat. Ascend, fair queetL Pantheon : Lords, accompany 
Tour noble emperor and his lovely briae, 

Sent by the heavens for prince Saturnine, 

Whose wisdom hath her fortune conquered : 

There shall we consummate our spousal rites. 

[Exeunt Sat. and his Followers ; Tamora and 
her Sans ; Aaron and Goths. 

TtC. 1 am pot bid to wait upon this bride j— 

Titus, when wert thou wont to walk alone, 

Dishonour'd thus, and challenged of wrings f 
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I Renter Mabcus, Ltciva, Quintus, and Mabtjls. 

Marc. O, Titus, wet 1 O tee what thou bast done ! 

' In a had quarrel elain a virtuous son. 

Tit. No, foolish tribune, uo : no son of mine, — 

Nor thou, nor these, confederates in die deed 
That hath didwnour'd all our family; 

Unworthy brother, and unworthy sons 1 

Luc. But let us give him burial os becomes : 

Give Mutius burial with our brethren. 

I Tit. Traitors, away 1 be rests not in this tomb : 

This monument five hundred years hath stood, 

Which I have sumptuously re-edified : 
j Here none but soldiers, and Rome's servitors, 

I Repose in fame : none basely slain in brawls : 

Bury him where you can ; he comes not here 
1 Afore. My loro, this is impiety in you : 

My nephew M Ildus’ deeds do plead for him : 

He must be buried with his brethren. 

Quin/., Mart And shall, or him we will accompany. 
Tit. And shall! What villain was it spake that 
| word? 

Quint. He that would vouch it in any place but here. 
Tit. What! would you bury him in my despite? 
Marc. No, noble Titus ; but entreat of thee 
Topardon Mutius, and to bury him. 

Tit. Marcus, even thou hast struck upon my crest, 
And with these boys mine honour thou bast wounded : 
My foes I do repute you every one. 

So trouble me no more, but get you gone. 

Mart. He is not with himself; let us withdrew. 
Quint. Not I, till Mutius 1 bones be buried. 

[The Brother and the Sons kneel. 
Marc. Brother, for m that name doth nature plead. 
Quint. Father, and in that name doth nature speak. 
Tit. Speak thou do more, if all the rest will speed. 
Marc. Renowned Titus, more than half my soul 1 
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Luc. Dear father, sou] and substance of us all ! 
Marc. Suffer thy brother Marcus to inter 
His noble nephew here in virtue's nest, 

That died in honour and Lavinia’s cause. 

Thou art a Roman, be not barbarous : 

The Greeks, upon advice, did bury Ajax, 

That slew himself : and wise Laertes’ son 
Did graciously plead for his funerals : 

Let not young Mutius then, that was thy joy, 

Be barr’d his entrance here. 

Tit. Rise, Marcus, rise! 

The dismall'st (lay is this that e’er 1 saw, 

To be dishonour'd by my sons in Rome : 

Well, bury him, and bur; me the next. 

[They put Mutius in the tomb . 
Luc. There lie thy bones, sweet Mutius, with thy 
friends, 

Till we with trophies do adorn thy tomb. 

[They all kneel and say, 
No man sited tears for noble Mutius ; 

He lives in fame that died in virtue's cause. 

[ Exeunt all but Manaus and Titus. 
Marc. My lord, — to step out of these dreary 
dumjie, — 

Hdw comes it that the subtle cpieen of Goths 
Is of a sudden thus advanc’d in Rome ! 

Tit. I know not, Marcus : but I know it is } 

Whether by device, or' no, the heavens can tell ; 

Is she not then beholding to the man 

That brought her for this high good turn so for 1 

Yes ; and will nobly him remunerate. 

Enter the Ehpbror, Tamora and her two Sons, with 
the Moor, at one side ; enter at the other aide, Bab- 
•ianub and Lavinxa, with others. 

Sat So, Bassianus, you have nlay’d your {die ! 

God give you joy, sir, of your gallant bride ! 
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Ban. And you of youn. my lord- I say no more, 
Nor wbh no 1 tm ; and to I take my leave. 

8aL Traitor, if Rome hare law, or we hare power, 
Thou and thy Return shall repent this rape. 

Ban. Rape call yon it, my lord, to seise my own, 
My true betrothed lore, and now myjwtte f 
But lei the laws of Rome determine Stl j 
Meanwhile I am poMi'd of that is mine. 

Hat. T is good, sir ; you are very short with us J 
But, if we lire, we ‘11 be as sharp with you. 

Ban. My lord, what 1 have done, os best I may 
Answer I must, and shall do with my life. 

Only thus much 1 give your grace to know : 

By all the duties that 1 owe to Rome, 

This noble gentleman, lord Titus here, 

Is in opinion and in honour wrong'd, 

That, in the rescue of Lavinia, 

With his own hand did slay his youngest son, 
la seal to you, and highly mur'd to wrath, 

To be controlTd in that he frankly gave. 

Receive him, then, to favour, Saturnine, 

That hath srpr— *d himself, in all his deeds, 

A tether and a friend to thee and Rome. 

Tit. Prince Banian ut, leave to plead my deeds i 
T b thou, nd those, that hare dishonour'd me. 

Rome, and the righteous heavens, be my judge, 

How 1 hare lov'd and honour'd Saturnine. 

Tam. My worthy lord, if ever Tamora 
Were gracious in those prinoely eyes of thine, 

Then hear me speak, indifferently for all : - 
And at my suit, tweet, pardon what b past. 

Sot. What, madam ! be dishonour'd openly 
And basely put it up without revenge t 

Tam. Not so, my lord ; the gods of Rome fortend 
1 should be author to dishonour you. 

But on mini honour, dare I undertake 
For good laid Titus* innocence in all : 
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WhoM turf not dissembled spades his griefs : 

| Then, at my suit, look graciously on him : 

Lose not so noble a friend on vain suppose ; 

Nor with sour looks afflict his gentle heart. 

My lord, be rul'd by me, be won at last ; 

Dissemble all your griefs and discontents : 

You are but newly planted in your throne ; 

Lest then the people, and patricians too, 

Upon a just survey take Titus’ part, 

And so supplant us for ingratitude 
Which Rome reputes to be a heinous sin. 

Yield at entreats, and then let me alone : 

I 'll find a day to massacre them all ; 

And raze their faction and their family, 
l The cruel father, and his traitorous sons, 

To whom I sued for my dear son's life ; 

And make them know, what 't is to let a queen 
I Kneel in the streets, and beg for grace in vain. 

[The preceding fourteen tinea are spoken aside. 
i Come, come, sweet emperor; come, Andronicus; 

Take up this good old man, and cheer the heart 
| That dies in tempest of thy angry frown, 
i King. Rise, Titus, rise ; my empress hath prevail'd. 

Tit. 1 thank your majesty, and her, my lord. 

( These words, these looks, infuse new life in me. 

Tam. Titus, I am incorporate in Rome, 

A Roman now adopted happily, 

1 And must advise the etaperor for his good. 

| This day all quarrels die, Andronicus ; 

1 And let it be mine honour, good my lord, 

That I have reconcil'd your friends and you. 

For you, prince Baasianus, I have pass'd 
My word and promise to the emperor, 

That you will be more mild and tractable : 

And fear not, lords : and you, Lavinia, 

By my advice, all humbled on your knees, 
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Luc. We do ; ami vow to lienven, and to liis high* 
nea, 

That what we did was mildly, as we might, 

Tend’ ring our sister's honour and our own. 

Marc. That on mine honour here 1 do protest. 

Sat . Away, and talk not ; trouble us no more. — 
Turn. Nay, nay, sweet emperoft we must all be 
friends : 

The tribune and his nephews kneel for grace ; 

I will not Ire denied. Sweet heart, look luck. 

Sat. Marcus, for thy sake, and thy brother's here, 
And at my lovely Tamora’s entreats, 

I do remit tliese young men's heinous faults. 

Stand up. L&vinia, though you left roe like a churl, 

I found a friend : and sure as death I sware, 

1 would not |iart a bachelor from the priest. 

Come, if the emperors court can feast two brides, 

You are my guest, Lavinia, and your friends: 

This day shall he a love-day, Taraora. 

Tit. To-morrow, an it please your majesty, 

To hunt the panther and the hart with me, 

With horn and hound, we 'll give your grace bon- jour. 
Sat. Be it so, Titus, and gramercy too. [E&nmt. 
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I ACT II. 

I SCENE I. — Rome. Before the Palaoe. 

Enter Aaron. 

Aaron. Now climbeth Tam ora Olympus 1 top, 

Safe out of Fortune’s shot ; and sits aloft. 

Secure of thunder's crack or lightning flash, 

Advanc'd above pale envy’s threat’ning reach : 

As when the golden sun salutes the mom, 

And, having gilt the ocean with his beams, 

Gallops the zodiac in his glistering coach, 

And overlooks the highest peering hills ; 

So Tam ora. 

Upon her wit doth earthly honour wait, 

And virtue stoops and trembles at her frown. 

Then, Aaron, arm thy heart, and fit thy thoughts, 

To mount aloft with thy imperial mistress, 

And mount her pitch, whom thou in triumph lpng 
Hast lirisoner held, fetter’d in amorous chains, 

And faster bound to ^aron’s charming eyes 
Than is Prometheus tied to Caucasus. 

Away with slavish weeds and servile thoughts ! 

I will be bright, and shine in pearl and gold, 

To wait upon this new-made empress. 

To wait, said 1 1 to wanton with this queen, 

This goddess, this Semiramis, this nymph, 

This syren, that will charm Rome's Saturnine, 

And see his shipwrack, and his commonweals. 

Hollo! what storm is this t 

Enter Chiron and Drhetbxus, braving. 
Demet. Chiron, thy years want wit, thy wit wants 
edge, 
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An<l nunnery to intrude where J am grac'd ; 

And may, for aught thou know 'si, affected be. 

Chi. Demetrius, thou (lost overwear in all ; 

And to in this, to bear me down with braves. 

T i* not the difference of a year or two 
Makes me le» gracious, or thee m^e fortunate; 

I am as able, and as fit, as tiioq, 

To serve, and to deserve my mistress' grace; 

And that ray sword upon thee shall approve, 

And plead my passions for Lavinia's Imre. 

Aaron. Clubs, clubs ! these lovers will not keep the 
peace. 

Demet. Why, boy, although our mother, unadvis’d. 
Gave you a dancing rapier by your side, 

, Are you so desperate grown to threat your friends f 
Go to ; have your lath glued within your sheath, 
i Till you know lietter bow to liandle it. 

Chi. Meanwhile, sir, with the little skill I have, 
Full well shalt thou perceive how much I dare. 

Denut. Ay, boy, grow ye so brave f [They draw. 
Aaron. Why, bow now, lords f 

So new tbe emperor's palace dare you draw. 

And maintain such a quarrel openly f 

Full well I wot the ground of all this grudge j 

I would not for a milium of gold 

The cause were known to than it most concerns. 

Nor would your noble mother, for much more, 

Be so dishonour’d in the court of Rome. 

For shame, put up. 

Denut. Not 1, till I have sheath’d 

My rapier in his bosom, and, withal, 

Thrust those reproachful speeches down his throat. 

That he hath breath'd in my dishonour here. 

Chi. For that I am prepar’d, and full resolv’d. 

Foul spoken coward, dot Omnd’rest with thy tongue. 
And with thy weapon nothing dar'st perform, 

Aaron . Away, 1 say ! 


Socvc I.] 


TITUS ANDRONICUS. 


37ft 


Now, by the gods that warlike Goths adore, 

This petty brabble will undo us all ! 

Why, lords, — and think you not how dangerous 
It is to jet upon a prince's right ? 

What, is Lavinia men become so loose, 

Or Bassianus so degenerate, 

That for her love such quarrels may be broach’d 
Without controlment, justice, or revenge? 

Young lords, beware ; and should the empress know 
This discord's ground, the music would not please. 

Chi. I care not, I, knew she, and all the world, 

I love Lavinia more than all the world. 

Demet. Youngling, learn thou to make some meaner 
choice : 

Lavinia is thine elder brother's hope. 

Aaron. Why, are ye mad? or know ye not, in 
Rome, 

How furious and impatient they be, 

And cannot brook competitors in love 1 
I tell you, lords, you do but plot your deaths 
By this device. 

Chi. Aaron, a thousand deaths would I propose, 

To achieve her whom I do love. 

Aaron. To achieve her, how I 

Demet. Why mak’st thou it so strange? 

She isa woman, therefore may be woo'd ; 

She flHFjvoman, therefore may be won ; 

She is Lavinia, therefore must be lov’d. 

What, man l more water glideth by the mill 
Than wots the miller of ; and easy it is 
Of a cut loaf to steal a shive, we know : 

Though Bassianus be the emperor's brother, 

Better than he have worn Vulcan's badge. 

Aaron. Av, and os good as Satuminus may. 

Demet. Then why should he despair that know* to 
court it 

With words, fkfr looks, and liberality? 
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What, hut not U«ou full often struck a doe. 

And borne her cleanly by the keeper'* note f 

Aaron. Why, then, it seems, soon* certain snatch 
or so 

Would serre your turns. 

CM. Ay, so the turn wen serv'd. 

Demit. Aaron, thou hast hit ft. 

Aaron. Would you had hit it too, 

Then should not we be tir'd with this ado. 

Why, hark ye, hark ye, and are you such fool* 

To square for thief would it offend you then 
That both should speed f 
Chi. Faith, not me. 

Demet. Nor me, so I were one. 

Aaron. For shame, be friends, and join for that you 
jar. 

*T is policy and stratagem must do 
That you affect, and so mutt you resolve 
That what you cannot as you would achieve 
You must perforce accomplish u you may : 

Take this of me, Lucrece was not more chaste 
Than this Lavinia, Bassionus’ love. 

A speedier course than ling'ring languishment 
Must we pursue, and I have found the path. 

My lords, a solemn hunting is in hand ; 

There will the lovely Roman ladies troop : 

The forest walks are wide and spacious, 

And many unfrequented plots to ere are, 

Fitted by kind for rape and villainy : 

Single you thither then this dainty doe, 

Ana strike her home by force, if not by Words: 

This way, or not at all, stand you in hope. 

Come, come, our empress, with her sacred * wit, 

To villainy and vengeance consecrate, 

Will we acquaint with all that we intend j 
And she shall file our engines with advice, 

* 8a eni In the Lada sense, Moused. 
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That will not suffer you to square yourselves, 

But to your wishes* height advance you both. 

The emperor's cqurt is like the house of fame, 
j The palace full of tongues, of eyes, of ears : 

The woods are ruthless, dreadful, deaf, and dull : 
There speak, and strike, brave boys, and take your turns. 
There serve your lust, shadow'd from heaven's eye, 

And revel in Lavinia's treasury. 

Chi. Thy counsel, lad, smells of no cowardice. 
Demet. Sit fas aut nefas, till I find the stream 
To cool this heat, a charm to calm these fits. 

Per Styga, per manes vehor. [ Exeunt . 

SCENE II. — >1 Forest. 

Enter Titus Andronicuh, his three Sons, and Mar- 
cus, making a noise with hounds and Jioms. 

Tit. The hunt is up, the mom is bright and grey, 
The fields are fragrant, and the woods are green ; 
Uncouple here, and let us make a Jbay, 

And wake the emperor and his lovely bride, 

And rouse the prince, and ring a huntor's peal, , 

That all the court may echo with the noise. 

Sons, let it be your charge, as it is ours. 

To attend the emperor’s person carefully : 

I have been troubled in my sleep this night, , 

But dawning day new comfort hath inspir’d. 

Here a cry of hounds , and wind Korns in a peal; then 
enter Saturninus, Tamora, Babsianus, Lavinia, 
Chiron, Dbxetrius, and their Attendants . 1 

Tit. Many good morrows to, your, majesty ; 

Madam, to you as many and as good. 

I promised your grace a hunter’s, peal. 

Sat . And you' nave rung it lustily, my lords ; 

Some, what too early for new-married ladies 
Bass. Lavinia, how say you t s i 
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Lav. I «f no i 

1 have ham bmd iwiki two boon and more. 

Sat. Come no, then ; hone and ehariots let tie have, 
And to oar sport : madam, now shall ye see 
Our Roman biArting. 

Hare. I have degtmy lord. 

Will rouse the proudest panther lfflhe chan, 

And climb the highest promontory top. t 

Tit. And 1 have hone will follow whim the game 
Makes way, and run like swallows o'er the plain, 
i Demet. Chiron, we hunt not, we, with hone nor 
} bound ; 

| But hope to pluck a dainty doe to ground. [Exeunt 

SCENE III. — Forut. 

, Enter Aamon. 

Aaron. He that had wit would think that I had none, 
j To bury so much gold under a tree, 

And never after to inherit it. 

{ Let him that thinks of me so abjectly 
I Know that this gold must coin a stratagem, . 

, Which, cunningly effected, will beget 
| A vory excellent piece of villainy j 
I And so repose, sweet gold, for their unrest, 
j That have their alms out of the empress' chest 

I Enter Tamo ha. 

Tom. My lovely Aaron, wherefore look’st thou lad, 
When everything doth make a gleeful boast t 
The birds chant melody an every bush ; 

The make lies rolled in tbe cheerftsl sun j 
The green leaves quiver with tbe cooling wind, 

And make a checker'd shadow on the ground : 

Under their sweet shade, Aaron, let us fit, 

And, whilst the babbling echo mocks die bounds, 
Replying shrilly to tbe well-tun’d boms, 
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As if a doub e bant were beard at once, 

Let us sit down and marie tbeir yelping noise : 

And, after conflict such as was suppos'd 
i The wand’ring prince and Dido once enjoy’d, 

When with a happy storm they were surpris’d, 

And curtain'd with a counsel-keeping cave, 

We may, each wreathed in the other's arms, 

Our pastimes done, possets a goldeu slumber, 

While hounds, and noms, and sweet melodious birds, 
Be unto us as is a nurse's song 
Of lullaby, to bring her babe asleep. 

Aaron. Madam, though Venus govern your desires, 
Saturn is dominator over mine ; 

What signifies my deadly standing eye, 

My silence and my cloudy melancholy, 

My fleece of woolly hair, that now uncurls 
Even as an adder when she doth uuroll 
, To do some fatal execution 1 

No, madam, these are no venereal signs ; 

Vengeance is in my heart, death in my hand, 

I Blood and revenge are hammering in my head. 

Hark, Tamora, the empress of my soul, 

| Which never hopes more heaven than rests in thee, 

This is the day of doom for Bassianus; 

His Philomel must lose her tongue to-day ; 

Thy sons make pillage of her chastity, 

And wash their bands in Bassianus' Hood. 

Seest thou this letter? take it up, I pray thee, 

And give the king this fatal-plotted scroll. 

Now question me no more ; we are espied ; 

Hoe comes a parcel of our hopeful booty, 

Which dreads not yet their lives' destruction. 

Enter Bassianus and Lavinia. 

Tam. Ah, my sweet Moor, sweeter to me tbap life! 
Aaron. No more, great empress, Bassianus comes. 
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; Be cron with him ; tad I ’ll go fetch thy mu 
j To back thy quarrels, whatsoe'er they be. 

Boss. Who hare we beret Hornet royal empress, 
i Unfumith'd of our wail-beseeming troop? 
i Or it it Dian, habited like her, 

‘ Who hath abandoned her holy coves* 

To tee the general hunting in t wfarest ! 

Tam. Saucy controller of our private steps, 

Had I the power that some tar Dian had, 

! Tliy templet tbould be planted preteutly 
With horns at wat Acteun't, and the hounds 
Should drive upon thy new-trautformed limbs. 
Unmannerly intruder at thou art ! 

Lav. Under your patience, gentle empress, 

T is thought you have a goodly gift in homing, 

1 And to be doubted that your Moor and you 
Are tingled forth to try experiments : 

Jove thield your hutband from hit houndt to-day ; 

T it pity tiwy should take him for a ttag. 

Boat. Believe me, queen, your sw&rth Cimmerian 
Doth make your honour of hit body's hue, 

Spotted, detested, and abominable. 

Why are you tequertered from all your train ! 
Dismounted from your snow-white goodly steed, 

And wander’d hither to an obscure plot, 

Accompanied but with a barbarous Moor, 

If foul desire had not conducted you f 
Lav . And, being intercepted in your sport. 

Great reason that my noble lend be rated 
For sauciness ; I pray you, let us hence, 

And let her "joy her raven-colour 'd love ; 

Hus valley tits the purpose passing well. 

Bom. The king, my brother, shall hare notice of 
tills. 

Lav. Ay, for these slips have made him noted long; 

| Good king, to be so mightily abused ! 

Tam. Why have I patience to endure all this? 


&iXM 111.] 


TITUS ANDRONICUS, 


911 


Enter Chiron and Duirnius. 

Demet. How now, dear sovereign, and our gracioua 
mother, 

Why doth your highnea look 10 pale and wan f 
Tam. Have I not reaeon, think you, to look pale! 
These two have ’tic’d me hither to this place, 

A barren detested vale, you see, it is ; 

The trees, though summer, yet forlorn and lean, 
O’ercome with moss and baleful mistletoe. 

Here never shines the sun ; here nothing breeds, 

Unless the nightly owl or fatal raven : 

And when they show'd me this abhorred pit, 

They told me here, at dead time of the night, 

A thousand fiends, a thousand hissing snakes, 

Ten thousand swelling toads, as many urchins. 

Would make such fearful and confused cries, 

As any mortal body, hearing it, 

Should straight fall mad, or else die suddenly. 

No sooner had they told this hellish tale, 

But straight they told me they would bind me here, 
Unto the body of a dismal yew, 

And leave me to this miserable death. 

And then they call’d me foul adulteress, 

Lascivious Goth, and all the bitterest terms 
That ever ear did hear to such effect 
And had you not by wondrous fortune come, 

This vengeance on ms had they executed : 

Revenge it, as you love your mother’s lift, 

Or be ye not henceforth call'd my children. 

Demet, This is a witness that 1 am thy son. 

[State him. 

Chi, And this for me struck home to show my 
strength. [State him likmrite. 

Lav. Ay, come, Semiramis, — nay, barbarous Ta- 
rn ora! 

For no name fits thy nature but thy own. 
vol. z. 1 o 
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Tam. Gif* me thy pouiafd ; you shall know, my 
boy*, 

Tour mother's hand rial] right your mother's wrong. 

Demat. Stay, madam ; bar is mare belongs to her ; 
First thrah the com, then after bum the straw : 

This minion stood upon her chostitv, 

Upon her nuptial row, her loyaltjf 

And, with that painted hope, braves yftnr mightiness * 

And shall she carry this unto her grave f 

Chi. And if she do, 1 would I were an eunuch. 

Drag hence her husband to some secret hole;, 

And make his dead trunk pillow to our lust. 

7am. But when ye liave the honey you desire, 

Let not this wasp outlive us both to sting. 

Chi. I warrant you, madam, we will make that sure. 
Come, mistress, now perforce we will enjoy 
That nice preserved honesty of yours. 

Lav. Ob, Tamors ! thou bear’st a woman's face — 

Tam. I will not hear her speak ; away with her ! 

Lav. Sweet lords, entreat her bear me but a word. 
Dense*. Listen, fair madam ; let it be your glory 
To see her team, but be tout heart to them 
As unrelenting flint to drops of rain. 

Lav. When did the tiger's young ones teach the 
dam f 

O, do not learn her wrath ; die taught it thee. 

The milk thou suck’st from her did turn to marble f 
Even at thy tea t thou hadst thy tyranny. 

Yet every mother breeds not sons alike ; 

Do thou entreat her show a wuman pity. [To Cut row. ( 
CM. What ! wouldst thou hare me prove myself a | 
bastard f 

Lae. T is true ; the raven doth not hatch a lark t 
Yet have I heard, — oh could I find it now ! — 

The lion, mov'd with pity, did endure 
To have his princely paws par'd all away. 

Some say that ravens foster forlorn children, 
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The whilst their own birds famish in their nests : 

Oh* be to me, though thy hard heart say no, 

Nothing so kind, but something pitiful ! 

Torn. I know not what it means ; away with her. 
Lav. Oh let me teach thee ! For my father's sake, 
That gave thee life when well he might have slain thee, 
Be not obdurate, open thy deaf ears. 

Tam. Racist thou in person ne'er offended me, 

Even for his sake am I pitiless. 

Remember, boys, I pour’d forth tears in vain, 

To save your brother from the sacrifice ; 

But fierce Andronicus would not relent : 

Therefore, away with her, and use her as you will ; 

The worse to her, the better lov’d of me. 

Lav. Oh Tamora, be call’d a gentle queen, 

And with thine own hands kill me in this place : 

For ’t is not life that I have begg’d so long ; 

Poor I was slain when Bossianus died. 

Tam. What begg’st thou then t fbnd woman, let me go. 
Lav. 'T is present death I beg ; and one tiling more, 
That womanhood denies my tongue to tell 1 
Oh, keep me from their worse than killing lust, 

And tumble me into some loathsome pit, 

Where never man’s eye may behold my body ; — 

Do this, and be a charitable murderer. 

Tam. So should I rob my Bweet sons of their fee. 

No, let them satisfy their lust on thee. 

Demet. Away, tor thou halt stay’d us here too long. 
Lav. No grace ! no womanhood ! Ah, beastly crea- 
ture, 

The blot and enemy to our general name ! 

Confusion fall 

Chi. Nay, then 1 11 stop your mouth j bring thou 
*r husband t [Dragging iff Livimi. 
This is the hole where Aaron bid ns hide him. 

Tam. Farewell, my ions ; me that you make her 
vim*. 


2 o 2 
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Ne'er let my heart know merry cheer indeed, 

Till all the Anti ran ici be made away : 

Now will I lienee to melt my lovely Hour, 

And let my spleenful eons this Hull deflour. 

SCENE IV.— 7*c Forest. 

Enter Aaron, reith Quintii mnd Martius. 

Aaron, Come on, my lords, the better foot before : 
Straight will I bring you to the loathsome pit. 

Where I espied the panther fast asleep. 

Quint. My sight u very dull, wliateer it bodes. 
Mart. And mine, I promise you; were ’t not for 
shame. 

Well could I leave our sport to sleep awhile. 

J Makt. falls into the pit . 
en 1 What subtle hole is 

this, 

Whose mouth is cover'd with rude growing briers, 
Upou whom leaves are drops of new-shed blood. 

As fresh as morning's dew dislill’d an flowers l 
A very fatal place it seems to me : 

Speak, brother, hast thou hurt thee with the fall ? 

Mart. O brother, with the dumall’st object hurt. 
That ever eye with sight made heart lament 

Aaron. [Aside.] Now will I fetch the king to find 
them hero, 

That he thereby may have a likely gums, 

How these were they that made away his brother. [Exit. 

Mart. Why dost not comfort me and help me out 
From this unhallow’d and blood-stained hole 9 
Quint. I am surprised with an uncouth fear ; 

A chilling sweat o’emme my trembling joints; 

My heart suspects roan than mine eye can see. 

Mart. To prove thou hast a true-divining heart, 
Aaron and thou look down into this den, 

And we a ftarfhl sight of blood and death. 
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Quint. Aaron is gone, and my compassionate heart 
Will not permit mine eyes once to behold 
The thing whereat it trembles by surmise : 

O, tell me bow it is, for ne’er till now 
Was I a child, to fear I know not what. 

Mart. Lord Baasianus lies embrued here, 

All on a heap, like to a slaughter’d lamb, 

In this detested, dark, blood-drinking pit. 

Quint. If it be dark, how dost thou Know ’t is he? 
Mart . Upon his bloody finger he doth wear 
A precious ring, that lightens all the hole : 

Which, like a taper in some monument, 

Doth shine upon the dead man’s earthly cheeks, 

And shows the ragged entrails of this pit: 

So pale did shine the moon on Pyramus, 

When he by night lay bath’d in maiden blood. 

O, brother, help me with thy feinting hand, — 

If fear hath made thee feint, as me it hath, — 

Out of this fell-devouring receptacle, 

As hateful as Cocytus’ misty mouth. 

Quint. Rea eh me thy hand, that I may help thee 
out; 

Or, wanting strength to do thee so much good, 

I may be pluck’d into the swallowing womb 
Of that deep pit, poor Baisianus' grave. 

I have no strength to pluck thee to the brink. 

Mart. New I no strength to climb without thy help. 
Quint Thy hand once more ; I will not loose again, 
Till thou art here aloft, or I below : 

Tbon oust not come to me, I come to thee. [Foftt m. 

Enter SannuiiMus and Aaboh. 
flat Along with me : — 1 11 see what hole is her% 
And what he is that now is leap’d into it. 

Say, who art thou that lately didst desoend 
Into this gaping hollow of the earth f 
Mart The unhappy son of old Androtrioo^ 
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Brought hither in a most unlucky hour, 

To find thy brother Bmhauuj dead. 

Sat. My brother dead? 1 know thou duet but jests 
He and lus lady both are at the lodge. 

UiKjit tlie north side of this uleaaant chase { 

T » not an hour since I left him there. 

Mart. We know not where you Bit |utn all alive, 
But out, alas ? here hare we found him dead. 

Enter Tamoea, Andbokicus, and Lucius. 

Tam. Where is my lord the king f 
Sat. Here, Tamora, though griev’d with killing grief. 
Tam. Where is thy brother Bassionusf 
Sat. Now to the bottom dart tiiou search uiy wound ; 
Poor Italian us here lies murtitered. 

Tam. Then all too late I bring this fatal writ. 

The com plot of tiiis timeless tragedy ; 

And wonder greatly that man’s face can fold 
In pleasing smiles such murderous tyranny. 

[She give* Satubninb a letter. 

Satukwikus reads the letter. 

" An it we ales to me**t lum hiadiwiBifly^- 
Sweet huntsman, BueUnua ’t ia we meiMJ,— 

Do thon so much bj dig the grave for him ; 

Thou know’st our mreaing : Look for tky reward 
Among the mile s at tb* ulder-tree, 

Which ovecshados the mouth of that same pit. 

Where ws decreed to bury Bausianua. 

De this, sad purchase us thy lasting (Heads." 

Sat. Ob Tamara, was ever beard the like? 

This is the pit, and this the elder- tree : 

Look, sirs, if you can find the huntsman out, 

That should nave murtber’d Baasianui here. 

Aaron. My gracious lord, liere is the bag of gold. 
Sat. Two of thy whelps, [to Titus] ull cun of 
bloody kind, 

Have here bereft my brother of his life ; 
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Sin, ring them from the pit unto the prison ; 

There let them bide until we have devis’d 
Some never-heard -of torturing pain for them. 

' Tam. What, are they in tins pit T oh wondrous thing ! 

How easily murther is discovered ! 

I Tit. High emperor, upon my feeble knee, 
i I beg this boon, with tears not lightly shed, 

That this fell fault of my accursed sons, 

Accursed, if tlie fault be prov’d in them — 

Sat. If it be prov’d ! you see it is apparent. 

Who found this letter, Tamora, was it you? 

Tam. Andronicua himself did take it up. 

Tit. I did, ray lord ; yet let me be their bail : 

For by my father’s reverent tomb I vow 
They shall be ready at your highness’ will, 

To answer their suspicion with their lives. 

Sat. Thou shalt not bail them, see thou follow me. 
Some bring the murther'd body, some the murtherers i 
Let them not speak a word, the guilt is plain ; 

For, by my soul, were there worse end than death, 

That end upon them should be executed. 

Tam. Andronicus, I will entreat the king: 

Fear not thy ions ; they shall do well enough. 

Tit. Come, Lucius, come; stay not to talk with 
them. [Exeunt. 

SCENE V. — The Forest. 

Enter Dsxsrnius and Chiron, utith Lav ini a, her 
hand* out qf, and her tongue out out. 

Demet. So now go tell, an if thy tongue can speak, 
Who ’t was that cut thy tongue and ravish’d thee. 

Chi. Write down thy mind, bewray thy meaning so, 
Ad if thy stumps will let thee play the scribe. 

Demet . See, how with signs and tokens she «m 
tcrowl. 

Chi. Go home, call fbr sweet water, wash thy hand#. 
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DcmeL She hath no tongue to call, nor hands to 
wash; 

And to, let ’* leave Iier to her silent walks. 

CkL An 't were my cause, 1 should go hang myself. 
DtmaL If thou badst hamls to help thee knit the 
oord. Bsan.aiMtCii. 

Enter Uaucv*, from hunting . 

Mare. Who is this ? my niece, that flies away SO fast f 
Cousin, a ward ; where is your husband? 

If I do dream, would all my wealth would wake me! 
If I do wake, some planet strike me down, 

That I may slumber in eternal sleep ! 

Speak, gentle niece ; what stem ungentle hands 
Hare lopp'd, and hew’d, and made thy body bare 
Of her two branches, those sweet ornaments 
Whose circling shadows kings have sought to sleep in. 
And might not gain so groat a happiness 
As half thy love f why dost not speak to me f 
Alas, a crimson river of warm blood, 

Like to a bubbling fountain stirr’d with wind. 

Doth rise and fall between thy rosed lips, 

Coming and going with thy honey breath. 

But eure some Tereus hath daSoured thee. 

And, lest thou shouldst detect him, cut thy tongue. 
Ah, now thou turn it away thy face for shame! 

And, notwithstand i ng all this loss of blood, 

Aa from a conduit with their issuing spouts, 

Yet do thy cheeks look red as Titan's nee, 

Blushing to be encounter'd with a cloud. 

Shall I speak for thee! shall I my, 't is so? 

Oh that I knew thy heart, and knew die beast, 

That I might rail at him to ease my mind t 
Sorrow concealed, like an oven stopp'd, 

Doth bora the heart to cinders where it is. 

Tbit Philomela, she but lost her tongue. 

And in a tedious sampler sew'd her mind. 
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But, lovely niece, that mean ii cut from thee ; 

A craftier Tereus hast thou met withal, 

And be hath cut those pretty fingers off, 

That could have better sew’d than Philomel. 

Oh ! had the monster seen those lily hands 
Tremble like as pen-leaves upon a lute, 

And make the silken strings delight to kiss them, 

He would not then have touch'd them for his lift. 

Or had he heard the heavenly harmony 
Which that sweet tongue hath made, 

He would have dropp'd his knife, and fell asleep, 

As Cerberus at the Thracian poet's feet. 

Come, let us go, and make thy father blind ; 

For such a sight will blind a father’s eye : 

One hour’s storm will drown the fragrant meads ; 
What will whole months of tears thy father’s eyes? 

Do not draw book, for we will mourn with thee ; 

Oh, could our mourning ease thy misery ! \Bxt%mi, 
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ACT III. j 

9CKNK I.— Rome. A titrect. 

Enter the Judges and Senators* WM Uaktivs and 
t Quintus bound, pasting on the stage to the place qf 
execution ; and Titus going before , pleading. 

Tit Hear me, grave fasten! noble tribunal stay l I 
j For pity of mine age, whose youth was spent 
| In dangerous wan, whilst you securely slept \ 

' For all my blood in Rome's great quarrel shod ; 

For all the frosty nights that 1 hare watch'd ; 

And far there bitter tears, which now von see 
Filling the aged wrinkles in mg oheeaa i 
Be pitiful to my condemned son* 

Whore souls are not corrupted, as ’t is thought 
For two-and- twenty sons I never wept. 

Because they died in honour’s lofty bed. 

[AMoaomcus lies down, and the J edges pass by him. 
For there, tribunes, in the dust 1 write 
My heart's deep languor, and my soul's sad tears : 

Let my tears stanch the earth’s dry appetite ; 

My-™*' sweet blood will make it shame and bluBh. | 
[Exeunt Senators, Tribunes, and Prisoners. 

O earth, I will befriend thee more with rain. 

That shall distil from these two ancient ruins, 

Than youthful April shall with all his showers. 

In summers drought I ’ll drop upon thee still ; 

In winter, with warm tears 1 'll melt the snow, 

And keep eternal spring-time on thy face, 

So thou refuse to drink my dear sons' blood. 

Enter Lucius, with his weapon drawn. 

Oh, reverend tribunes! oh, gentle, aged men! 

Unbind my sons, reverse the doom of death ; 
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And let me tty, that never wept before, 

My tears are now prevailing or a tors ! 

Luc. Oh, noble father, you lament in vain ; 

The tribunes hear you not, no man is by, 

And you recount your sorrows to a stone. 

TiL Ah, Lucius, for thy brothers let me plead i 
Grave tribunes, once more I entreat of you f 
Luc . My gracious lord, no tribune hears you speak. 
Tit. Why, ’t is no matter, man ; if they did hear 
They would not mark me : oh, if they did hear, 

They would not pity me : 

Therefore I tell my sorrows bootless to the stones, 
Who, though they cannot answer my distress, 

Yet in some sort they ’re better than the tribunes, 

For that they will not intercept my tale : 

When I do weep, they, humbly at my feet, 

Receive my tears, and seem to weep with me ; 

And, were they but attired in grave weeds, 

Rome could afford no tribune like to these. 

A stone is as soft wax, tribunes more hard than atones ; 
A stone is silent, and offendeth not; 

And tribunes with their tongues doom men to death. 
But wherefore stond’st thou with thy weapon drawn? 

Luo. To rescue my two brothers from weir death : 
For which attempt, the judges have pronounc’d 
My everlasting doom of banishment 

Tit. Oh, happy man, they have befriended thee : 
Why, foolish Lucius, dost thou not perceive 
That Rome is but a wildemea of tigers f 
Tigers must prey ; and Rome affords no prey 
But me and mine : how lumpy art thou, then, 

From these devourers to be banished 1 

But who comes with our broths Marcos here? 

Enter Miaous and Livuii. 

Marc. Titos, prepare thy noble eyes to weep, 

Or, if not so, thy noble heart to break : 

I bring consuming sorrow to thine age. 




TOTS AN DRUM Cl’S. 


;aot in. 


Tit Will it consume met Let me aee it, then. 
Marc. Hut vu thy daughter. 

Tit. Why, Marcus, to site it. 

Lmc. Ah me ! this object kills me. 

TiL Faint-hearted boy, arise and look upon hep ; 
Speak, Lavinia, what accursed hyid 
Hath made tlwe handles* in thy fathe's sight t 
What fool hath added water to the seat 
Or brought a fagot to bright-burning Troy T 
My grief was at the height before tfiou cam's*. 

And now, like Nilus, it disdaineth hounds : 

Give me a sword, 1 *11 chop off my hands too ; 

For they have fought for Rome, and all in vain ; 

And they have nurs'd this woe, in feeding life ; 

In bootless prayer have they been held u|j. 

And they have serv'd me to effectlea use. 

Now all the service 1 require of them 
la that the one will help to cut the other. 

T is well, Larin ia, that thou hast no hands ; 

For hands, to do Rome service, are but vain. 

Luc. Sneak, gentle sister, who hath martyr'd thee? 
Marc. Oh, that delightful engine of her thoughts. 
That blabb'd them with such pleasing eloquence. 

Is tom from forth that pretty hollow cage, 

Where, like a sweet melodious bird, it sung 
Sweet varied notes, enchanting every ear. 

Luc. Ob, say thou for her, who hath done this deed ? 
Marc. Oh, thus 1 found her, straying in the park. 
Seeking to hide herself, as doth the deer 
That hath receiv'd some on recuring wound. 

Tit. It was my deer ; and he that wounded bar 
Hath hurt me more than had be kill'd me dead : 

For now I stand as one upon a rock, 

Environ'd with a wilderness of sea, 

Who marks the waxing tide grow wave by wave. 
Expecting ever when some envious surge 
Wul in his brinish bowels swallow him. 

This way to death my wretched sons are gone ; 
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Here itands my other son, a banish'd man ; 

And here my brother, weeping at my woes; 

But that which gives my soul the greatest spum 
Is defr Lawinia, dearer than my soul. 

Had I but seen thy picture in this plight 
It would have madded me : what shall I do 
Now I behold thy lively body so ? 

Thou hast no hands to wipe away thy tears, 

Nor tongue to tell me who hath martyr'd thee : 

Thy husband he is dead, and for his death 
Thy brothers are condemn'd, and dead by this. 

Look, Marcus ! ah, son Lucius, look on her ! 

When I did name her brothers, then fresh tears 
Stood on her cheeks, as doth the honey-dew 
Upon a gather’d lily almost wither’d. 

Marc. Perchance, she weeps because they kill’d her 
husband : 

Perchancp, because she knows them innocent. 

Tit. If they did kill thy husband, then be joyful. 
Because the law hath ta’en revenge on them. 

Np» no, they would not do so foul a deed ; 

Witness the sorrow that their sister makes. 

Gentle Lavinia, let me kiss thy lips, 

Or make some sign how I may do thee ease : 

Shall thy good uncle, and thy brother Lucius, 

And thou, and I, sit round about some fountain. 
Looking all downwards to behold our cheeks 
How they are stain’d like meadows yet not dry 
With miry slime left on them by a flood ? 

And in the fountain shall we gaze so long 
Till the fresh taste be taken from that clearness, 

And made a brine-pit with our bitter tears f 
Or shall we cut away our hands, like thine f 
Or shall we bite our tongues, and in dumb shows 
Pass the remainder of our hateful days f 
What shall we do ? let us that have our tongues 
Plot some device of further misery 
To make us wonder’d at in time to oome 
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Luc. Sweet Cither, o mm your tears | for At jour 
grief 

See how my wretched sister eohe and wraa. 

Hare. Patience, dear niece ( good Titos, dry thine 
eye*. 

TiL Ah, li arena, Marcus 1 br^hm, well I wot* 

Tby napkin cannot drink a tar W mine. 

For thou, poor man, hast drown’d it tritli thine own. 
Luc. An, my Lavinia, I will wipe thy cheeks. 

Tit. Mark, Marcus, mark 1 1 uiulentimd her aigna : 
Had she a tongue to speak, now would she ay 
That to her brother which 1 aid to thee. 

His napkin, with bis true tan all bewet. 

Can do no service oo her sorrowful cheeks. 

Oh, what a sympathy of woe ia this t 
Aa far from help as Umbo ia from bliss ! 

Enter Aauon. 

Aaron. Titus Andronious, my lord the emperor 
Sends thee this word, that if thou love thy ions, 

Let Marcus, Lucius, or thyself, old Titus, 

Or any one of you, chop off your hand, 

And send it to the king i he. fur the same, 

Will send the* hither both thy sons alive, 

And that shall lie the ransom for their fault 
Tit. Oh, gracious emperor ! oh, gentle Aaron! 

Did ever raven sinp so like a lark, 

That gives sweet tidings iff the sun’s uprise f 
With all my heart, 1 11 send the emperor my hand i 
Good Aaron, wilt thou help to chop ft off f 

Luc. Slav, father ; for that noble hand of thine, 

That hath thrown down so many enemies, 

Shall not be sent : my hand will serve the turn t 
My youth oou better spare my blood than you, 

And therefore mine shall save or brothers live*. 

Maro. Which of your hands hath not defended 
Rome, 

And rear’d aloft the bloody battle-axe, 
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Writing destruction on the enemy's castle f* 

Oh, none of both but are of high desert : 

My hand hath been but idle : let it serve 
To ransom mV two nephews from their death, 

Thai have I Kept it to a worthy end. 

Aaron. Nay, come, agree whose hand stall go along, 
For fear they die before their pardon oome. 

Marc. My hand shall go. 

Luc. By heaven, it shall not go ! 

Tit. Sirs, strive no more ; such wither'd herbs as time 
Are meet for plucking up, and therefore mine. 

Luc. Sweet father, if I shall be thought thy sod, 

Let me redeem my brothers both from death. 

Marc. And for our father's sake, and mother's care* 
Now let me show a brother's love to thee. 

Tit. Arne between you ; I will spare my hand. 
Luc. Then I 'll go fetch an axe. 

Marc. But I will use the afce. 

[Exeunt Lucius and Manets. 
Tit Oome hither, Aaron ; I 'll deceive them both : 
Lend me thy hand, and I will give thee mine. 

Aaron. If that be call'd deomt, I will be honest, 

And never, whilst I live, deceive men so : 

But I 'll deceive you in another sort, 

And that you 'll say, ere half an hour pass. [Atiti*. 

[He outt off Ti tea's hand. 

Enter Lucius and Manors. 

Tit. Now, stay year strife i what shall be is des- 
patch'd i 

Good Aaron, give his majesty my hand, 

Tell him, it was a hand that warded him 
From thousand dangers \ bid him bury it? 

More hath it merited, that let it have, 

As for my sons, say 1 aoeount of them 

• Cattle Theobtld changed fall to otaqoe. It W pfcM&fy 
put for stroagtyU, power. 
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As jewe If purchas'd at an easy price ; 

Ana yet dear too, because I bought mine own. 

Aaron. 1 go, Andronicus ; and, for tby hand, 

Look by-and-by to hare thy sons with thee. 

Their beads 1 mean ; oh, bow this villainy [Aiide. 
Doth fist me with the very thoughts*! 1 it ! 

Let tools do good, and fiur merAall for grace, 

Aaron will have his soul black like his free* [Ihrtt. 

Tit. Ok here 1 lift this one hand up to heaven, 

And bow dais feeble ruin to the earth: 

If any power pities wretched tears, 

To that 1 call : What, wilt thou kneel with me? 

[To Lavihia. 

Do, then, dear heart, fur heaven shall hear our prayen, 
Or with our sighs well breathe the welkin dim. 

And stain the sun with fog, os sometime clouds, 

When they do hug him in their melting bosoms. 

Marc. Oh brother, speak with possibilities, 

And do not break into these deep extremes. 

Tit. Is not my sorrow deep, having no bottom! 
Then be my passions bottomless with them. 

Mare. But yet, let reason govern tby lament. 

Tit. If there were reason for these miseries, 

Then into limits could I bind my woes : 

When heaven doth weep, doth not tlie earth o'erflow f 
If the winds rage, doth not the sea wax mad, 
Threatening the welkin with his big-swoll’n free f 
And wilt thou have a reason for this coil I 
1 am the sea. Hark how her sighs do blow : 

She is the weeping welkin, I the earth : 

Then must my sea be moved with her sighs ; 

Then must my earth with her continual tears 
Become a deluge, overflow'd and drown'd : 

For why! my bowels cannot hide her woes, 

But like a drunkard must 1 vomit them. 

Then give me leaver for losers will have leave 
To ease their stomachs with their bitter tongues. 
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Enter a Messenger with two heads and a hand. 

Mesten. Worthy Andronicui, ill art thou repaid 
For that good hand thou sent’st the emperor : 

Here are the beads of thy two noble semi, 

And here 's thy hand in scorn to thee sent back ; 

Thy griefs their sports : thy resolution mock'd : 

That woe is me to think upon thy woes, 

More than remembrance of my father's death. [Exit* 
Marc. Now let hot -®tna cool in Sicily, 

And he my heart an ever-burning hell : 

These miseries are more than may be borne. 

To weep with them tiuit weep doth ease some deal ; 

But sorrow flouted at is double death. 

Luc. Ah, that this sight should moke so deep a wound. 
And yet detested life not shrink thereat ! 

That ever death should let life bear his name, 

Where life hath no more interest hut to breathe ! 

[Lavinia hmes Titub. 
Marc. Alas, poor heart, that aiss is comfortless, 

As frozen water to a starved snake. 

Tit. When will this fearful slumber have an end 9 
Marc. Now farewell flattery : Die Andronicus ; 
Thou dost not slumber : see thy two -sons 1 heads. 

Thy warlike hand ; thy mangled daughter here ; 

Thy other banish'd son with this dear sight 
Struck pale and bloodless ; and thy brother, I, 

Even Luce a stony image, cold and numb. 

Ah, now no more will I control ray griefs : 

Rend off thy silver hair, thy other hand 
Gnawing with thy teeth ; and be this dismal sight 
The closing up of our most wretched eyes : 

Now is a time to storm ; why art thou still 9 
Tit. Ha , ha, ha ! 

Marc. Why dost thou laugh 9 it fits not with this 
hour. 

Tit. Why, 1 have not another tear lo shedi 
vol. x. 2 d 
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1 Besides, this w nof a* an auomy, 

; And would usurp upon my watrey eyes, 

* And make than blind wits tributary taut. 

Then, which way chall I And mtan'i cavel 
I Far three two hands do seam to speak to me, 
And threat me, 1 aholl oarer c+y& to bliss, 

Till all there nieehiatb be return'd Again, 
i Even in their throats that have committed them. 

Come, let nae are what task 1 bare to do. 

J You heavy people, circle me about. 

That 1 may turn me to each one of you, 

And ewear unto my eonl to right your wrongs. 

I The vow is made. Come, brother, take a itead, 
And in this hand the other will I bear. 


And, iAvkria, thou ehalt be employ'd in these things. 
Bear thou my hand, sweet wench, between thy twih : 
As ft* thee, bey, go get thee from my eight ; 

Thou art an exile, usd thou must not stay : 

Hie to the Goths, and raise an army there ; 

And if you love me, as I think you do, 

Let 'a Idas and part, ft* we have much to do. 

uteewn* Tirua, MabcUs, and Laviwia. 
Law. Farewell, Andranicus, my noble fldher ; 

The wofall’ft man that ever liv’d in Rome 1 
Farewell, pond Roma, till Lucius coma again : 

He leaves his pledgee, dearer than his life, 
avinia, my 


dearer than Us life. 


Farewell, Larinia, ay noble sister t 
O, would thou wart as thou toftee bast bean ! 

But now, nor Lucius, nor Levin is, lives 
But in oblivion and hateftil griefti s 
If Lucius live, he will requite your wrongs, 

And make proud Saturnine and bis empress 
Bag at the gates like Tarquin and his quean. 

New will I to the Goths, and raise a power, 

to bo reveng'd on Rome and Saturnine. [Bait Lucius. 


I 

! 
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SCENE II . — A Boom in Titus’* Bourn. 4 frwf** 
aet out > 


JSn/tfr Titus, Mabocs, Laviwia, and Young 
Lucius, a toy. 

TVt So, to ; now sit: and look you eat no men 
Than will preserve just so much strength in os 
As will revenge these bitter woes of ours. 

Marcus, unknit that sanow-wreathen knot ; 

Thy niece and I, poor creatures, want our bands, 

And cannot passionate our tenfold grief 

With folded arms. This poor right hand of mine 

Is left to tyrannise upon my breast ; 

And when my heart, all mad with misery, 

Beats in this hollow prison of my flesh, 

Then thus I thump it down. — 

Thou map of woe, that thus dost talk in signs ! 

[ft Livixii. 

When thy poor heart beats with outrageous beating, 
Thou canst not strike it thus to make it stiiL 
Wound it with sighing, girl, kill it with groans ; 

Or get some little knife betwom tby teeth, 

And just against thy heart make thou a holes 
That all the tears that thy poor eyes let fell 
May run into that sink, and, soaking in, 

Drown the lamenting fool in sea-salt tears. 

Metro. Fie, brother,- flel teach her not thus to lay 
Such violent hands upon her tends life. 

Tit. How now! has sorrow made thee dote already t 
Why, Marcus, no man should be mad but L 
What violent hands can she lay on her life f 
Ah, wherefore dost thou urge the name of hands $— 


• This msm Is only found in the folk of HU. Msssom 
■ays it * dess net eontribok saydrf so to the setts*." the 
post no doubt fett that sftst such tumultuous setka ssjoee use 
wanting. 
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T» bid Auu tell the tale twioe o'er. 

Hot Troy vu burnt, and be made miserable! 

O t handle not the ilteme, to talk of hands ; 

Leal we remember still that we have none. — 

Fie, fie, bow ftiuticly I equate my talk ! 

As If we ehould forget we bad nohifoda, 

If Marcus did not name the WOW og hands ! — 

Come, let '• Call to ; and, gentle girl, eat this : — 

Here is no drink ! Hark, Marcus, what she says 
I can interpret all her martyr'd signs ; — 

She says she drinks no other drink but tears, 

Brew'd with her sorrows, mesh’d upon her checks : — 
Specchlem complainer, I will learn thy thought ; 

In thy dumb action will I be as perfect 
As begging hermits in their holy prayers : 

Thou shall not sigh, nor hold thy stumps to heaven, 
Nor wink, nor nod. nor kneel, nor make a sign. 

But I, of these, will wrest an alphabet, 

And, by still practice, learn to know thy meaning. 

Boy. Quod grandsiie, leave these bitter deep laments ; 
Make my aunt merry with some pleasing tale. 

Mate. Alas, the tender boy, in passion mov'd, 

Doth weep to see bis gnndsiie's heaviness. 

TU. Peace, t e n d er sapling ; thou art made of tears, 
And tears will quickly melt thy life away.— 

[Marcus gtrikee the dieh with a knife . 
What dost thou strike at, Marcus, with thy knife 1 
Marc. At that that I have kill'd, my lord ; a fly. 
TU. Out on thee, murtherer 1 thou kill’st my heart; 
Min« eyes are cloy'd with view of tyranny : 

A deed of death, done on the innocent, 

Becomes not Titus' brother : Get thee gone ; 

I see thou art not for my company. 

Mate. Alas, my lord, I have but kill'd a fly. 

Tit, But how, if that fly had a father and mother! 
How would be hang his slender gilded wings, 

And buzz lamenting doings in the air 1 
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Poor harmless fly! 

That, with his pretty burring melody, 

Game here to make us merry ; and tnou hast kill'd him, 
Marc. Pardon me, sir; "t was a black ill-favour’d fly, 
Like to the empress’ Moor ; therefore 1 kill’d him. 

Tit. O, O, 6, 

Then pardon me for reprehending thee, 

For thou host done a charitable deed. 

Give me thy knife, I will insult on him ; 

Flattering myself, as if it were the Moor ; 

Gome hither purposely to poison me*— 

There ’■ for thyself, and that ’s for Tamora. — 

Ah, sirrah ! 

Yet, I think we are not brought so low, 

But that, between us, we can kill a fly, 

That comes in likeness of a coal-black Moor. 

Marc. Alas, poor man ! grief has so wrought on him. 
He takes false shadows for true substances. 

Tit. Gome, take away. — Lavinia, go with me : 

I ’ll to thy closet; and go read with thee 
Sod stories, chanced in die times of old. — 

Come, boy, and go with me ; thy sight is young. 

And thou ahalt read, when mine begins to d&ule. 

[Ewwtf. 
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ACT IV. 

SCENE I. — Bifort Titus'* Routt. 

Enter Titus and ILukOUS ; <AA~Yo«nf Lucres, and 
Lavinia rmm m g after him, the boy fifing from 
her with k is books tender hie arm. 

Boy. Help, gramisire, help ! my aunt Lavinia 
Follow* me erer y w h srs, I know not why. 

Good uncle Marcus. see bow swift she comes ! 

Alas, sweet aunt, 1 know not what you mean. 

Marc. Stand by me, Lucius ; do not few thy aunt 
Tit She lores that, boy, too well to do thee harm. 
Boy. Ay. when my father Was in Rome die did. 
Marc. What moons my nieoe Larinia by tbeee signs f 
Tit Fear her not, Lucius : somewhat doth she mean. 
See, Lucius, tot, how much sbe makes of thee: 
Somewhither would she hare thee go with her. 

Ay, boy, Cornelia never with more care 
Read to her sen than she hath read tetbee, 

Sweet poetry, and Tally's Orator : 

Const thou not guess wherefore die plies thee thus ! 

Boy. My lord, I know not, 1, nor can 1 guess, 
Unless some fit at frenzy do posse* her : 

For I have heard my grandsue say full oft, 

Extremity of griefs would make men mad : 

And I hare read that Hecuba of Troy 
Ran mad through sorrow : That made me to fear ; 
Although, my lord, 1 know my noble aunt 
Loves me as dear as e’er my mother did, 

And would not, but in Airy, fright my vouth : 

Which made me down to throw my books, and fly, 
Ca u se le ss, perhaps : but pardon me, sweet aunt : 

And, madam, if my uncle Marcus go, 
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I will moit willingly attend your ladyship. 

Marc. Lucius, l will. [Lavinia turns over the 
books which Lucius has let fall. 
Ttt . How now, Lavinia? Marcus, what means this? 
Some book there is that she desires to see : 

Which is it, girl, of these 1 open them, boy. 

But thou art deeper read, and better skill’d : 

Come, and take choice of all my library ; 

And so beguile thy sorrow, till the heavens 
Reveal the damn'd contriver of this deed. 

What book? 

Why lifts she up her arms In sequence thus 1 
Marc. 1 think she means that there was more than quo 
Confederate in the fact ; — ay, more there was : 

Or else to heaven she heaves them for revenge. 

Tit Lucius, what book is that she tosseth so? 

Boy. Grandsire, ’t is Ovids Metamorphoses ; 

My mother gave it me. 

Marc. For love of her that ’s gone, 

Perhaps, she cull'd it from among the rest 
Tit. Soft ! How busily she turns the leaves ? 

Help her : what would she find 1 Lavinia, shall 1 read ? 
This is the tragic tale of Philomel, 

And treats of Tereus’ treason and his rape ; 

And rape, I fear, was root of thine onnov. 

Marc. See, brother, see ; note how she quotes* the 
leaves. 

Tit. Lavinia, wert thou, thus surpris’d, sweet girl, 
Ravish'd and wrong’d as Philomela was, 

Forc'd in the ruthless, vest, and gloomy woods? 

See, see ! Ay, such a place there is where we did hunt, 
(O had we never, never hunted there H 
Pattern'd by that the poet here describes, 

By nature made for murthers and for rapes. 

More. 0, why should nature build so foul a den, 
Unless the gods delight in tragedies? 

* gsotot— obMXTW, searches through. 
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Tit. Give signs, evert girl,— for ben an MM bul 
friends, — 

What Roman lord it was durst do the deed f 
Or slunk not Saturnine, as Tarquin erst, 

That left the camp to nn in Lucrece' bed. 

Mare. Sit down, sweet niece; biether, sit down bj 
roe. ft 

Apollo, Pallas, Jove, or Mercury, 

Inspire me that I may this treason find. 

My lord, lock here ; rook here, Lavinia. 

[He i writes his name with hit staff* and guides 
it wttA feet and mouth. 

This sandy plot is nlain ; guide, if ibou cans!, 

This, after me. I have writ my name, 

Without the help of any hand at all. 

Curs'd be that heart that forc'd us to this shift ! 

Write thou, good niece, and here display at last. 

What God will have discover'd for revenge. 

Heaven guide thy pen to print thy sorrows nlain, 

That we may know the traitors and the truth l 

[57ie takes the staff in her mouth , and guides 
it with her stumps , and writes. 

TiL Oh, do ye read, my lord, what she hath writ! 
w Stuprum, Chiron, Demetrius." 

Marc. What, what ! die lustful sons of Tamara, 
Performers of this heinous, bloody deed? 

TiL Magni Dominator poli, 

Tam lentus audit seder at torn leutus tides t 
Marc. Oh, calm thee, gentle lord ; although I know 
There is enough written agon this earth 
To stir a mutiny in the mildest thoughts, 

And arm the minds of infants to exclaims. 

My lord, kneel down with me ; Lavinia, kneel ; 

And kneel, sweet boy, the Roman Hector's hope ; 

And swear with me,— as with the woflil fere,* 

And father of that chaste dishonour'd dame, 

* Fere a compaulon, and hers a husband. 
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Lord Junius Bratus sware for Lucrece' rape,— 

That we will prosecute, by good advice, 

Mortal revenge upon there traitorous Goths, 

And see their blood, or die with this reproach. 

Tit ’T is sure enough, an you knew how ; 

But if you hunt these bear-whelps, then beware : 

The dam will wake, and if she wind you once, 

She ’s with the lion deeply still in league, 

And lulls him whilst she playeth on her back, 

And when lie sleeps will she do what she list 
You are a young huntsman, Marcus ; let it alone ; 
And, come, 1 will go get a leaf of brass, 

And with a gad of steel will write these words, 

And lay it by : the angry northern wind 
Will blow there sands like Sibyls 1 leaves abroad, 

And where ’s your lesson then f Boy, what say you 1 
Boy. I say, my lord, that if I were a man, 

Their mother's bed chamber should not be safe, 

For these bad bondmen to the yoke of Rome. 

Afore. Ay, that 's my boy ; thy father hath full oft 
For his ungrateful country done the like. 

Boy. And, uncle, so will I, an if 1 live. 

T\t Co me, go with me into mine armoury ; 

Lucius, I 'll fit thee ; and withal my boy 
Shall carry from me to the empress 1 sons 
Presents that I intend to send them both : 

Come, come, thou It do thy message, wilt thou notf 
Boy. Ay, with my- dagger in their bosoms, grandsire. 
Tit No, boy, not so ; I HI teach thee another course. 
Lavinia, come *, Marcus, look to my house ; 

Lucius and I 'll go brave it at the court : 

Ay, marry, will we, sir; and we ’ll be waited an. 

[Exeunt Titos, Lavinia, and Boy* 
Marc. 0 heavens] can you hear a good man groan, 
And not relent, or not compassion hhnf 
Marcus, attend him in his extasy, 

That bath mure scars of sorrow in his heart. 
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Thu fbsmen's mark* upon hi* batter'd shield ; 

But yet to just, that lie will not revenge: 
j ftevenfB the hmvaos far old Ambon iom. [Bdfc 

{ SCRUB II.— A Boom hi the Paha. 

1 Enter Asaow, Chikoit, and D Amins at one door / 
at another door Young Locum mM Attendant, i wU 
o bundle of teeapone, and vermt written upon them. 

! Chi. Demetrius, here ’• the eon of Lucius ; 

! He hath some message to deliver us. 

Aaron. Aj, some mad manage than his mad grand- 
father. 

Boy. Mj lards, with all the humbleness I may, 

I greet your honours from Androoiou; 

And pray the Roman gods confound you both. [ Aeide . 
DemeL Gramercy, lovely Lucius, what 's the news! 
Boy. That you an both decipher'd, that i the news, 
For villains mark’d with rape [Aeide]. May it please 
you, 

My grandsin, well advis'd, hath sent by me 
The goodliest weapons of his armoury, 

To gratify your honourable youth, 

The hope of Rome; for so he bad me my t 
And so I do, and with his gifts present 
Your lordships, that, whenever you have need. 

You may be aimed and appointed well. 

And to I leave you both : [Aeide 1 like bloody villains. 

[Exewti Boy and Attendant 
Demet. What ’• beret a scroll ; and written round 
about! 

Let’s see: 

u Integer vita eeeterieque purue, 

Hon epet Mauri jaculue, me orcu." 

Chi O 't is a verse in Horace; I know it well : 

I read it in the grammar bug ago. 
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Aaron. Ay, just a verse in Horace;* right, you 
have it 

Now, what a thing it i« to be an aa ! 

Here ’■ no sound jest ! the old man hath found their 
guilt, 

And sends the weapons wrapp'd about with lines, 

That wound, beyond their feeling, to the quick : 

But were our witty empress well a-foot, 

She would applaud Andronicus' conceit. 

But let her rest in her unrest awhile. [ The preceding 

seven tines are spoken aside. 
And now, young lords, was 't not a happy star 
Led us to Rome, strangers, and more than so, 

Captives, to be advanced to this height f 
It did me good, before the palace gate, ' 

To brave the tribune in bis brother's hearing. 

Demet. But me more good, to see so great a lord 
Basely insinuate, and send us gifts. 

Aaron . Had he not reason, lord Demetrius J 
Did you not use bis daughter very friendly t 

Demet. 1 would we had a thousand Roman dames 
At such a bay by turn to Serve our lust. 

Chi. A charitable wish, and full of love. 

Aaron. Here lacks but your mother for to say 
Amen. 

Chi. And that would she for twenty thousand more. 
Demet. Come, let us go, and pray to all the gods, 
For our beloved mother in her pains. 

Aaron. Pray to the devils ; the gods have given us over. 

[Aside. Trumpets sound. 
Demet. Why do the emperor's trumpets flourish 
thusY 

Chi. Belike, for joy the emperor hath a son. 

Demet. Soft ; who comes here f 

• Ay, just a vem to Horace— merely a vine In Hones* As 
oommoD punctuation Is, “ Ay, just ! A verse, M Ire. 
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Enter Now, rtkk a bla ckam oor okild. 

None. Good morrow, Ionia ; 

O, tell me, did you see Aaron, the Moorf 
Aaron. Weil, more, or 1 oml or ne'er a whit at all, 
Here Aaron ie ; and what with Aaron now ? 

None. O goalie Aaron, we dlhall undone! 

Now help, or woe betide thee evermore! 

Aaron. Why, what a caterwauling dost thou keep! 
What doet thou wrap and fumble in thine annaf 
Nvree. O, that wfuch 1 would hide from beaven'a 
eye,— 

Our em press’ shame, and stately Rome's disgrace; 

She is deliver'd, lords, she is deliver'd. 

Aaron. To whom? 

Nttne. I mean she is brought a-bed. 

Aaron. Well, God give her good rot i What bath 
he sent herf 
iVurw. A devil. 

Aaron. Why, then she is the devil’s darn ; a joyful 

jawre. 

A'urss. A joyless, dismal, black, and sorrowful issue: 
Here is the babe, as loathsome as a toad, 

Amongst die fhirest breeders of our clime. 

The em press sends it thee, thy stamp, thy seal. 

And bids thee christen it with thy flagger's point. 

Aaron. Out, you whore ! is black so base a hue? 
8weet blowse, you are a beauteous blossom sure. 
DomaU Villain, what hast thon done? 

Aaron. That which thou canst not undo. 

Chi. Thou hast undone our mother. 

Aaron. Villain, I have done thy mother. 

Demat. And therein, hellish dog, thou hast undone. 
Woe to her chance, and damn’d her loathed choice 1 
Aocuis'd the offspring of so foul a fiend. 

CM. It shall not live. 

Aaron. It shall not die. 
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Nurte. Aaron, it must ; the mother wills it so. 
Aaron . What ! must it, nurse ? Then let no man 
but I 

Do execution on my flesh and blood. 

Demet. 1 11 broach the tadpole on my rapier’s point : 
Nurse, give it me; my sword shall soon despatch it 
Aaron. Sooner this sword shall plough thy bowels up. 

[Take* the Child from the Nurse. 
Stay, murtherous villains, will you kill your brother f 
Now, by the burning tapers of the sky, 

That shone so brightly when this boy was got, 

He dies upon my scimitar's sharp point 
That touches this my first-born son and heir. 

I tell you, younglings, not Enceladus, 

With all his threat 'ning band of Typhon’i brood, 

Nor great Alcides, nor the god of war, 

Shall seise this prey out of his father's hands. 

What, what i ye sanguine, shallow-hearted boys ! 

Te white-lim’d walls! ye ale-house painted signs! 
Coal-black is better than another hue, 

In that it scorns to bear another hue : 

For all the water in the ocean 

Can never turn the swan's black legs to white, 

Although she lave them hourly in the flood : 

Tell the empress from me, 1 am of age 
To keep mine own, excuse it how she can. 

Demet. Wilt thou betray thy noble mistress thus I 
Aaron. My mistress is my mistress ; this, myielf ; 
The vigour, and the picture of my youth : 

This before all the world do 1 prefer ; 

This, m&ugre all the world, will I keep saib, 

Or some of you shall smoke for it in Borne. 

Demet. By this our mother is for ever sham'd. 

Chi. Rome will despise her for this foul escape. 
Nurse. The emperor, in his rage, will doom her death. 
Chi. I blush to think upon this ignominy. 

Aaron. Why, there '• the privilege your beauty beam 
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j Fit, treache r ous bn*. that wall betray with blushing 
{ Tbr dose enact* and counsel* of the heart : 

| Here '» a young lad fram’d of anotiwv leer. 11 
; Look, bow (lie black slave smiles upon the fitfber, 

As who should say, ** Old lad, 1 am tluue own." 

He is your Ijruther, loads, sensibly lid 
Of that crlfddood that first gavtlife to you ; 

And from that womb, where you imprison'd were, 

He is eufmnchieed and como to light : 
j Nay, he is your brother hy the surer tide, 

Although my seal be stunned in his fece. 

Xurtc. Aaron, what shall I say unto the empress ¥ 
DtmeU Advise thee, Aaron, what is to lie done. 

And we will all sulscril* to thy advice: 

Have thou the child, so we may all tw safe. 

Aaron. Then sit we down, and let us all consult, 
My sou and 1 will have the wind of you : 

Keep there; now talk at pleasure of your safety. 
Demat How many women saw this child of hist 
Aaron. Why, so, brave lords: When we join in 
league 

I am a lamb ; but if you brave the Moor, 

The chafed boar, thi mountain liouess, 

Tlte ocean swellf &d 4 so as Aaron storms : 

But say, agaia| hoir many saw the child f 
Nurse. (fcpclia the midwife, and myself, 

And no one else but the deliver’d empress. 

Aaron. The empress, the midwife, and yourself: 
Two may keep counsel when the thud ’• away i 
Go to the empren, tell her this I mid : [He kttU hor. 
Wake, wake — so cries a pit prepar'd to the spit 
Hemet What mean’it thou, Aaron, wherefore didst 
thoutbisf 

4mm Oh, lord, sir, ’t is a deed of policy ; 

Shall ebe live to betray this guilt of our* T 
A long-tongued babbling gossip 1 No, lotd«, no: 

* Z**r— complexion, has. 
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And now b« it known to you my full intact 
Not far, one Muliteui lives, my countryman ; 

Mia wife but yesternight was brought to bed \ 

His child is like to her, fair as you an i 
Go pack* with him, ami give the mother gold, 

And tell them both the circumstance of all, 

And bow by this their child shall be advanc'd, 

And be received for the emperor’s heir, 

And substituted in the place of mine, 

! To calm this tempest whirling in the court ; 
i And let the emperor dandle him for his own. 

Hark ye, lords; ye see I have given her physic, 

> [Pointing to the Nurse. 

And you must needs bestow her fuueral ; 

The fields are near, and you are gallant grooms i 
This done, see that you take no longer days, 

But send the midwife presently to me. 

The midwife and the nune well made away, 

Then let the ladies tattle what they please. 

Chi. Aaron, I see thou wilt not trust the air with 
secrets. 

Demet. For this cate of Tamura, 

Herself and hen are highly bound to tide. 

J Exeunt Dimet, and Chi., bearing off the Nuria. 
aron. Now to die Goths, as swift as swallow flies; 
There to dispose this treasure in mine arms, 

And secretly to greet the empros’ friend* i 
Come on, you thick-lipp’d slave, I ’ll bear you hefitte; 
For it Is you that puts us to our shifts i 
I ’ll make you feed on berries, and op roots, 

And feed on curds and whey, and suck the goat, 

And cabin in a cave, and bring you up 
To be a warrior, and command a camp. 

* Pool — oontrivo— arTsngs. 
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SCENE UL-A pmUie Place m Bwii. 

Enter Tmn, Eiiooi, Young Locroa, flu# offer 
Gentleman, wttk iow, and Tmra fears tfe flrrpw 
with let tenmtkem. 

Tit. Cam%Marcue; corns, Afemsn ; thfcistheway i 
S ir boy, lot mo see your archery ; 

Look ye draw home enough, and 't a there straight. 
Terra* Aetna* retiqvit, be you remember'd, Marcus. 
She ’e gone, ahe '• fled. Sin, take you to your taola; 
You, cousins, shall go sound the ocean, 

And cast your nets. Happily, you may find her in the 
aea; 

Yet them 'a as little justice as at land : 

No; Publius and Sempmnius, you must do it : 

T is you must dig with mattock and with spad% 

And pierce the inmost centre of the earth ; 

Then, when you come to Pluto's region, 

I pray you, deliver him this petition; 

Tell him it is for justice and for aid, 

And that it domes from old Andronious, 

Shaken with sorrows in ungtateftil Borne. 

Ah, Boms ! well, well, I made thee miserable 
What time 1 threw the people's suffrages 
On him that tips doth tyrannise o’er me. 

Go, get you gone, and pray be c&refal all, 

And leave you not a man-of-war unsearch'd : 

This wicked emperor may have shipp'd bar hence; 

And, kinsman, then we may so pipe for justice. 

Mare. O, Publius, is not this a heavy case, 

To see thy noble uncle thus distract J 

Pub. Therefore, my lords, it highly ns 0000*9% 

By day and night t’ attend him carefully ; 

And feed his humour kindly as we may, 

TUI time beget some careful remedy. 

Metre. Kinsmen, his sorrows are past remedy. 
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{ Join with the Goths, and with revengeful war 
Take wreak on Rome for this ingratitude, 

I And vengeance on the traitor Saha mine, 
i Tit. Publius, how now ? how now, my master* f 
| What, have you met with her 1 
| Pub. No, my good lord ; but Pluto sends you word, 
I If you will have revenge from hell you shall : 

Marry, for Justice she is so employ'd, 

! He thinks, with Jove in heaven, or somewhere else, 

' So that perforce you must needs stay a time. 

Tit. He doth me wrong to feed me with delays. 

I 'll dive into the burning lake below, 

And pull her out of Acheron by the heels. 

Marcus, we ore but shrubs ; no cedars we, 

No big-bou’d men, fram’d of the Cyclops* size ; 

But metal, Marcus, steel to the very back, 

Yet wrung with wrongs more than our backs can bear : 
And sith there is no justice in earth nor hell, 

We will solicit heaven, and move the gods, 

To send down justice for to wreak our wrongs. 

Come to this gear ; you are a good archer, Marcus. 

[He gives them the arrows . 
Ad JovetKj that ’s for you ; here, ad Apolionem : 

Ad Mortem , that ’s for myself ; 

Here, boy, to Pallas ; here, to Mercury : 

To Saturn, Caius, not to Saturnine, 

You were os good to shoot against die wind. 

To it, boy : Marcus; loose when 1 bid : 

Of my word, I have written to effect, 

There ’s not a god left unsolicited. 

Marc. Kinsmen, shoot all your shafts into the court : 
We will afflict th^, emperor in bis pride. 

Tit. Now, masters, draw. Oh, well said, Lucius ! 

[They shoot. 

Good boy, in Virgo's lap ; give it Pallas. 

Marc . My lord, I aim a mile beyond the moon ; 
Your letter is with Jupiter by this. 
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Tit. Ha, ha ! Publius, Publius, what hast thou <K no ? 
See, see, thou hast shot off one of Taurus' horns. 

Marc. This was the sport, my lord : when Publius 
shot, 

The Bull, being gall'd, gave Ann such a knock, 

That down fell both the Ram's home m the court. 

And who should find them but die empress’ villain : 
Bbe laugh'd, and told the Moor he should not choose 
Bat give them to his master for a present. 

Tit. Why, there it goes : God give your lordship Joy 

Enter Clown, with a basket , and two pigeons in it. 


TO. News, news from heaven ! Marcos, the post is 
come. 

Sirrah, what tidings? have yon any letters f 
Shall I have justice ? what says Jupiter ? 

Clown. Ho ! the gibbet-maker ? be says that he hath 
taken them down again, for the man must not be hanged 
till the next week. 

Tit. But what says Jupiter, I ask thee? 

Clown. Alas, sir, I know not Jupiter: 

I never drank with him in all my life. 

Tit. Why, villain, ait not thou the carrier ? 

Clown. Ay, of my pigeons, sir; nothing else. 

Tit. Why, didst thou not oome from heaven? 

Clown. From heaven? alas, sir, I never came there. 
God forbid I should be so bold to press to heaven in my 
young days ! Why, I am going with my pigeons to the 
tribunal Pleba, to take up a matter of brawl betwixt 
my uncle and one of the imperial’s mm. 

Marc. Why, Sfe, that is hi fit sis can be to serve for 
your oration ; and let him deliver the pigeons to the 
'•eatoeror from yon. 

TIL Tell me, can you deliver an oration to the em- 
peror with a grass 9 

Clown. Nay, tnl y, sir? I could never say grace in 
all my life. 
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I Tit. Sirrah, come hither ; make no more ado, 

I But give your pigeons to the emperor : 

| By me thou shalt have justice at his hands. 

I Hold, hold ; meanwhile, here ’• money for thy charges. 
Give me pen and ink. 

• Sirrah, can you with a grace deliver a supplication? 

Cloum. Ay, sir. ^ 

1 Tit. Then here is a supplication for you. And when [ 
1 you come to him, at the first approach you must kneel ; ' 

I then kiss his foot ; then deliver up your pigeons; and 
i then look for your reward. 1 11 be at hand, sir ; see you 
do it bravely. 

Chum. I warrant you, sir, let me alone. 

Tit. Sirrah, hast thou a knife? Gome, let me see it. 
Here, Marcus, fold it in the oration, 

For thou hast made it like an humble suppliant 
And when thou hast given it the emperor, 

Knock at my door, and tell me what be says. 

Clown. God be with you, bit ; I will. [Exit. 

Tit. Come, Marcus, let us go; Publius, follow me. 

[Exeunt 

SCENE IV.— Before the Palace. 

Enter Satubnimus, T amor a, Chirop, Dbmetrius, 
Lords, and others. The Emperor brings the arrows 
in his hand that Titus shot at him. 

Sat. Why, lords, what wrongs are these? was ever 
seen 

An emperor in Rome thus overborne, 

Troubled, confronted thus ; and, for the extent 
Of egal Justice, used in such contempt f 
My lords, you know, as do the mightful gods, 

However these disturbers of our peaoe 

Buss in the people's ears, there nought hath paa'd, 

But even with la#, against the wilfbl sons 
Of old Andronicus. And what an if 

i ? 
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Hif sorrows have to overwhelm'd his wits; 

| Shall we be thus afflicted in hit wreaks, 

. His fits, his fancy, and his bitterness f 
' And now, he writes to heaven for his redress ; 

1 See, here s to Jove, and this to Mercury, 

This to Apollo, this to Hie god of war : 

Sweet scrolls to fly about the streetamf Rome ! 

What ’■ this, but libelling against Hie senate, 

And blasonmg our unjusUce everywhere f 
A goodly humour, is it not, my lords f 
As who would say, in Rome no justice were : 

But if 1 li\e, his feigned extasies 
Shall lie no shelter to these outrages ; 

But he and his sliall know tliat Justice lives 
In Satuminus' iiealtli, whom, if lie sleep, 

He Ml so awake, as he in fury shall 
Cut off the proud st conspirator tliat lives. 

Tam. My gracious lord, my lovelv Saturnine, 

Lord of my life, commander of my thoughts, 

Calm thee, and bear the faults of Titus' age, 

Tli’ effects of sorrow for his valiant sons, 

, Whose loss hath pierc'd him deep, and scarr'd his heart; 

( And rather comfort lus distressed plight. 

Than prosecute Die meanest or the best 

For these contempts : Why, thus it shall become 

High-witted Tamora to gloee with all : 

But, Titus, 1 have toufch'd thee to the quick, 

Thy life-blood out : if Aaron now be wise, 

Then is all safe, the anchor ’s in the port [Aside. 

Enter Clown. 

How now, good fellow, wouldst thou speak with usf 
Clown, Yea, forsooth, an your misterahip be imperial. 
Tam. Empress I am, but yonder sits the emperor. 
Clown. ’T is he. God and saint Stephen give you 
good den ; I have brought you a letter and a couple of 
pigeons here. [Saturn inub reads the letter. 
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Sat. Go, take him away, and hang him presently. 
Clown. How much money must I have? 

Tam. Come, sirrah, you must be hang'd. 

Clown. Hanged ! by 'r lady then I have brought up 
a neck to a fair end. [Exit, guarded. 

Sat Despiteful and intolerable wrongs ! 

Shall I endure this monstrous villainy? 

I know from whence this same device proceeds : 

May this be borne, as if his traitorous sons, 

That died by law for murther of our brother, 

Have by my means been butcher'd wrongfully ? 

Go, drag the villain hither by the hair ; 

Nor age, nor honour, shall shape privilege : 

For this proud mock I ’ll be thy slaughter-man ; 

Sly frantic wretch, that holjwt to make me great, 

In hope thyself should govern Rome and me. 

Enter ^Ehxlius. 

Sat. What news with thee, j¥)milius ? 

JEmil. Arm, my lords ; Rome never had more cause ! 
The Goths have gather'd head, and with a jwwer 
Of high-resolved men, bent to the spoil, 

They hither march amain, under conduct 
Of Lucius, son to old Andronicus ; 

Who threats in course of this revenge to do 
As much as ever Coriolanus did. 

Sot. Is warlike Lucius general of the Goths? 

These tidings nip me ; and I hang the head* 

As flowers with frost, or ‘grass beat down with storms : 
Ay, now begin our sorrows to approach : 

T is he the oommon people love so much ! 

Mys elf hath often heard them say, 

(When I have walked like a private man,) 

That Lucius’ banishment was wrongfully, 

And they have wish'd that Lucius were their emperoi . 
Tam. Why should you fear? is not your city 
strong? 
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Sat Ay, but the citizeus favour Lucius, 

And will revolt from me, to succour him. 

Tam. King, be tliy thoughts imperious, like thy 
name. 

Is the sun dimm’d, that gnats do fly in it t 
The eagle suffers little lords to sing, 

And is not careful what they mean thereby, 

Knowing that with the shadow of hff wipg 
He can at pleasure stint their melody. 

Even so mayst thou the giddy men of Home ! 

Ttien cheer thy spirit : for know, thou eiu]ieror, 

I I will enchant the old Andronicus, 

With words more sweet, and yet more dangerous 
I Than baits to fitl^ or honey-stalks to sheep ; 

I When as the one is wounded with tha bait, 

| The other rotted with delicious feed. 

{ S at. But he will not entreat liis son for us. 

Tam. If Tamora entreat him, then lie will ; 

! For 1 can smooth arid fill his aged ear 
With golden promises, that, were his heart 
| Almost impregnable, liis old ears deaf, 

Yet should both ear and lieart obey my tongue. 

Go thou before to be our embassador ; [ To i£uiLiua. 

Bay that the emperor requests a parley 
Of warlike Lucius, and appoint the meeting. 

Sat. A&miliug, do this message honourably ; 

And if he stand on hostage for Ids safety, 

Bid him demand what pledge will pleuse him best. 
Mmil . Your bidding shall I do effectually. 

[Exit vEmilius. 

Tam. Now will I to that old Andronicus ; 

And temper him, with all Use art I have, 

To pluck proud Lucius from the warlike Goths. 

Ana uow, sweet emperor, be blithe again, 

And bury all thy fear in my devices. 

Sat. Then go successantly, and plead to him. 

[Exotmt 
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ACT V. 

SCENE I . — Plains near Rome. 

Flourish . Enter Lucius, with an army of Goths, 
with drum. 

Luc. Approved warriors, and my faithful friends, 

I have received letters from great Rome, 

Which signify wliat luite they bear their emperor, 

And how desirous of our sight tltey are. 

Tlierefore, great lords, be, as your titles witness, 
Imperious and impatient of your wrongs ; 

And wherein Rome hath done you any scoitb, 

Let him make treble satisfaction. 

Goth. Brave slip, sprung from the great Andronicus, 
Whose name WM ouce our terror, now our comfort ; 
Whose high exploits, and honourable deeds, 

Iugratcful Rome requites with foul contempt, 

Be bold in us ; we 'll follow where thou lead’st. 

Like stingiug l>ees in .hottest ' summer’s day, 

Led by their master to the, flower'd fields, 

And be aveng'd on mined Tftmpra : 

And, as he saith, so say we all with him. 

Luc. I humbly thank him, and I thank, you all. 

But who comes Lwe, led by a lusty doth ¥ 

Enter a Goth, leading A\H,pN with his child w* his 
qrms. 

Goth. Renowned Lucius, from our troops I, stay'd, 
To gaze upon a ruinous monastery, 

Annas I earnestly did fix mine eye 
Upon the wasted building, suddenly 
I heard a child cry underneath a wall : 

I mode unto the uoise, when soon I heard 
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The crying balie control I'd with this discourse: 

“ Peace, tawny slave, half me, and half tliy dam ' 

Did not thy hue bewray whose brat thou art, 

Had nature lent thee but tby mother’s look, 

Villain, thou mightst have been an emperor. 

But where the bull and cow are both milk-white, 

They neve’ do beget a coal-black calf s 
Peace, villain, peace ! ” — even thufire sates the bal»c, — . 

“ For I must bear thee to a trusty Goth, J 

Who, when he knows thou art the empress' babe, 

Will hold tliee dearly for thy mother’s sake." 1 

With this, iny weapon drawn, I rush'd upon him, I 

Surpris'd him suddenly, and brought him hither 
To use as you think needful of the man. 

Luc. Oh worthy Goth, this is the incarnate devil 1 

That robb'd Andronicus of his good hand : I 

This is tlie pearl that pleas’d your e m press’ eye ; I 

And here ’• the base fruit of his "burning lust. 

Say, wall-eyed slave, whither wouldst thou convey 
This growing image of tby fiendlike face? 

Why dost not speak f what, deaf f not a word ¥ 

A baiter, soldiers ; hang him on this tree, 

And by his side his fruit of bastardy. I 

Aaron. Touch not the boy, he is of royal blood. 

Luc . Too like the sire for ever being good. 

First hang the child, that be may see it sprawl ; i 

A sight to vex die father’s soul withal. 

Aaron. Get me a ladder ! “ Lucius, save the child, , 
And bear it from me to the empress : 

If thou do this, I ’ll show thee wond'rous things, I 

That highly may advantage thee to hear ; 

If tlum wilt not, befall glut may befall, 

1 11 speak no more, but vengeance rot you all. 

* Oet me a ladder. These words belong to the Mooi iu all 
the old editions. He may mean, execute me, but save the 
child! In modern copies Lucias is made to call for the 
ladder. 
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Luc . Say on, and if it please me which thou speak’st, 
Thy child shall live, and I will see it nourish'd. 

Aaron. And if it please thee? why, assure thee, 
, Lucius, 

i T will vex thy soul to hear what I shall speak ; 

For I must talk of murtliers, rapes, and massacres, 

Acts of black night, abominable deeds, 

Complots of mischief, treason, villainies 
Ruthful to hear, yet piteously perform’d ; 

And tliis shall all be buried by my death, 

Unless thou swear to me my child shall live. 

Luc. Tell on thy mind ; 1 say thy child shall live. 
Aaron. Swear that he shall, and then I will begin. 
Luc. Who should I swear by 9 thou heliev’st no 
God; 

That granted, how canal thou believe an oath ? 

Aaron. What if I dp not, as indeed I do not : 

Yet, for 1 know thou art religious, 

And hast a thing within thee called conscience, 

With twenty popish tricks and ceremonies, 

Which I have seen thee careful to observe, 

Therefore I urge thy oath ; for that 1 know 
An idiot holds his bauble for a God, 

And keeps the oath which by that God he swears : 

To that 1 ’ll urge him : therefore thou shalt vow 
By that same God, what God soe’er it be, 

That thou ador’st, and hast in reverence, 

To save my boy, to nourish, and bring him up ; 

Or else I will discover nought to thee. 

Luc. Even by my God I swear to thee I will. 
Aaron. First know thou, I begot him on the empress. 
Luo. Oh most insatiate, luxurious woman ! 

Aaron. Tut, Lucius, this was but a deed of charity, 
To that which thou shalt hear of me anon. 

T was her two sons that murther’d Bassianus ; 

# They cut thy sister’s tongue, and ravish'd her, 

And cut her hands, and trimm’d her as thou rawest. 
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Luc, Ob, detutable villain ! call's! tbou that trim- 
ming f 

Aaron. Why, site vas wash'd, and cut, and triramU 
And *t was trim sport for tbmn tliat had. tlae doing of it 
Luc. Oh, barbarous, beastly villains, like thyself! 
Aaron. Indeed, I was their tutor to iustruct them s 
That codding spirit had they from^heir mother, 

As sure a card as ever won llie set : 

That bloody mind I think they leoru'd of me, 

As true a dog as ever fought at head : 

Well, let my deeds be witness of my worth. 

1 train'd thv brethren to tltat guileful liole. 

Where the dead corpse of Bassianus lay : 

I wrote the letter that thy fatlier found, 

And hid the gold within the letter mention'd ; 
Confederate with the queen and her two suns. 

And what not done, that thou l^st cause to rue. 
Wherein I had no stroke of mischief in it f 
I play'd the cheater for thy father's hand : 

And, when 1 had it, drew myself apart, 

And almost broke my heart with extreme laughter. 

I pry'd me through the crevice of a wall, 

When, for his hand, be had his two sons* heads; 

Beheld his tears, and laugh'd so heartily. 

That both mine eyes were raitay like to his : 

And when I told the empress of this sport. 

She swounded almost at my pleasing tale. 

And for my tidings gave me twenty kisses. 

Goth. What, const thou say all this, and never blush 9 
Aaron. Ay, like a black dog, as the saying is. 

Luc, Art thou not sorry for these heinous deeds f 
Aaron. Ay, that I had not done a thousand more. 
Even now I curse the day, — and yet 1 think 
Few come within the compass of my curse, — 

Wherein I did not some notorious ill : 

As kill a man, or else devise his death ; 

Ravish a maid, or plot the way to do it; 
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Accuse some innocent, and forswear myself ; 

Set deadly enmity between two friends ; 

Make poor men's cattle break their necks; 

Set Arc on bams and haystacks in the night, 

And bid the owners quench them with their tears : 

Oft have I digg’d up dead men from their graves, 

And set them uprignt at their dear friends' door. 

Even when their sorrows almost were forgot ; 

And on their skins, as on the bark of trees, 

Have with my knife carved in Roman letters, 

“ Let not your sorrow die, though 1 am dead." 

Tut, I have done a thousand dreadful things 
As willingly os one would kill a fly ; 

And nothing grieves me heartily indeed, 

But that I cannot do ten thousand more. 

Luc. Bring down the devil, for he must not die 
So sweet a death as hanging presently. 

Aaron. If there be devils, would I were a devil, 

To live and burn in everlasting fire, 

So I might have your company in hell, 

But to torment you with my bitter tongue! 

Luc. Sirs, stop his mouth, and let him speak no 
more. 

Enter a Goth. 

Goth. My lord, there is a messenger from Rome 
Desires to be admitted to your presence. 

Luc. Let him come near. 

Enter ASkilius. 

Welcome, .flSrailiu* : What 's the news from Borne f 
AEmil. Lord Lucius, and you princes of the Goths, 
The Roman emperor greet* you all by me ; 

And, for he understands you are in arms, 

He craves a parley at your father's house, 

Willing you to demand your hostages, 

And they shall be immediately deliver'd. 
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Goth. What ttjri our general I 
Luc. yEmilius, let the emperor give hie pledgee 
Unto mj IhUwr, and my uncle Marcus, 

And we will come : march away. [ Flourish. E x eun t . 

( SCENE II.— Before Titus'* Howe. 

Enter Tamo ha, Cuiron, and DAtvraius, disguised. 

Tam. Thus in this strange anil sail habiliment 
I will encounter with Andronicus, 

And aay I am Revenge, sent from below, 

To join with him and right his lieinou* wrong*. 

Knock at hie study, where they say he keeps, 

To ruminate strange plots of dire revenge : 

Tell him Revenge is come to join with him, 

And work confusion on his enemies. 

[7%ey knock, and Titos opens his Study door . 
Tit. Who doth molest my contemplation T 
Is it your trick to make me ope the door, 

That so my sad decrees may fly away, 

And all my study be to no effect t 
You are deceiv'd, for wliat I mean to do 
See here in bloody lines I have set down j 
And what is written sluill lie executed. 

Tam. Titus, I am come to talk with thee. 

7Y*. No, not a word s how can 1 grace my talk, 
Wanting a hand to give it action f 1 

Thou hast the odd* of me ; therefore no more. 

Tam. If thou didst know me, thou wouldst talk with 

me. I 

Tit. I am not mad ; I know thee well enough. 

Witness this wretched stum]), witness these crimson lines, , 
Witness tltese trenches made by grief and care, 

Witness the tiring day and heavy night, 

Witness all sorrow, that I know thee well 
For our proud empress, mighty Tamora : 

Is not thy coming for my other hand f 
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I Tam. Know thou, sad man, I am not Tamora; 

She is thy enemy, and 1 thy friend. 

I am Revenge, sent from the infernal kingdom. 

To ease the gnawing vulture of thy mind, 

By working wreakful vengeance on thy foes : 
i Come down, and welcome me to this world's light ; 

I Confer with me of murther and of death. 

There ’§ not a hollow cave or lui king-place, 

No vast obscurity or misty vole, 

I Where bloody Murther, or detested Rape, 

I Can couch for fear, but I will find them out; 

1 And in their cars tell them my dreadfbl name — 

I Revenge — which makes the foul offenders quake. 

Tit. Art thou Revenge ? and art thou sent to me 
To be a torment to mine enemies ¥ 

Tam. I am ; therefore come down, and welcome me. 
Tit. Do me some service, ere I come to thee. 

Lo, by thy side where Rap, and Murther, stands ! 
Now give some ’surance that thou art Revenge ; 

Stab them, or tear them on thy chariot-wheels; 

And then 1 'll come and be thy waggoner, 

And whirl along with thee about the globes. 

Provide thee two proper palfreys, as black as jet, 

To liale thy vengeful waggon swift away, 

And find out murtherers in their guilty caves. 

And when thy car is loaden with their heads, 

I will dismount, and by the waggon-wheel 
Trot like a servile footman all day long, 

Even from Hyperion's rising in the east 
Until his very downfall in the sea. 

And, day by day, I 'll do this heavy task, 

So thou destroy Rapine and Murther there. 

Tam. These are my ministers, and come with me. 
Tit. Are they thy ministers ¥ what are they call'd f 
7bm. Rape and Murther ; therefore called so, 

'Cause they take vengeance of such kind of men. 

Tit. Good lord, how like the empress 1 sons they aro^ 
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* And yon the e m pre ss ! but we worldly men 
Have miserable, mad, mistaking eyes. 

Oh, sweet Revenge, now do I come to thee, 

' And. if (me arm’s enihracemen? will content thee, 

1 will embrace thee in it by-and-by. 

f T itus clotet hi* door. 
Tam. Tliis closing with him rlt||his lunacy. 
Wliatc’er 1 forge to feed his brain*8ickHts, 

Do you ujiliold, and maintain in your speeches ; 

For now he firmly takes me for Revenge, 

And, being credulous in this mad drought, 
j I 11 make him send for Larius, his son j 
' And, whilst I at a banquet hold him sure, 

| I 11 find some eittming prartice out of hand 
To scatter and disperse the giddy Goths, 

Or, at flie least, make them his enemies ; 

See, here he comes, and 1 must ply m\ theme 

Enter Titub. 

Tit. Long haw I l>een forlorn, and all for thee. 
Welcome, dread fhry, to my woful house; 

Rapine, and Murther, you are welcome too. 

How like the emmets and her sons you are ! 

Well are you fitted, had you but a Moor ! 

Could not all hell afford you such a devil ? 

For well 1 wot the empress never wags 
But in her company there is a Moor ; 

And, would you represent our queen aright, 

It were convenient you had suen a devil : 

But welcome as you are : What shall we do f 

Tam. Wh$t wouldst thou have u* do, Andronicust 
Demet, Show me a murtherer : I ’ll (leal with him. 
Chi. Show me a Villain that hath done a rape, 

And f am sent to be reveng’d on him. 

Tam. Shpw me & thousand, that have done thee wrong, 
And I will Be revenged on them all. 

Tit. Look “round about the Wicked streets of Rofoe, 
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And when thou find'st a man that ’s like thyself, 
Good Murtber, stab him ; he ‘s a murtherer. 

I Go thou with him ; and when it is thy hap 
I To Hod another that is like to thee, 

Good Rapine, stab him ; he is a revisher. 

Go thoa with them ; and in the emperor’s court 
There is a queen attended by a Moor ; 

Well mayat thou know her by thy own proportion, 

For up and down she doth resemble thee. 

I pray thee do on them some violent death : 

They have been violent to me and mine. 

Trim. Well hast thou lesson'd us ; this shall we do. 
But would it please thee, good Andronicus, 

To send for Lucius, thy thnce-valunt son, 

Who leads towards Rome a band of warlike Goths, 
And bid him come and banquet at thy house : 

When he is here, even at thy solemn feast, 

I will bring in the empress and her sons. 

The emperor himself, and all thy foes; 

And at thy mercy shall they stoop and kneel ; 

And on them shalt thou ease thv angry heart. 

What says Andronicus to this device! 

Enter Marcus. 

Tit Marcus, my brother, t is sad Titus calls. 

Go, gentle Marcos, to thy nephew Lucius : 

Thou shalt inquire him Out among the Goflii. 

Bid him Tepsir to me, and bring with hhn 
Some of the chiefest princes of the Goths ; 

Bid him encamp his soldiers where they are. 

Tell him the emperOr, and the empress tooj 
Feast at my house, and he shall feast with them. 

Tbis do tihoa for toy love ; And so let him, 

As he regards bis aged father's life. 

Marc. This will I do, And soon return again. {Exit. 
Tam. Now will I hence about thy business, 

And take my ministers along with me. 

Tit Nay, nay ; let Rape and Murther stay with me, 
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Or else 1 11 call my brother back again, 

And cleave to no revenge but Luciua 

Tam . What say you, boys? will you bide with him, 
Whiles 1 go tell ray lord the emperor, 

How I have govern’d our determin'd jest ? 

Yield to hie humour, smooth and ipeak him fain 
And tarry with him till 1 turn arain. [Aside. 

Tit. 1 know them all, tlioughwfey suppose me mad, 
And will o’erreach them in their own devices : 

A pair of cursed bell-bounds, and their dam. [Atide. 
Demet, Madam, depart at pleasure : leave us here. 
Tam. Farewell, Andronicus ; Revenge now goes 
To lay a com plot to betray thy foes. [Exit Tam. 

Tit. I know thou dost ; and, sweet Revenge, farewell. 
■ Chi. Tell us, old man, how shall we be employ'd ? 
Tit. Tut ! 1 have work enough for you to do. 
Publius, come bitlier, Caius, and Valentine. 


Enter Publius and others. 

Pub. What is your will ? 

Tit. Know you these two? 

Pub. The em pr ess* sons, I take them, Chiron, Deme- 
trius. 


Tit. Fie, Publius, fle ; thou art too much deceiv'd : 
The one is Murther, Rape is the other's name ; 

And therefore bind them, gentle Publius : 

! Caius, and Valentine, lay hands on them. 

I Oft have you heard me wish for such an hour, 
j And now I Am} it ; therefore bind them sure, 

| And stop their mouths if they begin to cry. 

1 [Exit Tit. Pub., %o, lay hold on Chi. and Dbmkt. 
I Chi. VilAins, forbear ! we are the empress’ sons. 

, Pub. And therefore do we what we are commanded. 

Stop close their mouths ; let them not speak a word ; 
l Is he sure bound? look that you bind them fast." 

* There is a stage direction here — Exeunt. They perhaps go 
within the curtain of the secondary stage, so that the bloody 
scene may be veiled. 
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I Enter Titus Awjiionicus with a knife , and Lavikia 

with a basin. 

1 Tu. Come, come, Lavinia; look, thy foes are bound : 

Sin, stop their mouths ; let them not speak to 
I But let them hear what fearful words I utter. 

Oh, villaius, Chiron and Demetrius! 

Here stands the spring whom you ltave stain'd with mud ; 
I Tins goodly summer with your winter mix'd. 

| You kill'd her husband ; and for that vild fault 
I Two of her brothers were condemu’d to death, 

My hand cut off, and made a merry iest • 

| Both her sweet hands, her tongue, and that more dear 
'Ilian hands or tongue, her spotless chastity, 

Inhuman traitors, you constiain’d and forc’d. 

What would you say if I should let you speak f 
Villains, for shame you could not beg for grace. 

Huik, wretches, how I mean to martyr you. 

This one hand yet is left to cut your throats. 

Whilst that Lavinia 'tween her stamps doth hold 
The basin that receives your guilty blood. 

You know your mother means to feast with me ; 

And calls herself Revenge, and thinks me mad. 

Haik, villains! I will grind your bones to dust, 

And with your blood and it I ’ll make a paste. 

And of the paste a coffin* l will rear, 

And make two pasties of your shameful heads, 

And bid that strumpet,. your unhallow’d dam, 

Like to the earth, swallow her own increase. 

This is the feast that I have bid her to, 

And this the banquet she shall surfeit on : 

For worse than Philomel you used my daughter ; 

And worse than Progn6 I will be reveng’d. 

And now prepare your throats : Lavinia, come, 

Receive Ike blood ; and when that they are dead, ‘ 

Let roe go grind then* bones to powder small, 

And with this hateful liquor temper it, 

• Coffin— the crust of a raised pie. 
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* And in (lot paste let tbeir vile lieads be bak'd. 
i Gome, come, be every oiw ofticimu 
, To make tins lianquet, wlm ii I with may prove 
{ More stem and bloody lluut llie centaur'* least. 

[He cull thnr throat*. 

Bo; now bring tliem in, for 1 11 play the cook, 

And am tliem ready against theicundlher comes. 

[Exeunt. 

SCENE III. — Titus's House. A Pavilion. 
Enter Lucius, Marcus, and the Goths, with Aaron. 
Lite. Uncle Marcus, since ’t is my father's mind, 

I That 1 repair to Rome, 1 am content. 

Goth. And outs, with thiue ; liefall what fortune will 
Luc. Good uncle, take you in this barbarous Moor, 
This ravenous tiger, this accursed devil $ 

. Let him receive no sustenance, fetter him, 

Till be be brought onto the empress' face, 

I For testimony m he* fbol proceedings : 

And am the ambush of our friends be strong i 
I fear the e mperor means no good to us. 

Aaron . Soon devil whisper curses in mine ear, 

And prompt me that my tongue may utter forth 
The venomous rtmlfce of my swelling heart 1 
i Luo. Away, inhuman (log, un hallow’d slave! 

Sin, help our uncle to convey him in. 

J Hie t rump et wow die e ut pmor is at band. [Flourish. 

Sound trumpets . Enter Saturn imus and Tamora, 
with Tribunes and others. 

Sat. What, bath the firmament more suns than me f 
Luc. What boots it thee to call thyself a eun f 
More. Rome's emperor, and nephew, bieak the parie ! • 
j These quartets must he quietly debated. 

The test is Wady, which the careful Titus 
ltyh ordained 4o an honourable end \ 

• Begts the pstfWjr. 
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For peace, for love, for league, and good to Rome : ; 

PleaM you, therefore, draw nigh, and take your places, j 
; Sat. Marcus, we will. [Hautboy*, j 

Enter Titub, like a cook , placing the meat on the ! 
table; Lavinia, t oith a ceil over her face ; Young I 
Lucius, and other a. j 

Tit. Welcome, my gracious lord; welcome, dread 
queen ; 

Welcome, ye warlike Goths ; welcome, Lucius ; 

| And welcome, all ; although the cheer be poor, 

' T will fill your stomachs ; please you eat of it. 

Sat. Why art thou thus attir'd, Andronicus f 
Tit. Because I would be sure to hare all well, 

1 To entertain your highness, and your empress. 

Tam. We are beholding to you, good Andronicus. 

Tit. An if your highness knew my heart, you were: 

My lord the emperor, resol re me this : 

Was it well done of rash Virginius, 

To slay his daughter with his own right band, 

Because she was enforc'd, stain'd, and defloar’d f 
Sat. It was, Andronicus. 

Tit. Your reason, mighty lord t 

Sat. Because the girl shottld not survive her shame, 

And by her presence still renew his sorrows. 

Tit. A reason mighty, strong, and effectual ; 

A pattern, precedent, and lively warrant, 

For me, most wretched, ’to perform the like. 

Die, die, Lavinia, and thy shame with thee, 

And with thy shame thy father’s sorrow die. 

[fie kills her. 

Sat. What hast thou done, unnatural and unkind f 
Tit. Kill’d her, for whom my tears have made me 
blind. 

I am as woful os Virginias was, 

And have a thousand times more aattse than he 
To do tibia outrage ; and it is now done. 
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Sal. Wlurt, was site ravish'd 1 tell, who did the deed ? 
Til. Will ’1 plense you eat, will 't please your high- 
ness teed? 

7am. Why liast thou slain thine only daughter? 

Til. Not 1 ; ’t was Chiron and Demetrius, 
i They ravish'd her, and cut awav her tpngue, 

1 And they, '( was they, tliat did heftgll this wrong. 

Sat. Go fetch them hither to us presently. 

TU. Why, there they are botli, tiaked in that pie, 
Whereof their motlier daintily liath fed, 

Eating the flash that she lierself hath bred. 

*T is true, ’t is true, witness my knife's sharp point. 

[7/e stabs Tamoha. 

Sal. Die, frantic wretch, for this accursed deed ! 

! [He kills Titus. 

Luc. Can the son's eye beltold his father bleed ? 
There s meed for meed ; death for a deadly deed. 

[He kills Saturninus. The people 
disperse in terror. 

Marc. You sad-fac'd men, people and sous of Rome, 
By uproars sever'd, like a flight of fowl 
Scatter'd by winds and high tempestuous gusts. 

Oh, let me teach you how to knit again 
This scatter'd corn into one mutual sheaf, 

These broken limbs again into one body — 

Horn. Lord. Lest ■ Borne herself he bane unto her* 
self; 

And she whom mighty kingdoms curtsy to, 

Like a forlorn and desperate castaway, 

Do shameful execution an herself. 

But if my frosty signs and chaps of age, 

Grave witnesses of true experience, 

Cannot Induce you to attend my words. 

Speak, Rome's dear friend, [To Lucius] as erst our 
ancestor, 

When with bis solemn tongue he did discourse 
■ Lett. The originals, 1st, 


Me tint III.] 


TITUS ANDRONICUS. 


483 


To lovesick Dido a tad attending ear, 

Tl»e story of that baleful burning night, 

When subtle Greeks surpris'd king Priam's Troy. 
Tell us what Sinon liatli bewitch'd our cars, 

Or who liath brought the fatal engine in 
Tliat gives our Troy, our Rome, the civil wound. 
My heart is not compact of flint uor steel, 

Nor can 1 utter all our bitter grief ; 

But floods of tears will drown my oratory, 

And break my very utterance, even in the time 
When it should move you to attend me mast, 
Lending your kind commiseration. 

Here is a captain ; let him tell the tale; 

Your hearts will throb and weep to hear him speak. 

Luc. Tlien, noble auditory, be it known to you, 
Tliat cursed Chiron and Demetrius 
Were they that murthered our emperor’s brother, 
And they it was that ravished our sister : 

For their fell faults our brothers were beheaded ; 
Our father's tears despis’d, and basely cozen'd 
Of that true hand that fought Rome’s quarrel out, 
And sent her enemies unto the grave : 

Lastly, myself, unkindly banished ; 

The gates shut on me, and turn’d weeping out, 

To beg relief amongst Rome's enemies, 

Who drown’d their enmity in my true tears, 

And op’d their arms to embrace me as a friend ; 
And I am the turned forth, be it known to you, 
That have preserv'd her welfare in mj blood, 

And from her bosom took the enemy's point, 
Sheathing the steel in my adventurous body. 

Alas, you know I am no vaunter, I ; 

My scars can witness, dumb although they are, 
That my report j* just and full of truth. 

But soft, methinks 1 do digress too much, 

Citing my worthless praise. Oh, pardon me, 

For, when no friends an by, men praise themselves. 
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j Marc. Now is nay turn to speak : behold till* child \ , 

Of this ni Taroora d*ln errd, 

' Hie i«ue of an irreligious Moor, j 

| Chief architect and plotter of lime woes. 1 

' The villain is alive in Tilm’ house, 

! Damn'd as be is, to witneu this is true. 

Now judge what cause liad Titnslo revenge 
Time wrongs, unspeakable fust p&Teuce, 

Or more titan any In mg man could bear. 

Now you have beard the truth, what say you, Romam? 
Have we done aught aauu v sliow us wherein. 

And, from the place where you heliokl us uow, 

The poor remainder of Andronici 

Will hand in liand all headlong cast us down, 

And on the ragged stones heat forth our brains, 

And make a mutual closure of our house : I 

Speak, Romans, sjieak ; and if you say we shall, i 

Lo, hand in hand, Lucius and 1 will fall. 

JEmxl. Come, come, thou re\ erend man of Rome, 

And bring our emperor gentlv in thy hand, — 

Lucius, our emperor ; for well 1 know, 

Tlie common Voice do cry it shall be so. 

Marc. Lucius, all hail, Rome's royal emperor ! * 

Go, go, into old Thus* sorrowful house, 

And. hither hale that misbelieving Moor, 

1 To be adjudg’d some direful slaughtering death, 

, As punishment for his most wicked life. [To Attendants, j 
l Lucius, all bail to Rome’s gracious governor ! j 

| Luc. Thanks, gentle Romans ! May 1 govern so, j 
To heal Rome’s harms, and wipe away her Woe : 

| But, gentle people, give me aim awhile, 

For nature pats me to a heavy task ! 

* This ltnii, and the concluding line of Mamas’* speech, Ate 
given to the people—" Rirthsne”— 1>y ell the modern editors, 
against the sathnvity of ell the ortulunl envies. Muons Is die 

tilbtrneof the people, nut ipt>*ka authoritatively what " the 

common u.ke* r las required. 
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' Stand all aloof; but, uncle, draw you near, 

To shed obsequious fear* upon this trunk. 

Oli, take this warm kiss on thy pale oold lips, 

[JCtsses Titus, 

j These sorrowful dro{is upon thy blaod-etaln’d face, 

The last true duties of tny noble son. 

| Marc. Tear for tear, aud loving kiss for kies, 

Thy brother Marcus tenders on thy lips. 

Oh, were the sum of these that I should pay 
1 Countless and infinite, yet would I pay them. 

I Luc. Come hither, boy ; come, come, and learn of ua 
| To melt iu showers. Thy grandsire lov'd thee well ; 

1 Many a time he danc'd llwe on his knee, 

1 Sung thee asleep, his loving breast thy pillow ; 

I Many a matter hath he told to thee, 

Meet and agreeing with thine infancy ; 

I In that i aspect, then, like a loving child, 

I Shed yet some small drop from thy tender spring, 

| Because kind nature doth require it so : 

I Fi iends should associate friends in grief and woe. 

{ Bid him farewell, commit him to the giave, 

I Do him that kindness and take leave of him. 

Boy. O, grandsire, granrlsire, even with all my henrt 
j Would 1 were dead, so you did live again ! 

I O, Lord, I cannot speak to him for weeping ; 

My tears will choke me if I ope my mouth. 

Enter Attendants, with Aaboh. 

Roman. You sad Ahdronici, have done with woes ! 
Give sentence on this execrable wretch, 

That hath been breeder of these dire events. 

Luc. Set him breast-deep in earth, and famish him t 
There let him stand, and rave, and cry for food : 

If any one relieves or pities him, 

For the offence he dies ; this is our doom. 

8ome stay to see him fasten'd in the earth. 

Aaron. Ah ! why should wrath be mute, and Airy 
dunjb f 
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I in no baby, 1, that with hue prayer* 

I should repent tlie evil* I have done : 

Ten thousand worse than ever yet I did 
Would 1 perform, if I might late mjr will : 

If cue good deed in all my life I did,* 

I do repent it from my very soul. 

Luc. Some loving friend* convey tig eihperor lienc*, 
And give him burial in hi* father's grave. 

My father and Lavinia shall forthwith 
Be closed in our household's monument : 

As for that heinous tiger, Tamara, 

No fun’ral rite, nor man in mournful weeds, 

No mournful bell tliall ring her hurial ; 

But throw liev forth to beasts and bird* of prey : 

Her life was beastly and devoid of pity, 

And, being so, sliall have like want of pity. 

See justice done on Aaron, tluH damn’d Moor, 

By whom our lieavy laps had tlieir beginning : 

Then, afterwards, to order well the state, 

That like events may ne’er it ruinate. [£jrew»/ 
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